
    
  
    
      
        Awakenings

      Chapter 1 - Orville and his mom move into their new house and begin to make discoveries.

      [Dear readers: This is an entirely fictional account with all characters at least 18 years old. The primary focus will be on breasts and nipples - coincidentally, my own passion! Oh, and the full story, when I have time to complete it (don't hold your breath) will also have a lot of masturbation, voyeurism, exhibitionism, and finally incest and non-consent, although the latter could be debated.

      But to understand the way the story plays out, you will need some background on the characters, most of which won't be exciting. These paragraphs will be in italics.

      But fear not. To keep your - um - interest up, I will alternate background sections with what you REALLY want to read - descriptions of boobs, nipples, and more!]

      "NIPPLES! ENTIRE BREASTS! And they're NAKED!" Orville then paused, remembering his Mom's admonition about not using "bad language" unless the situation (like stubbing your toe badly) really called for it. This situation did. "DAMN!" Orv continued in his soft to whisper. Even though he was alone in the house, this needed to feel like a private moment.

      Orville had been clearing off his deceased Uncle Milt's desk when he jostled the last accordion folder, a thick, heavy one with "MISC" written on the cover that had been deeply buried. A few loose pages had started to slide out. The one on top seemed to be a glossy page from a magazine. Curious, he had reached into the folder and pulled out what looked like a the magazine; but really it was just the shell - the front and back covers from a Funguy magazine serving as folder for the loose magazine pages.

      On the cover was a bosomy model in a revealing outfit; the girl's breasts were bulging out from all sides of the top she was wearing (yes, even a bit of the underneath part of her breast was showing, Orville noted), which looked to be a very immodest bikini style bathing suit. Orville sucked in a big gulp of air and with hands that were starting to tremble, he opened the cover.

      Inside, he discovered, were several dozen pages apparently torn out from a number magazines. Orville's first view was of a pair of totally naked breasts that seemed to be staring back at him, in a somewhat cross-eyed fashion. Orville quickly sat down since his legs had begun to quiver, and his heart was thumping rapidly; blood was beginning to get trapped in his expanding penis.

      There, plain as day, were two mesmerizing nipples; one nipple pointed straight at him while the other nipple poked out to the side. Those magical protuberances were hypnotizing him as surely as if they were the eyes of a magician.

      At long last, his first frontal view of real breasts! The fact that they were not truly "in the flesh" hardly mattered to Orv, as his mother called him. The rest of the world disappeared as he was sucked into the vortex of those amazing breasts.

      To say that Orville had grown up dirt poor and in virtual isolation was an understatement. His mother Katharine had given birth to him just shy of her own 19th birthday, just months older than Orv was now.

      When Orville first went to school, his teacher asked for each child's parent's names. Orville explained that he lived with just his Mommy. Orville started calling her Katharine when he learned her name (Mommy now seemed too juvenile), and when he refused to go back to "Mommy," the two agreed to call each other by "nicknames" - Kath and Orv. Katharine would have preferred "Mom" to "Kath," but Orv had always been a little different, and with time, she began to like the familiarity of being called by her nickname. And there were times, more tender times, when he called her "Mom."

      Kath had been raised by her own single mother. Susan had escaped from a relatively short and unhealthy relationship with Kath's father two years after Kath was born. Susan had turned to the bible for comfort, and took great pains to instill in Kath that all men were evil, that they were "only after one thing," (though this "thing" was never truly explained) and most importantly that masturbation was a sin.

      When Kath finally got the nerve to ask what masturbation was, it was explained that she should never touch herself "down there" except for personal hygiene, and that breasts were only meant for nourishing babies. Kath wasn't quite sure what all that meant, but she gathered that those places were off limits for all but bathing.

      [Author's note - Orv had yet to learn all the slang terms for breasts, but to make the story less boring, I will use a variety of words from here on out.]

      While staring, transfixed, at the most beautiful tits Orv had ever seen [fine, the first ones HAVE to be the most beautiful] Orv's hands began shake and his penis [he'll learn the other terms soon] began to bulge uncomfortably in his tighty whiteys.

      
        
      

      Orv had great peripheral vision, so while his eyes began a most thorough caress of this girls bosoms and their precious nipples, he could tell that she had a pretty face, that her hands were running through lusciously long, amber colored hair, and that she was sitting on a bed with her front leg obscuring the view of her lower abdomen.

      Fine, and duly noted; now, about those tits! The girl's body was at a slight angle, the result being that her right tit pointed straight at Orv while her left boob was seen in perfect silhouette. Orv didn't know where to look first, but he started at the base of the left boob. The breast flesh rose at nearly a right angle to her rib cage, with just the slightest sag to create the shape of a reclining letter C. Actually, that wasn't quite right, Orv realized - it was more the shape of a deep cereal bowl, since it didn't curve back on itself the way a letter C does.

      And then, for Kath, there was the Senior Prom incident. Biff, who everyone else knew was a crude and cruel bully, had asked her to the prom. While Kath was flattered, she knew that her mom also did not approve of dancing. Beyond that, there was no money for a prom dress.

      Biff asked if she could sneak out her first floor window, which Kath said she could do. With that, Biff feigned giving her an apprising look up and down (in truth, his eyes never left what he guessed were either C or D cup tits, hidden as they were by her baggy clothing) and said, "I'll bring you my sister's dress. It should fit you fine. You can change in the bathroom at the hotel. I gotta think you've got some great tits hiding under those rags."

      Kath was embarrassed by the last comment, but also pleased to have been asked at all - it would be her first date! She gave a tentative nod of approval, then felt some unfamiliar tingling in those forbidden nipples of hers as she turned and walked away. She rubbed her right hand over her left breast and was surprised to find her nipple had gotten stiff and was poking through her bra and baggy shirt. With a shiver, she reminded herself that those nips should not be touched, and the tingling slowly faded away.

      Rather than feed into folks looking for THAT sort of "non-consent," suffice it to say that Katharine snuck out of her house to meet Biff in the empty school parking lot, but came home less than an hour later, having never gotten to the prom. Her clothes were in tatters and her body had been painfully violated in ways she truly did not understand. The warnings of her mother kept cycling in her ears - all men are evil, and any form of sex, other than for making babies with your husband, is a sin. She was now a true believer.

      Nine months later, Orville was born to her. Kath had never heard another word from Biff.

      
        The outline of that amazing breast curved out and up for what looked to be four inches of depth, chest wall to nipple tip, based on the size of the girl's outstretched arm. And then came the areola. Holy smokes, was it amazing! From top to bottom, it looked to be two and a half or even three inches in diameter. He looked down at his uncharacteristically naked chest to check his own areola - yes, less than in inch.

      Wow, her areola was simply amazing! It was pigmented, Orv saw - a luscious, soft pink, only slightly darker than creamy white flesh-color of the rest of the boob, but the same color as her nipple. But more than that, the areola interrupted the smooth curve of the under surface of the boob, seeming to rise up maybe a quarter inch above the expected outline.

      Orv knew it might be wrong, but he could not help but to reach into his shorts and straighten out his dick, which, on partial release, now stuck up a half inch or so above his shorts. The discomfort was replaced by a new feeling that reminded him of the more pleasant aspects (the dream parts) of his wet dreams, which had never abated.

      Orville was named for Katharine's beloved grandfather. It was not such an uncommon name at the time when Orville the elder was a child. Kath spent countless hours with her grandfather both before and after the younger Orville's birth.

      Despite the circumstances of his conception, Katharine loved Orv from the moment he arrived - deeply and with all her soul. But, as a girl of 19, it was tough bringing up her baby. She lived with her Mom, who just managed to get by with the irregular check from her absent husband. Kath never got her chance to go to college.

      And then, there was the nipple. Sweet Jesus, did the sight of that projectile send Orville's dick into spasms! He reached out and touched the photograph, hoping that he could feel the sweetness of it. Was it hard, like his dick was now, or kind of pliable, like his own nipples. He was dying to know.

      The nipple in the picture was at full attention, though Orv did not know the difference at the time, since this was his very first view of those blessed protuberances. In the side view he had, it was slightly longer than it was wide, the nipple appearing to rise 3/8s of an inch - no probably closer to a full half inch above the areola.

      It was SO much bigger than his own nipple; instead of being the size of a pencil lead like his own, this nipple was more like the size and shape of a good sized crayon, or maybe a gumdrop! He would have given anything if his fingertips could just touch that amazing nip. Without realizing what he was doing, he reached into his shorts and began stroking his now rock hard shaft. Subconsciously, he knew that this was "wrong" - but man, did it feel good.

      
        
      

      When Orville the elder's health began to fail due to emphysema, Kath spent much of her day looking after him while her own mother watched Orville the younger.

      Orville the elder had taken up smoking, as many did, during the war; he managed to quit some two decades later, but the irreversible damage was done. The slowly progressive disability, the inability to breathe easily, and inevitable wasting of his once strong body was quite painful to watch.

      Orv started school two days after his grandpa died, but by then, Kath had learned a profession - she easily found work at a nursing home just blocks from home. The pay wasn't much, but she felt good about the service she was providing. Plus she felt comfortable there - there was no one under 50 either in residence or on staff, and the conservative uniform suited her view on sexuality - which was that there should be none.

      As Orv continued to slowly stroke his cock, he noticed a slurping sound. Looking down, he saw that the head of his dick was wet. What's that about he wondered? He knew it wasn't pee, and he also knew it was not anything like the full load of thick sperm from his wet dreams. He grabbed a tissue, wiped off, and continued his close examination of the amazing tits in front of him.

      Orv then followed the luscious contour of the model's upper breast area, which seemed to reach nearly to her shoulder before flattening out. He had known for some time that tits fascinated him, but holy smokes, was it ever amazing to see this awesome form - and with no need to sneak a furtive glance down a lady's blouse as he had done with Miss Smith last week.

      No, he had all the time in the world to let his eyes adore this breast, this very symbol of femininity to him. Orv quickly determined that the nipple was the best part, then the areola, then the amazing under side of the boob - the side he never managed to glimpse of Miss Smiths generous curves.

      Orv forgot that he was supposed to be bringing more of their belongings over from the apartment to the house - but can you blame him?

      Kath had known that Orv was shy around strangers, and matters just got worse when he went to school. First off, since his name was unusual, it led to taunts, like "What's cooking, Popcorn Boy?" "Did you bring any popcorn for us, ORVILLE?" Always tall for his age, he often got, "How's the weather up there, spaceman?" It didn't help that his mind often wandered and he didn't know how to talk easily to the other kids. A loner before, he became even more withdrawn as the years passed.

      
        Miss Smith. Orv kept his eyes glued to the model's areola and left nipple, tracing their outline over and over to imprint it on his mind, while his mental video tape rewound to Friday and his view down Miss Smith's top and into the depths of her cleavage.

      It was a warm day, and the sun coming through the windows was more than a match for the school's AC. Emma, as Orv called her in his mind (but never to her sweet face), had asked Orv to stay after the final bell rang to go over his last math test.

      As the last of the other kids left and Orv approached her from the side, Emma grabbed the front of her blouse right at the depth of its generous V and fanned it in and out, simultaneously aiming a sharp exhalation down toward her ample boobs in an attempt to cool off.

      Orv froze. Just two feet away, he could see her entire right tit, encased though part of it was in a lacy white bra and backlit by the sun bouncing off a nearby desk. Orv's dick began to swell uncomfortably, and he broke out in a sweat. Never had he seen so much bosom before. Her tit appeared to be the size of a large grapefruit cut in half, supported only minimally by the undergarment.

      "Orv," Emma said, "you're such a good student, I was surprised that you didn't finish this test. It should have been easy for you."

      Orv mumbled something, but the truth was that, while taking the test, he had been distracted by the girl next to him at the time - Jan, a lovely kid with precociously large boobs who had a habit of stretching every five minutes, thrusting her tits into sharp relief and driving poor Orv to distraction. Moreover, Emma's words faded into background noise as he gazed at her barely covered tits, making it hard for Orv (sorry about the pun) to make an intelligent reply.

      When Kath's Mom passed away, the "estate" barely covered getting her in the ground. Kath found a small apartment, but between food, clothing from second hand stores, and rent, there was no money for magazines, a television, or a computer, let alone the cost for connections. Orv grew up reading his great grandpa's books, since that was the one thing that was passed down to him and his Mom.

      And he played tennis. He had loved watching the older kids play when he was younger, and one took pity on him, handing down an older racket when his folks bought him a new one.

      Orv, only eight at the time, picked up used balls, still good enough to hit against the wall, and taught himself how to swing through practice and observation.

      
        Eventually, two years later, another single player had come along, and he learned match play. Still tall and now developing a build, he got better and better. Will, his practice partner, was the closest thing he had to a friend, but he was too timid to go beyond "How are you?" and "Nice game."

      Orv's mind snapped back to the present, where his eyes continued to caress the model's right nipple while his hand, without conscious thought, was starting to work his dick with more purpose. Did Emma have nipples like these?

      More dampness down below. Another swipe, then an inspiration. Tearing off a thin strip of tissue, he folded it up and tucked it inside his foreskin. Problem solved! The tissue should absorb whatever liquid that was leaking out. Orv was succeeding in suppressing any notion that touching himself was wrong. How could something that feel this good be bad?

      Turning to the photo again, he glanced a little higher and was struck by the model's welcoming smile. Did she KNOW that guys would get hard just looking at her tits? Was she GLAD to show off her nipples? It didn't make sense, but it sure looked like she WANTED guys to admire her boobs, her amazing nipples.

      The model had piercing green eyes, and amber hair, which she was caressing with both hands. Her hair was almost the color of his mother's. He looked in the lower corner, and sure enough, her name was Amber.

      Miss Smith's hair, on the other hand, was jet black; would her nipples be pink, like Amber's? Orv noted that his own hair was a chestnut brown and that his own nipples were much browner than Ambers.

      Kath answered the phone 10 years ago and was surprised to hear her uncle Milt on the phone.

      "Hey, cuz, it's your favorite uncle, Milt calling."

      Kath sighed and replied warily, "Milt, you're my ONLY uncle. Why are you calling?"

      Undeterred, Milt shot back, "Nice to hear your voice too, Babe, long time. Say, I'm in town on business tomorrow and I'd love to take you and your kid to lunch. That sound good?"

      "Milt, tomorrow's a school day and I've got a lot to do on my day off," she lied.

      
        
      

      "S'aright, s'aright, I'll catch the kid another time. Pick you up at 12:00?"

      "If you really want, fine, but nothing fancy - I don't really have anything nice to wear."

      "Got it - see you then."

      Milt, 10 years younger than Kath's mother Susan, had disappeared to the West Coast for his BS and had stayed there for his law degree. The last time Kath had seen him was for his father's funeral, and he had not stayed long then.

      Milt arrived in his rental car the next day. He got out of the car and Kath noted that, while he might have once been handsome, his 6' 2" frame was easily carrying an extra 60 pounds.

      He tried to give Kath a hug, but she held her arms in front of her breasts (almost a reflex now) to keep him from feeling her breasts on his chest. Even before the hug, she could smell the cigarettes on his clothes and held her breath until she was released.

      In the car, Milt asked, "Mind if I smoke?" Biting her tongue, she simply said, "Please don't." They then drove to a local strip mall - a fairly apt adjective, as it turned out. They pulled into one of those joints that features bosomy servers in short shorts and too small tops serving beer, greasy burgers, and wings. Kath was not at all happy, but there was no time to go elsewhere.

      "Whoooeee! I DO love to watch their titties when they bend over to serve. I keep hoping a nipple might slip out, know what I mean? Speaking of titties, don't you have anything nicer to wear than that baggy old blouse? I gotta think you've got some great tits hiding under those rags."

      Kath immediately recoiled - Milt had used the same phrase as that brute, Biff. "Milt, I don't really like you very much; your clothes reek of cigarettes and your language is crude. I seem to have lost my appetite; can you take me back home now?" She was startled at her frankness, but the memory was still raw.

      Milt's manner immediately changed from brash to conciliatory. "Listen, Babe, I'm sorry about that. The fact is that aside from my wife Candy and my daughter Angel, you and young Orville are the only family I've got. I know that you've had a rough go of things, and I wanted you to know that I've done well over the years, and I'd like to see if I can help you out."

      
        Kath softened a little, curious what Milt had in mind; she surely could use some help. "What do you have in mind?" she asked warily.

      "Well, I gather your boy's IQ tests off the charts. I know you never had a chance to go to college, so I'd like to see that he has that chance."

      "That's very generous of you Milt. I've lost track - what is it that you do that gives you so much cash? Weren't you a lawyer of some kind?"

      Milt's demeanor switched back, warming to his topic. "Why, yes, I am a lawyer. Public defender early on, but then a friend suggested I could make some REAL money working for big tobacco! I help our good ol' American farmers sell the products to school kids in the third world! HUGE market, and all you have to do is scare off any gov'mnt regulations. Like takin' candy from a baby and handing back our cigarettes! They get hooked and keep on buying - it's a regular money machine. Oh, and here's our food."

      Their waitress leaned over to serve the meal, and Milt all but dived into her bosoms. She easily carried around D cup boobs, and her bra looked to be a C at best. Milt thought sure he'd seen a tinge of color at the edge of the bra and strained for a better look. "Why thank you, little lady! You could bring me another beer soon as you can. ... Ain't she somethin'?"

      Kath had gone stone cold again. "Milt, you should know how I feel about tobacco. I just don't think I can accept money from that source." She nibbled at her food, but really just wanted to get away from this man; even across the table she could smell the tobacco on his clothes.

      "Oh, yeah, that's right - you took care of Pops when he was in a bad way with COPD, didn't you. Hey, I really appreciate that; I was just too busy out there. Well, I like you just the same, Kath, and in some ways this would be payback for all you did. So I'd really like you to think about it. It'd be a shame for Orv to not have his chance at getting ahead."

      They finished lunch talking about family, and Milt pulled out a picture of his wife and daughter. Candy was sitting by the pool in a too tight bikini, her ample breasts forming a huge amount of cleavage while her nipples punched out the skimpy cloth. Angel was the spitting image of her Mom, but at 10 was still stick straight.

      Orv glanced at his watch - he really should be bringing more stuff from the apartment, but by this stage, his hormones were running the show. He HAD to know a little more about this collection he'd stumbled on.

      
        
      

      He turned the page and dismissed the back side of the first page using just his peripheral vision - just text. The second sheet in the "folder" had a different model in a different pose. The model was on all fours, with her boobs, about the same size as Amber's, hanging straight down.

      Orv was once again captivated, and he felt his dick twitch. The view was not quite straight from the side, meaning that BOTH nipples could be seen in silhouette. The nipples stuck out just as far as Amber's, although her areolas were not raised. Orv decided he really liked nipples so clearly defined as these, with nothing but an out of focus background behind them. But nipples not in relief were just fine, too!

      The next page, Orv decided, might be his favorite. There was no face, there were no legs, not even an abdomen or arms could be seen. The ENTIRE page was filled with a close up, larger-than-life-size view of an absolutely flawless breast. The curves, both top and bottom, were captivating. But what really drew Orv's attention was the nut brown nipple.

      First off, the nipple must have been half an inch long, maybe more, in real life. But beyond its size was the fact that the nipple had been captured by a slender thumb and forefinger, both bearing bright red nail polish, and they appeared to be both twisting and pulling on the nipple at the same time, judging by the way the crinkles in the nipple ran and by the way the areola seemed pulled away from the body of the breast. Did those fingers belong to the proud owner of that amazing boob? Or to another woman? Orv's dick was beyond hard.

      What a find he had stumbled upon! While he could have spent five minutes admiring the girl's nipples, he wanted to know more - what of the next pages? And what were in the other "magazines" in the accordion folder? More nipples? More big breasts? His hopes, among other things, were definitely up!

      Puberty hit Orv big time, mostly in good ways. He added four inches to his former 5' 10" frame in a year's time, and his shoulders began to broaden. He developed more power in his tennis game, and Will, his hitting partner, convinced the high school coach to watch the two of them rally.

      Orv earned his varsity letter the following year. That, coupled with his size, radically cut the teasing from the guys, though he never hung out with his teammates and only played singles. One of the nicer girls even asked him to a party, but he was still painfully shy and barely said two words. That was his last invitation to a party.

      For Orv, the disconcerting aspect of puberty were the wet dreams. He knew there were girls in his dreams, and he was often staring at their covered chests, which was nice. Sometimes they were naked, but then their chests were flat, like his own. While he was asleep, the sensations were wonderful. But waking to the mess was embarrassing, and he needed to shower every day.

      The conversation with Kath was awkward, neither really knowing what was going on. Kath asked Orv whether he had been "touching himself," which Orville quickly denied; they happened while he was asleep and he had no control.

      With their budget, Orv didn't have enough PJs, and Kath didn't have the time to wash them out every few days, so it was agreed that Orv could sleep without them until, they hoped, the phase would pass.

      The first night he slept naked felt strange ("sensual" is more accurate), and the orgasm was perhaps the most intense. But Orv quickly got used to it, and it did cut down the laundry.

      Another folder, this one a little thinner. The cover showed a girl in a very tiny bikini. The girl had her hand inside one of the cups, apparently rubbing her nipple; her eyes were closed and her mouth open. Her other hand was pulling the top of the other cup together to reveal some very white boob skin, in sharp contrast to the deep tan on the rest of her body.

      There was a hint of color at the edge of the bikini cup, but Orv couldn't be sure if it was just a shadow or whether it really was part of her areola. Orv like to think it was the latter. The bikini bottom was no more than a small patch covering her privates, then just strings over her hips.

      Inside, Orv thumbed through a couple of pages of fully naked tits (he planned to come back for more detailed study) before the "theme" of this collection dawned on him. Every model had a very sharp line between her tan and the stark white of her boobs.

      With that realization, Orv focused on that point - that the girls were showing him (that's how he liked to think about it) the parts of their bodies that the public couldn't see when lying on the beach or by the pool. It made their nipple and boob display even more like a private moment.

      Thinking back, the first collection had shown some models with tans but no tan lines on their boobs. It was exciting to think of them sunning while fully naked, but in a way, the boobs with tan lines added a real extra kick.

      In some cases, the girls had droplets of water on their skin, an ocean view behind them. Almost invariably, the nipples on these girls were standing out at full attention. Surprisingly to Orv, even the areolas of many of these girls were crinkled up.

      
        
      

      Orv also noted with interest that the nipples on some of the girls, like the ones just lying in the sun, were only very slightly raised above the areolas. Curious, Orv thought.

      And then, Orv came across a photo of a girl who had only the tiniest strip of white on her breasts. Most the lower aspect of her boob was tan, with maybe three inches of white at the base, which tapered up to...

      Holy smokes! The tan line on this beauty went RIGHT THROUGH HER AREOLA!

      There was a small triangle of white above the areola, but on very close inspection (and believe me, Orville was thorough), this tan line was more than just close to or even tangent to her areolas - it clearly intersected them!

      There was only one conclusion - this girl had lain out in the sun somewhere while purposely arranging her tiny bikini to a point BEYOND titillating [sorry, I love the word] - it would be considered downright indecent by any prude catching a glimpse of her exposed areola.

      Had Orv been passing such a breast and areola display, he knew that he would have paused as long as possible, praying for the slightest shrug of the shoulder that might have freed the nipple itself. An unintentional flash of a nipple - that would be amazing.

      Orv's dick twitched several times as he split his concentration on the sight before him and the visions and questions in his imagination. The good thing was - no the GREAT thing was - that he had all the time in the world to drink in those amazing nipples and the tan line that nearly caught them as well.

      Kath picked up the phone a year ago to find Milt on the line again.

      "How's my favorite cousin doin'?" he boomed.

      "Just fine, Milt" she said, with little enthusiasm in her voice. "Are you coming into town again?

      "Better than that, Sugar, Angel and I are moving here! Bought a house about a mile from you!"

      "Just you and Angel? Isn't Candy moving with you?"

      
        
      

      Milt's voice dropped both in volume and bombast. "Kath, she died on me four years ago. Lung cancer. Turns out lot's more women die of lung cancer than breast cancer, though it worsens your odds there, too."

      He paused, and Kath murmured a sincere, "I'm so sorry, Milt."

      "Thanks - I still miss her even now. Anyway," Milt continued in a stronger voice, "I've cleaned up my act. Quit tobacco cold turkey soon as Candy got the word, and started working out, eating better, playing tennis - I'm feeling great now! Plus I quit my old job - I'm going to be a prosecutor in district court. It won't be near the money, but hey, maybe I can clear out some of the drug dealers 'round here.

      Oh, and I sold my tobacco stock - put into renewable energy. Still, I can't say that I won't drop by that burger place we went to last time, though - I still like looking at the ladies! I never cheated on my sweet Candy, but she never minded my lookin,' just so's I came back to her."

      "I'm glad to hear that Milt - or at least most of it. Let us know when you're settled, &amp; maybe we'll get together. How is Angel doing? She must be in college by now, right?"

      "Angel is great, doing okay in school, but her heart's not in it. She's a little wild, you know; she modeled for an art class, and now she thinks she can make a living at it. Trouble is, she's got boobs like her Mom - the agencies tell her she'd need to have them reduced. That would be a crying shame, far as I'm concerned - she's a real looker."

      "I'd offer to give her advice, Milt, but all of learned about parenting is dealing with Orv."

      "Yeah, I wasn't expecting you could help, but thanks anyway. See you."

      The third folder Orv pulled out had a very pretty, very bosomy model wearing red underwear on the cover. "Lingerie issue" was printed under the logo.

      Again, this was a collection of pages torn from this and maybe other issues - all pictures of very attractive ladies.

      
        When Orv looked at the first picture, he knew that he was close to an orgasm; he looked away for several seconds, breathed deeply and tried to think about math class. Wait, not Emma's boobs - think equations!

      The moment passed, and he was then able to look at the vision before him. It was a side view of a girl wearing some sort of special bra. It was powder blue, but while it looked to give the girl's breast support, more than half her tit was out in the open!

      Rising clear of the cup was a beautiful pink nipple. Oh, my god, was that sexy! Orv dared not touch his dick, since it was basically twitching of its own accord. A bra, yes, but DESIGNED to display the girl's nipples! The model was winking and appeared to be blowing a kiss at him. She WANTED guys to get hard drooling over her nipples!

      How could that photo be topped? Orv turned the page and again drew in his breath. Facing straight at him this time was a girl who seemed to have a full bra on, but it was so transparent, it was like it wasn't there! Her nipples were amazing. They poked into the fabric, causing it to highlight the very end of the nipples while the bra material slightly obscuring the areolas before again making contact with the skin of her boobs. Every other aspect of her breasts was there for the viewing, including a stray mole off to the side.

      In short, her boobs were dressed and supported, but at the same time she was basically naked!

      In the next picture, the model had put on a black bra, but whether she was wearing it was open to interpretation. Instead, both cups had been pushed down so that they only supported a small bit of her boobs. In the background was an out of focus left breast and nipple, the nipple silhouetted against the even more out of focus background.

      In the foreground, though, was the right nipple, cradled between the thumb underneath and the index finger on top. The nipple was considerably longer than its twin, and Orv could see, based on the crinkle lines on both the nipple and the areola, that the girl was giving her nip a firm twist.

      But what really caught Orv's attention was the girls' intriguing face. He spent an actual 10% of his attention on it, far longer than any other picture he'd examined.

      Sure, like all the models, her face was pretty. But what captivated Orv's attention was that she, in turn, seemed captivated by what she was doing to her nipple with her left hand. Her head was tilted down and to her right, her lips were slightly parted, and her eyes were clearly directed toward her nipple. Orv wasn't sure if the lids were fully closed or not, but he chose to believe they were open just a slit.

      
        
      

      What was going through her mind? Did she like to look at her breasts, her stiff nipple with as much admiration as he was looking at it? Was she feeling the tingle traveling from her nipple to the rest of her body? Was she going to keep twisting that nipple, then go to the other, working her way up to intense levels of pleasure?

      Do girls have orgasm? Wet dreams? The enigmatic expression on her face left so many questions in Orv's head. And he loved her for it.

      With ever sweatier hands, he turned the page and was taken back again. Much like Amber, this model had one boob looking at him while the other was in profile. The bra, again, was unique - there were openings at the end of each cup so that her nipples poked through! Full support, but nipples fully naked! Orv couldn't wait to find out what else was in Uncle Milt's collection!

      The call came out of the blue, just a week before the two families had planned to get together. Milt and Angel had died driving back from a weekend at the beach, the car totaled.

      Kath had never felt close to Milt and didn't know Angel at all, but it was still a shock.

      She sat down as the lawyer went on. "Katharine, we've taken a look at his will, and it was very simple. All would have gone to Angel, of course, but he named you, as his only remaining relative, to inherit should Angel predecease or die at the same time. His finances will take some time to straighten out, but he made it clear that you should get the house as soon as possible."

      Kath reeled at this turn of events. No matter how the money had been earned, it was now hers. Relief and sadness mixed with other emotions she couldn't really identify.

      Kath sat Orv down when he got home from school and explained the situation. "Orv, I'm working tomorrow, but will have Sunday off. I'll throw what I can into bags and the suitcases in the closet. You move over what you can, and I'll come straight there after my shift. Here's one of the keys the lawyer dropped off."

      Orv took this all in in virtual silence. The cramped apartment was the only home he'd ever known, but it would be nice to have more space. "Okay," he replied, "I'll do what I can."

      [Author's Note: That's it for background - now on with the good stuff!]

      
        The next collection had a pair of girls hugging each other on the cover, their naked boobs pressed together, but the nipples were buried in the mounds of soft breast flesh. Oh, my, what kinds of pictures would be in THIS set!

      The first picture had a brunette and a red head holding their generous tits from the underside, lifting them up and toward their partner. In the center of the picture, Orv could see what he could only describe as dueling nipples. While all four nipples looked like pencil erasers in their stiffness, the brunettes seemed to be the stiffer, since each of those brown nips were sturdy enough to bend the pink nipples of the redhead to the side so that they were indenting the flesh of their own boobs.

      Orv could only barely touch his dick for fear that even a short stroke would send him over the edge.

      Orv turned the page and knew that that battle was all but lost - he could feel the sperm welling up, and just the slightest extra thought or touch would be too much. The same two girls had changed their positions, with the brunette standing while the redhead sat on a stool in front of her. The redhead was pulling both of her own nipples straight out, which was exciting enough, but the attack on the brunette's nipples was what had Orv in desperate shape.

      The ends of the brunette's fingers could be seen underneath her right breast. She was holding her bosom out as an offering, it seemed. The redhead could be seen with lips parted and her tongue sticking out a bit. Between her tongue and her upper lip was the full length of a very stiff nipple belonging to the brunette. The redhead's eyes were looking upward at the other girl's face with what Orv guessed was pure lust.

      The brunette, meanwhile, had lifted her generous left breast up while bending her head down so that her other very stiff left nipple was just in the reach of her drooling tongue. Orv didn't know that girls might like other girls, but he didn't care - there were four nipples to look at, each sexier than the other! His balls were churning.

      "Hi, Orv, I'm home!" called Kath from downstairs.

      The instant of panic was the last straw. The floodgates opened and the pumps were working their darndest to empty what felt like a gallon of pent up cum. A pained and quiet "Oh, my god," was all Orv could muster. He quickly pinched the end of his foreskin off in an attempt to contain his seed. He kept looking at the nipple being tugged by the teeth and the other nipple getting a tongue bath; he wanted the feeling to last, much as he knew he needed to a) do something with the magazines, b) do something with his dick, and c) answer his Mom.

      
        At least a minute passed before he became fully aware of the rest of the world. Orv had just experienced his first orgasm while awake. While he knew he wasn't supposed to touch himself, the feeling was so amazing that he knew he would do it again. The shame was small and fleeting compared to the pleasure.

      "Orv, are you here?" came Kath's voice from downstairs. "Sorry, Mom, I'm in the bathroom," he managed to reply. "Oh, alright," came the reply. One handed, he slid the magazines back into the folder; then he quietly tiptoed to the bathroom to clean up.

      Shortly, Orv came bounding down the stairs, still shirtless.

      Oh, my, what a handsome boy Orv is, Kath thought to herself. Such broad shoulders, and the way his chest muscles ripple. Nipples! What are you doing starting to throb? Must think of getting this move done.

      Out loud, she said, "Orv, why don't you have a shirt on?"

      "Oh - sorry Mom. The AC isn't working and you weren't around, so I just took it off. I'll go get it."

      "That's okay, Orv. It is hot in here, and I can see you're warm - your cheeks are all flushed."

      Orv blushed even more, knowing the real cause of his condition.

      "I'm pretty warm myself; I think I'll go change. Is my bag upstairs?"

      "I think so, Kath, but, um, it was warm and I got so tired that I lay down and took a nap, so I didn't bring everything over."

      Kath went upstairs to check, but only found sheets and towels.

      "It's too late to send you back to the apartment, Orv, I guess I'll be fine in my uniform. Why don't you start on your homework and I'll clean up this kitchen - what a mess!"

      "Yeah, I guess they left in a hurry."

      
        "Hey - how about pizza for dinner? I think we can finally afford it."

      "Sounds good - can't wait to try it."

      Orv pulled out his books and spread them on the desk. He tried to study - he really did. But a full half hour with his books open had, in truth, provided no greater understanding than he'd had when he started.

      And the MISC folder was still there, still beckoning. It was the spring of his senior year and he already knew he was going to study science and math in Cambridge, Mass. Couldn't he afford to let the work slide a little? I mean, it HAD been most of an hour since his explosive orgasm. Maybe just a little peak...

      Kath hummed to herself, always happy to be busy. Orv had opened the windows, and the light breeze was welcome.

      It was a busy night for pizza, and Kath felt she'd cleaned enough. Going to the living room, she saw a dry bar in the corner, with some dirty glasses, along with two bottles of liquor - one of rum, the other Khalua. She sighed and carried the dirty glasses to the sink.

      She paused at the bar, though. There had never been money for booze, but she really had no moral objection to it. Pouring some rum into a clean glass, she took a sip and almost spit it out; for her, it was harsh, and it burned on the way down.

      She sniffed the Kahlua before pouring it; it smelled of coffee and seemed like it might be sweet. Rather than throwing out the rum, she poured the Kahlua into the same glass and gave it a swirl. Much nicer, she thought on tasting it. Adding a little ice made it just right for sipping on a warm evening.

      By now, Orv had given up and pulled the MISC folder in front of him. Reaching for the magazine on the bottom, he found it was a copy of Pentup Letters (or at least that was the cover).

      He opened it up and thumbed through a few pages. Instead of just pictures, these pages (again torn from some original magazines) had a lot of text. Did Uncle Milt actually read it for the articles?

      
        Then he looked a little more closely. These seemed to be letters to the magazine - basically short stories, some of which Milt had marked with an X while others had dots of various sizes in the margins.

      His eyes were drawn to one of the bigger dots, where he read, "But Amy's best feature was her tits. Her boobs, while large, had only a little sag. Her areolas, though, were the size of a can of shoe polish, and her nipples stood out like gumdrops.

      It went on, "Amy was proud of her rack and her sensitive nipples, and loved to show them off. She almost never wore a bra, and even going to theater, she would select a blouse that was so sheer that no one could miss her amazing nipples.

      When she did have to wear a bra, she always chose a diaphanous model so that her nipples were still on display. When she was feeling really horny, she would wear a half cup bra, so that her boobs would be supported but her nipples would still stand out naked under her top.

      She loves the feel of the fabric rubbing over those sensitive tips, and often can't resist giving her nips a pinch when she thinks no one is looking. Of course, I always am, and she loves to see the hungry expression on my face. You can't believe how wet she gets from showing herself off, and we always have an amazing fuck session when we get home."

      By now, as I'm sure you guessed, Orv was earnestly rubbing his fully recovered cock. "Holy smokes! So girls really do like to show their tits off? They really do like to touch their own nipples? Wow!" He didn't know what "fuck" meant, but he was getting the idea.

      Kath had taken a couple of quick sips of her drink while standing, then eased herself down on the couch, exhausted. She saw the TV remote on the coffee table and (with experience gained at work) figured out how to turn it on.

      When the image appeared, she sat up so fast she nearly spilled her drink. There on the screen were two girls kissing each other. When the camera pulled away, Kath saw that they were wearing clothes - just not the sort of thing Kath would wear.

      The blonde wore a blouse whose buttons were undone to her navel. She had enormous tits, and from the angle the shot was taken, mostly from the side and looking into her open blouse, it was clear that she was not wearing a bra - there was only boob flesh from below her chin all the way down and to the underside of her tit. (Of course Kath wasn't thinking with those terms in her head - at least not yet.)

      
        
      

      The scene quickly shifted to one of the girls pulling on one of her nipples while the other girl was licking the other nipple with her tongue. She had pulled her own boobs out of the skimpy bra and was pinching them with her fingers.

      "What am I doing watching this," Kath thought to herself, "especially with Orv just upstairs? Is this a lesbian channel? Did Milt really enjoy watching this stuff?" She was vaguely aware that the booze had slowed down her reactions, but just as she was about to change the channel, two handsome, shirtless men appeared. Kath drained her drink and agreed with herself that she could wait one more minute to see what would happen.

      "Well, hello, ladies! Sorry we're late, but it looks like you didn't wait for us."

      "Just getting warmed up for you," said the one with the bigger tits.

      With that, the two couples embraced and kissed on the lips - but only momentarily. Both men very quickly moved down to kiss and fondle the nipples of the two girls, which they seemed to eagerly want.

      "Oh, that feels so good! You know I LOVE it when you suck my tit in your mouth and lap your tongue all around my nipple. ... Oh, yes, suck my nipples, you know I love it when you suck my nipples! Harder, make me cum by sucking my nipples!"

      Kath vaguely registered that a) these men were being gentle and attentive with their ladies, and b) the girls seemed to like it (even though it was clear they were acting).

      "Okay, that's enough. I don't need to watch that kind of filth, and I sure don't want Orv to find me watching it." Still, the word "filth" didn't fully match her true feelings; the truth was, her nipples had started to harden.

      Switching channels a number of times, she finally came across an old movie that looked safe - a downtrodden man trudging through seemingly endless deep snow - Dr. Zhivago, she learned by pressing the Info button. Kath got up to make another drink (it really was quite tasty) and ignored the slight buzz in her head and the wobble in her feet. The drinks were really helping her to relax.

      
        She settled back down (when WAS that pizza coming?) to watch the doctor stumbling up the snow covered stairs. There, he was greeted by the amazingly beautiful Lara. Kath watched as they hugged, as they kissed, as they went to bed, then the screen faded to black.

      With the alcohol thawing her frozen feelings, Kath was sucked into the movie - the passion, the tenderness, the caring, even when they were not even touching. Her subconscious began to process her long suppressed need to be loved, to be cherished, to be held tightly by someone who loves you, sex or not. Tears welled up in her eyes.

      Orv had moved on to the next letter, slowly stroking his already firm member. "I was feeling horny, so as I dressed in the tent with my husband [a letter from a FEMALE writer, Orv thought, marveling], I at first picked up my bra, then looked down at my boobs, then over at my husband. He gave me a huge smile as I dropped the bra back in the bag.

      As I slid my light yellow T over my naked nips, the thought of what I was doing (plus a surreptitious flick of my nipples as my hands pulled the shirt down), had my nipples hard in seconds. Stepping into the sunlight, I could see that my thin shirt did nothing to hide the way my nipples were poking out, nor did it hide the darker color of my nipples and areolas. My C cup tits seemed to swell even more, straining the fabric.

      As I walked to the car, I loved the way my boobs bounced, and I got a real thrill when we walked past a young stud who couldn't keep his eyes from following every move of my nipples. I put some extra bounce in my step and loved both the stare and the feelings from my sensitive nips, teased beyond hard by the cloth sliding over them without a single touch from my hands.

      Bill had a hard time driving between constant glances at my nips plus an occasional playful grope. What Bill did not know was that I had slipped some Ben wa balls into my pussy before we left the campground. Driving down the bumpy road was REALLY producing amazing sensations in my cunny, helping to keep my nips hard even when they weren't being touched.

      "How would you like to flash a trucker," Bill suggested, a slight quaver in his voice, a not-so slight bulge in his shorts. "Sounds like fun," I replied, immediately pulling my shirt up, then, what the hell, all the way off.

      I love to play with my super sensitive nipples anyway [WOW that's hot, Orv thought, pulling on his dick more forcefully], so I attacked them with a vengeance, twisting my nips, pulling on them, pushing my titties together while working the nipples at the end, in short doing everything I could to stimulate my nipples. I was clenching my pussy muscles around the Ben wa balls and closed my eyes to focus on my pleasure.

      
        
      

      I heard a loud honk and only then realized that we must have been driving next to the truck for a least a while. Now, I was really close to my release.

      Just then, we hit a section of rough road, and the multiple sensation from the jiggling of the Ben wa balls, the sensations from my nipples, and the naughty thrill of exposing myself to the trucker all worked to push me over the edge.

      "Aaannggghh!" I cried out as wave after wave of an incredibly intense orgasm flooded over me (and out of me). It's a good thing the seats were leather, or the pussy juices I expelled would have left a huge stain.

      "My god, you came just from touching your nipples!" Bill enthused. If he only knew the full story!"

      Orv, still working his dick, was beginning to appreciate the power of the written word. Plus, several questions were now answered. Women (or at least some of them) DO like to touch themselves, they DO like to show off their boobs and nipples, and they DO have orgasms!

      But new questions were raised. What the heck were Ben wa balls? And what were pussy juices? Clearly not sperm - Orv's biology class had taught him that - but then why were such juices produced. Orv had so much to learn...

      Just then, the doorbell rang. Orv kept control this time (that was one thing he'd learned - how to stay hard, which was great pleasure - but also how to avoid being on the tipping point of immediate orgasm. Orv went to splash water on his face while his dick made a slow retreat to a semi-hard state, then he bounded down the stairs, famished.

      Kath got up and wobbled to the door, tears still on her face. The pizza delivery guy asked if she was okay, and Kath assured him she was fine, just watching a sad movie.

      As they sat down to eat, Orv, too, noticed the tear streaks on Kath's cheeks. "Are you okay, Mom, you look like you've been crying."

      "Oh, it's nothing, Orv, just feeling a little sorry for myself. I was just watching a movie that showed how much in love two people can be, and I started to feel really lonely, what with you going to college and all."

      
        "Oh, Mom, I'm sorry. I know it's been tough on you raising my on your own. But you'll always have my love, and this house and Uncle Milt's money should help. You should try getting out some."

      "Thanks, Orv, I'll always love you, too. Tell you what - after dinner, why don't you sit with me on the couch and watch a movie with me. After all these years, we deserve to enjoy ourselves a little."

      "That sounds good, Mom. I'm going to miss you when I go off to college, too. I hope that I'll be able to break out of my shell there. I sometimes wonder if I'll ever get to see..."

      The pause got awkward as Orv tried to figure a way out of not saying "a girl's breasts," which was in his mind when he started.

      "Go on, what would you like to see, dear?"

      "Well, it's just that, aside from you, I don't know how to talk to girls, and if I can't even hold a conversation, how can I hope to - um - kiss one or - um - do more than hold their hands."

      Through the alcohol fog, Kath's mind slowly reprocessed the movie scenes she'd viewed - both of them - and she had an inkling of where Orv's mind really was going. She also realized that she wanted to be held and kissed all over as well.

      "I know, dear, I know. Have you thought about senior prom? Is there anyone you might ask?"

      "Oh, Mom, they all think I'm a nerd and a loser. I think I'd rather not ask than give the school one more sad 'Orville story.'"

      With dinner over, Kath and Orv settled into the comfy couch. Kath made yet another drink, plus a small one for Orv. "To our new house and our new lives," she toasted with him.

      Each of them took comfort in the closeness of the other, and they settled in to find Dr. Zhivago starting over. "Oh, I haven't seen this part; do you mind, Orv?"

      They watched peacefully for a while, then during the scenes where the beautiful young Lara was being used by the lecherous old man, Komarovsky, Kath found herself crying quietly. Thankfully, Orv hadn't noticed. But when Lara tried to shoot the bastard, Kath broke down sobbing, her body shaking from reliving her one sexual encounter with Biff and the ill that she, too had wished on him at the time.

      "Mom, are you alright? This part of the movie isn't really fun, but it IS just a movie."

      "Oh, Orv, my sweet boy," she said, managing to locate a box of tissues. "It's just that ... that Lara and I are so much ... Oh, Orv, I think it's time I told you about who your father really is. He didn't go off to fight and die overseas, and there's a reason that there are no pictures of him. But I think I need another drink first."

      With that, Orv learned about Biff, why they never saw any relations from his father's side of the family (they lived across town, not across the country) and so on. Orv had never known of his mother's pain, and he held her close as the sobs wracked her body. Orv was not much for making friends, but empathy was a strong suit.

      "I'm sorry to have kept this secret from you all these years, Orv, but I wasn't sure you could have handled it any earlier. I still hate Biff for the kind of person he was and for how he treated me - but I have you as a result, and you are my reason for being." Her breath caught once more when she heaved a final big sigh, but now, finally, the truth was out. She'd been unaware of the huge weight, even guilt, that she'd been carrying with her all these years, and she felt cleansed and lighter.

      "Thanks so much for telling me that story, Mom, you've really answered all my questions. I'm sorry for all that you endured, and I promise you, I promise you, that I will never hurt anyone that way, nor will I let anyone hurt you that way ever again."

      "Oh, I know, Orv. You are such a kind man, a gentle man."

      They turned back to the movie, though both kept thinking about their conversation. Not long after, though, the booze caught up to Kath, and she found a pillow to lean on, and she stretched her legs over Orv's. He rubbed her feet and she murmured, "Thanks, Orv, you are such a good son. I may just take a nap right here."

      Orv watched the movie for a while, but it was a little slow, and he remained pissed off at Komarovsky, despite the strings he pulled for Lara. He looked at his mother's soft, slender legs in their white stockings, and, while his hormones had been placed on hold by the discussion he and Kath had had, he WAS still 18, and his mind edged back to the pictures upstairs. He gently lifted her legs off his lap and quietly snuck upstairs, intent on learning more about his new found treasure. The drink had affected him a little, too, else he would have stayed with Kath.

      
        
      

      Orv found a new "folder," this one with a girl in a tiny bikini (but with no nipple showing) wearing a mesh cover up. Orv paused (briefly) to wondered if there was a theme to this one and what it might be.

      On opening this collection, he saw a picture of the same girl as on the cover, but this time sans bathing suit! Every inch of her boobs was visible through the mesh, but more to the point (or points!), her stiff nipples were poking through the mesh!

      Again, a new way to appreciate tits, and especially nipples! It was so sexy to think of the model as being clothed (well, sort of), but still quite naked.

      He turned the page, and this time, the same model was shown without the cover up, but she had managed to hang the bikini top by the shoulder strap from her nipples! Granted, there was not much weight there, but Orv couldn't have done it! Her smile betrayed that she was proud of her stiff nips and enjoyed being playful about posing.

      Orv began to thumb through more of the collection, and found that there were many variations on the theme. There were more pictures of nipples poking through mesh tops, some nips even poked through a more tightly woven sweater. She must have forced those buds through, Orv thought, imagining the process in his mind. Then came nipples clearly seen through bras, like he'd seen before, then nipples and areolas that easily shown through a white blouse, with no bra underneath. Orv was careful to pace the action on his dick, but dang, he wanted to orgasm again! Could it feel as good as the last time?

      Then he found a photo showed of a girl clearly sitting in a restaurant, with customers in the background. But despite that public place, Orv could easily see both nipples. One nipple was a dark brown, showing very clearly through the white blouse. That was exciting enough in a public restaurant. But more stimulating was that the girl had undone a couple of buttons on the blouse and was holding it away from her chest. There, for Orv's immense pleasure, was a totally bare breast, stiff nipple and all, being flashed to the camera and thus to him from this public place.

      Orv's dick was about to explode, so he looked away for a minute to compose himself before turning the page.

      The next one was shot outside, on a sidewalk where a restaurant had tables and chairs; people were walking by on the open part of the sidewalk. A girl was seated, looking away from the camera, resting her elbow on the table while holding a phone to her head.

      
        But the blouse she was wearing was like none Orv had seen before. Not only were there no sleeves, but the armhole was cut nearly to her waist. There must have been a breeze from behind, because her blouse had billowed out like a sail. And there, with the sun lighting it up from behind the camera man, was a totally naked breast, viewable by any passerby all the way out to her very stiff nipple.

      Orv's dick began pulsing, and he felt the sperm churning, but he quickly looked to the ceiling, breathed deeply, and just barely regained control.

      "My god, is that hot!" thought Orv. "Maybe they paid her to do it, but even so, to pose like that right on the street with your whole naked boob on display?" Orv hoped that she had done it for sport - that she enjoyed being ogled, that her nipples were stiff from her own display. He'd never know, but he could live with that.

      Kath slept deeply for most of an hour. Then, she heard her lover Yuri's footfalls on the steps. Her heart raced. Oh, how she wanted to be enveloped in his arms, to kiss his lips, to feel wanted and loved.

      Why was she still in her dress from work? It took forever, but she got the buttons undone and took the dress off. Yuri was at the door, but she wanted to please him with her naked breasts. Damn, why wouldn't the bra come undone? It was plain and white - not enticing at all. I'll just lift my tits out - but as much as she tried, they were still covered.

      Yuri came in. He did not seem to mind that the bra still covered her tits, crushing her with a passionate kiss that yes, made her nipples tingle. They edged closer to the bed.

      But she really had to pee first. Where was the bathroom? A hole in the floor? That won't work. More searching, until...

      Wow, what a dream - at least the first part. Disoriented by the strange house, she thought, now, where IS the bathroom. Getting up, she found that her legs were unsteady. So this is what it feels like to be drunk, she thought, holding onto the walls as she proceeded.

      Orv heard the sound of the downstairs flush and quickly scrambled to put all the magazines back in the MISC folder, to put his dick back in his pants, and to get his homework out. Thanks goodness she found the downstairs bath instead of coming up here first, he thought.

      Kath poked her head in the door, being careful to hold the door frame and said, "Oh, there you are. I guess I fell 'sleep. Did you 'njoy the movie." Whoa, I'd better take care to enunciate - those drinks really got to me.

      
        
      

      "Sure, it was good, and the actresses are really nice to look at, but I didn't want my work to fall behind, so I came upstairs a little while ago. Did you have a good nap?"

      "It was, but I did have an odd dream - 'bout the movie. ... But anyway, you've worked hard enough today, why don't you finish up in the bath while I see if Angel has anything I kin wear to bed."

      "Sorry again, Mom, I'll get the rest of our stuff first thing in the morning." Is she drunk, Orv wondered. Well, I guess she did have a few of those. Interesting.

      As Orv went into the upstairs bath, he finally took the time to look around (the other two visits were rather rushed!). He noted that Kath had her own entrance while he needed to enter by the hallway. Must be that Uncle Milt had given Angel the Master Bedroom while he had taken the other. Straight ahead was a mirrored wall, floor to ceiling, while the wall with the sink on the left was mirrored from the vanity on up. Well, this is different, thought Orv.

      He was still horny from the photos showing women's boobs through the arm holes of their blouses and considered masturbating into the toilet - maybe that would free him from another wet dream. But if he was going to get off while awake, he wanted to at least be looking at his new friends in the MISC folder, so he opted to stay horny and proceeded with brushing, etc., while keeping his semi-hard on by thinking of all he had taken in. Maybe, with at least the one orgasm during the day, he wouldn't have a wet dream - but if he did, now that he knows how boobs really look, maybe the images will be more clear.

      Finished, he called out to his Mom, "All done!" and went back to his room; he closed the door, then changed into his PJ pants. Bedroom doors were usually left open, but Orv left it closed while going back to the desk. Just a few more peeks at peaks!

      Kath had gone to her bedroom, the one that had belonged to Angel. She double checked the bags, but no, only sheets and towels, not any of her clothes.

      Kath looked around the room for the first time. When she saw the poster of a rugged, handsome man coming out of the surf (Daniel Craig, but she did not know who he was), she inhaled sharply. His muscles were almost freaky large, but she found her nipples starting to tense as she stared at his form.

      No, that's not right, she told herself. But then, on another wall, was a poster of Chris Hemsworth, and her hand came to her left breast of its own volition. When she realized that she was rubbing her nipple, she vowed not to look at the posters again. Must be the alcohol removing my inhibitions, she thought. She would take the posters down in the morning. But as she turned to the dresser, she remembered how handsome her shirtless Orv had looked at the dinner table. While his chest wasn't as muscled as Daniel Craig's, he was certainly solidly built - and not freakily so.

      "Kath," she scolded herself, "get those thoughts out of your mind!"

      She was hot and sticky from the long day at work and all the cleaning in the house. She decided to give herself a sponge bath before searching for night clothes.

      Undressing in the bedroom, the prim white uniform dress came off first, then the undies. She reached behind her to undo the heavy white bra, then sighed with relief when she was free of it.

      Moving only a little unsteadily to the bathroom, she felt her boobs swaying with her footfalls, and with thoughts of the posters in her head, found that her nipples were crinkling again. "Stop that!" she said softly out loud.

      Stepping into the bathroom, she turned on the light and found mirrors - big mirrors - on two sides, ahead and to the right; her naked form was looking back at her at most every turn. At the old apartment, there had only been a medicine cabinet mirror, and it was mounted high enough that she never had seen her reflection below her collarbone.

      "Oh, my," she whispered. Walking toward the sink, she couldn't help but look at her boobs. She had felt them wobble when she walked naked before, but SEEING them move at the same time was ... was ... she wasn't sure what the right word was, but we would call it "erotic." "Damn, there go my nipples again," she whispered in a serious tone, but she almost giggled while trying to scold herself mentally. It was almost fun for her to look at herself, really, for the first time.

      She tried to control her body's reaction, and almost succeeded, but then she saw herself in the mirror to her right, in profile. Dang, those tits stuck out a long way, she thought with a drunken smirk!

      "Okay, I give up," she said to herself. "It's just me and Orville here anyway, what's the harm in letting myself get a little aroused?"

      With that decision behind her and her nips free to tighten, she walked to the mirror and gave her naked body a critical assessment. "No wrinkles on my face, but I already knew that. How about the boobs?" Looking to her right without turning, she checked out her profile. "Yes, they are rather large and firm, aren't they?" She couldn't help but smile. Looking straight ahead, she gave her shoulders a little shake and immediately felt a tingle both in her nipples as well as in her pussy as she watched, and felt, her boobs shaking in front of her.

      "Oh, my, they're nearly as big as the girls breasts on that porn channel, aren't they?" Despite being in her late 30's, her boobs had hardly any sag. Maybe all those years of wearing bras had paid off. Her nipples, and even her areolas, were definitely crinkled up. She thought about touching them, like the girls on TV, but then straightened herself and whispered, "Kath - get a hold on yourself (NO, not THAT kind of hold!) - you had too much to drink and it's affecting you in a naughty way!"

      But she continued her self examination. Looking at her boobs in the mirror, it seemed that the nipples didn't quite point in the same direction; rather they pointed east and west a little. Raising her arms over her head (hmm - that perks up the profile, doesn't it, she smirked, forgetting the recent chastisement), she twisted her body until one nipple was in perfect profile (and a very fine profile it was!) and, indeed, the other nipple pointed almost straight at her in the mirror. Interesting, but neither here nor there.

      The rest of her body still looked pretty good, too. There was a trim waist and hips that weren't too wide. A small scar from when her uterus had been removed five years ago, but that was minor. Her blonde curls "down there" were so light that her slit was hardly hidden; her body shivered a little with that realization. Looking to the side again, she checked out her legs - they looked trim as well.

      She looked at herself in the eyes again, and realized that, in one way, she did not measure up to Lara or the porn models. Her hair, as usual, was pulled back in a bun, whereas the girls on TV had long, luxurious hair that fell down nearly to their nipples. Kath resolved to let her hair down, but first, the sponge bath. Her hair was clean and it made no sense to let it flow over her grimy body.

      She found a wash cloth, then leaned over the sink to wash her face - but then, there in the mirror to her right, were her boobs also leaning forward as well, hanging out more freely from her chest wall. Dang, her peripheral vision might drive her crazy in here! She felt an unfamiliar feeling down below - almost like she was wet. What was that about? Why was her own body turning her on?? Was this all from the liquor? Perhaps - there was definitely still a buzz in her head.

      Okay, she resolved - time to get cleaned up. Leaning forward, she extended both arms so as to use both hands to moisten the wash cloth. Looking up at the mirror, she saw that this move, by sandwiching her boobs between her arms, created a huge amount of cleavage - nearly to her chin. Her stiff nipples were brushing against her arms near the elbows. She shivered once more, but clearly not from the cold.

      
        She washed her face and neck - yes, that felt great, and no sexual overtones. Then down her arms - still okay. Boobs now? Maybe not - those nips are still too pointy. Washing her back with the end of the wash cloth held over her right shoulder and the other end held behind her waist seemed like a good idea - and then she looked in the mirror and saw her right boob magically lifted up while both boobs swayed with the arm motion. Oh, my!

      Let's do the legs, she decided. Fine again, until - dang it if her boobs weren't rubbing all over her thigh as she washed her shins and feet. How had her body gotten so sensitive?

      Moving up to her crotch was another challenge. Before using the warm wash cloth, she felt her pussy with her bare hand - yep, definitely oozing fluid. She did her best to be both quick and thorough, but in the end, wasn't sure if she was less gooey than before or not.

      Okay, time for the tummy and boobs. The belly was okay, but when she tried to wash her titties, it was a different story. Oh, my goodness - the roughness of the wash cloth on her nipples almost made her knees give out.

      Finally, her body was basically clean. Now to let her hair down.

      As always, prior decisions were based on money. Since she tied her hair up anyway, she let it grow for six months or more before getting it cut. It was close to time for another haircut, so her hair was long. She'd washed it this morning, so she now felt comfortable letting it fall down around her just washed shoulders.

      It needed some brushing, so she checked the vanity drawers and found one of Angel's. While she brushed, her boobs kept rising and falling, swaying to and fro, but she mostly managed to ignore them. With the brushing done, she arranged her amber hair so that part of it fell forward, over her shoulders. It reached nearly to her nipples, but only nearly so. And wouldn't you know it, those silly nips started to tingle again as she watched.

      Enough time in the bathroom! She turned on her heel and strode purposefully back to Angel's - no, to her room - to look for night clothes. But of course, a "purposeful stride" meant sharp footfalls, and sharp footfalls meant that her boobs were bouncing double time. She paused and wondered, "My boobs just feel so, ... so GOOD when they move like that. How did I never notice before?"

      There were only two mirrors in the bedroom, one being right over the dresser, which showed her form from the waist up. To her left, though, were fully mirrored closet doors, showing her entire 5' 9" form. Kath tried to calm down, but had little success. She moved to the dresser, doing her best to avoid staring at her boobs as they came to rest, intent on finding some night clothes. She desperately hoped that getting properly covered would stop her sensual feelings.

      The first drawer was filled with frilly nothings in multiple bright colors. Confused, Kath picked one up. It appeared to have openings for legs and a patch of cloth in front, but aside from thin straps, that was it. Were these underwear of some sort? Kath slipped one on, but just as quickly took it off - she wasn't going to wear dental floss between her legs! Better she slept with no undies than wear these things! (No undies - that thought gave her a shiver!)

      The next drawer over was less of a mystery - these were clearly bras; but bras the likes of which Kath had never seen, even when she shopped for more work bras and ignored the "racier" ones on display at the department store. Did Angel even OWN a sleep bra? It seemed not.

      Again, there were lots of colors - several red ones, a few black, some baby blue - but again, there was not much to them. She picked up a whitish one, but when she put her hand in one of the cups, it was like the cup wasn't there - her hand was just as visible as before she put it in the cup.

      She picked up a black one, but was startled to see that the upper half of each cup was missing! Curious, she clipped it together in front of her (her nipples stiffened when the backs of her hands rubbed the underside of her boobs - dang, again?) and spun it around. She got the shoulder straps in place, then tried to get her boobs into the cups.

      But no matter how much she tried to get the cups to hide her nipples, the cups, while supporting her breasts, could not contain the nipples. They plainly poked out proudly over the tops of the half cups. Maybe Angel wore this contraption for a boyfriend? But wouldn't that just make the beast in him want to do bad things to her?

      All this manipulation of her tits and nipples had Kath in quite a state, so, in desperation, she tried on one of the whiter ones. The good news was that Angel and she had both the same chest size as well as the same cup size, a 36 D. The bad news was that this bra was not really quite as comfortable as her shapeless sleep bras; it gave her more support than her sleep bras, which marginally improved the shape of her tits, but what good was that? Who would ever see her shape?

      The worse news was revealed when she checked out her reflection in the mirror over the dresser - it was as if the bra, aside from the underwire and straps, wasn't there. The lights on either side of the mirror illuminated her nipples, plain as day. Kath noticed that her nipples were tenting the material badly, but she had given up trying to control them.

      
        With little to recommend it, Kath gave up on the concept of a sleep bra and shrugged her way out of the bra she had tried on. She moved on, with trepidation, to the next drawer. As she had hoped, these were nightgowns. But as she had feared, they appeared to hold no more promise than the underwear and bra drawers. Just what kind of modeling did Angel do, Kath wondered.

      After considering several, all short, frilly, and/or see through, Kath found a white version that was LESS see through than the others and which was long enough to at least reach part way down her thigh. She played with her hair in an attempt to use it to cover her nipples, but, as she already knew, it wasn't quite long enough. Oh, well ... it was just Orv, and maybe he wouldn't have his light on.

      She turned to the mirrors on the closet door now and gave herself a critical look. Not bad, she thought, for someone well into her 30's. She gave her shoulders a shake, still getting used to seeing her boobs sway back and forth. Watching her tits move and feeling the fabric of the nighty rub her nipples had them stiffening up again. Maybe she was not as fetching as Lara or the porn girls, but still...

      What was she thinking! She was not just "well into her 30's," she was pushing 40, and the only male who had ever paid any attention to her was, indeed, after "only one thing." She sighed, but resigned herself to the fact that, to any man, she was probably just really a frumpy old maid.

      Still, she wondered whether Orv would think she was pretty. Then she admonished herself for comparing herself to the girls on TV or wondering what Orv would think. After all, she was "just plain Kath," at least that's how she'd thought of herself for most of two decades. And as far as Orv was concerned, she whispered, "Of course he'll think you're pretty - you're his mother! All boys think their mothers are pretty." She did her level best to push what she knew were the alcohol fueled comparisons between she and the models out of her head.

      In any event, traditions were traditions. Kath and Orv had kissed and hugged every night since he was old enough to hug, and her bashfulness and fear of being viewed as frumpy was not going to get in the way.

      Taking a deep breath, Kath entered the hallway and padded lightly across the hall, trying (but failing) to control the wobble of her ample bosoms. Despite her best efforts, the anxiety (the thrill?) of being naked save for the nothing-nightgown, along with the motion of the fabric over wobbly boobs had her nipples stiffer than ever. She felt flushed, apprehensive, and a little weak kneed.

      She was a little surprised to find his door closed, but maybe he hadn't noticed that she could go in and out of the bathroom without entering the hall and wanted to give her some privacy. She knocked softly and gently called out, "Orv, are you awake?"

      
        
      

      She thought she heard some papers being quickly shuffled, then Orv called out, "Sure come on in - I was just doing a little more homework."

      Orv had been, of course, looking at more ladies, trying to decide which ones were his favorites. He'd just found a set of shots of girls wearing tops that seemed to have been cut in half horizontally, exposing the lower half of their tits, sometimes including the edge of an areola, sometimes even part of the nipple. He did so love looking at the underside of a bosom; since that part of a boob should at least be in a bra, if not covered by a blouse, this exposure was especially erotic. Could they possibly have put on the top, thinking they were covered but not realizing how much bosom they were showing?

      Others showed girls bending over, with the camera looking from behind and a little underneath. It was amazing for Orv to see their boobs hanging down beneath the cut off blouse, often with stiff nipples on display. For the moment, these were his new best friends (along, of course, with his right hand, which had found a new purpose in life). In any event, Orv had figured that once Kath knocked, he'd have a few seconds to relax, then a few more before she walked over to him. He awkwardly rearranged his stiff cock down his left PJ leg as he called out to her, figuring that, if it didn't relax, his dick might at least be less noticeable pushed down the legging.

      Then he looked toward the door, and his jaw dropped. What Kath hadn't realized, since the lights were in front of her in her own bedroom, was that the hallway overhead was giving Orv an amazing backlit view of his Mom through the sheer nighty. He could see every curve and indentation, even at the junction of her legs. She had the kind of build that left an inch wide gap even between the very upper reaches of her thighs. Orv wasn't quite sure what he was seeing, but there was NO indication of NY sort of undergarment creasing her thigh, her waist, or obscuring the view in the middle. No panties??!

      Darn, thought Kath, he DOES have his light on. Well like it or not, he's probably going to see more of his old mother's body than he'd ever planned on. With that, she started toward him, raising her arms as she went, reaching out to him for a hug.

      With her arms raised like that, though, Orv could now see, in alternating fashion, the edges of her backlit boobs as they wobbled left and right, into and out of sight on either side of her body. Was she not wearing a bra??? Needless to say, his dick was NOT relaxing.

      As she got nearer, the desk light began to illuminate the front of her. Oh, my god, there IS no bra - and, holey smokes, look at those nipples! And her slit! And, wow, she is a GODDESS with her hair down! Orv, it's your MOM! The eyes, look at the eyes!

      
        Kath watched Orv's eyes taking her whole body in. She knew that he was trying to look at her face, but he kept glancing at her boobs. Did they repulse him? Was it possible that he could really like them?

      [Author's note: Is it plausible that a woman who is as pretty and as well built as Kath could doubt whether a guy would like looking at her boobs?

      42 years ago, while dating the lovely woman who has now been my wife for 40 years, she was truly concerned, when she first allowed me to see her naked breasts, that I might not like them - maybe they were too big, too small, to saggy, not perfectly matched! "Do you really like them?" she asked with true trepidation. Like Orv, though, it was definitely love at first sight - and every sight since! 100% true story!]

      "Orv, are you alright? You're all flushed again. We'll call about the AC first thing Monday."

      "I'm fine, Mom. It's just that you're... you're so beautiful! I've never seen such gorgeous ... you've never let your gorgeous hair down before! It really looks great falling down over your ... your shoulders like that!" Orv, still feeling the drink he'd had, was proud of those recoveries, but even though he kept trying to look her in the eye, her nipples were like a pair of magnets. These weren't photos in a magazine, these were real live tits. He hoped he'd remember the way those boobs slowly danced around as she crossed the room, the light pink of those nipples... The eyes, dangit! This is your MOTHER!

      "Oh, Orv, that's so sweet of you to say about your old, frumpy mother."

      "You're not really old, Mom - Miss Smith is at least as old as you are, and she's got really great ... she's got a really great figure. ... At least that's what I hear the other guys saying. And you're prettier than she is."

      Kath blushed as she continued to watch Orv's eyes with fascination and awe, vaguely wondering why he had not stood up for his hug. It seemed like he really did like her big swaying breasts. Her nipples got harder in spite of herself. "Oh, I bet there are lots of girls your own age at school who are prettier than me."

      "No, there really aren't. And besides, I'd never get a chance to see ..." Now where is this going Orv! You can't say "to see their breasts." ".. to see them in such a pretty nighty." A decent save, not great, but decent!

      
        "Well, I'm glad you like the nighty. It seems that Angel had a taste for - um - less modest sleepwear than your mother."

      "Oh, I like it for sure! It really fits you well." Way to generate a free pass to look her up and down again, Orv. Oh, how wonderful might those naked tits feel on my body! "You could wear it anytime - if you want, I mean." Hmm - let's not press this luck too much.

      "Well, I wasn't sure about wearing it into your room, but there was no better choice. And we do need to keep up our tradition of a kiss and a hug good night. 'Show the people you love that you love them every day.'"

      Orv had yet to stand up (he was definitely "up," but not ready to stand!), so Kath took pity on him and swung his chair around to hug him from the back.

      BIG mistake. Orv was still shirtless, so when Kath reached around his neck and pulled herself close to him, her mammaries ended up confined between her outstretched arms and either side of his neck. Those luscious pillows were sandwiched in tightly, and the forward motion of her arms caused her nipples to turn inward as the inner sides of her boobs clung slightly to the skin of his neck. This meant that the nips were now scraping lightly along the front of each earlobe. Orv was having a very hard time thinking of anything to say - indeed thinking of anything except the way his neck, cheeks and ears felt being enveloped by those glorious breasts and wondering whether those truly were her nipples digging into his ears.

      For Kath, the feeling of her tits sliding over Orv's bare skin was electric as well; she was sure that she was getting damp down there again. It was unplanned, and while she wanted it to last a little longer, she realized how awkward it was. Reluctantly, she moved her body away and ran her hands back to give him a shoulder massage.

      "Why are you working so hard, Orv? You have your college acceptance and school's almost over."

      "Oh, if you screw up - sorry - if your grades go bad for the last semester, they can still withdraw your acceptance. I was just doing some geometry - you know, lines intersecting circles, tangents, that kind of stuff." Orv had forgotten that it was an English paper covering the up-shirt photos, but his mind had raced back to the girl with a tan line cutting a secant across her areola, running tangent to her nipple, so the geometry analogy popped out of his mouth.

      Just then, they heard the leaves on the trees outside stir in the breeze, and felt a welcome breath of air caress their warm bodies. It also caught the corner of the English paper, lifting it enough for Kath's eyes, drawn by the motion, to see some warm flesh tones on glossy paper. She could not tell what was on the page, and then the homework paper settled back down to fully cover it.

      The neck massage paused for an instant, and Orv's heart sank - busted (as it were). Had she seen the girl's leg? Maybe she didn't notice. But what would she do if she saw his REAL "homework." If this event were good for nothing else, the panic caused his dick to finally start withdrawing up his PJ leg. But Kath, while curious, felt it best to let whatever it was slide - for the moment. She'd have time tomorrow, while Orv was getting the rest of their things, to explore what was on his desk.

      "Well, I think you've worked hard enough for today. Let's hug and get to bed."

      Orv stood, thankful to be only semi-hard now, and approached his (amazingly sexy) Mom for their goodnight kiss and hug. A brief lip to lip kiss, soft exchanges of "I love you more than a lot," and then (both a little apprehensive) the hug.

      Ever since Orv had reached his full height, he put one arm over Kath's shoulder while the other went under her arm and to her back. The first points of contact tonight, though, were Kath's nipples. Those wonderful nubs caused lightning bolts in his body, electrifying the bare skin of Orv's abdomen, just below the rib cage; simultaneously, there were news flashes charging to Kath's brain. "Oh, my goodness," they both thought in unison. As Orv passed his arm under Kath's, there was "incidental contact" with the side of her unrestrained boob. "Oh, and that's good, too," thoughts, again, in unison.

      The hug, normally no more than a few seconds, seemed to go on for an hour, as both of them tried to take in the feeling of near naked skin against truly naked skin; to take in the sensations of Kath's boobs, soft, yet not without plenty of substance, being deformed and pressed into Orv's chest. There was real love, real security, and very real sensuality on both sides of that magical hug. And their drinks surely helped to prolong it [the hug, that is! Reader, where is your mind? Yeah, I know...]

      Needless to say, there was no "semi" adjective modifying the word "hard" anymore, since Orv's tool responded in seconds to all the boob and nipple contact. With his dick still down the legging, it angled outward a bit and, given their slightly offset positions, the head lined up directly over Kath's pussy.

      "Is that his PENIS?" Kath thought. "What have I done to my son? He must think badly of me, making him hard like that. Maybe he really does think I'm pretty. I hadn't meant to..."

      
        Meanwhile, Orv was thinking, "Oh, my god! Is this really happening? There is no way she doesn't feel my dick - or know what it is. She feels SO incredible - but she's my MOM. What must she think of me, reacting to her this way?"

      Without conscious thought, Kath leaned in a little more tightly - blame it on the booze. "Oh my heavens! The head of his penis feels like a billiard ball, and the shaft like the wide end of pool cue! And it runs from my - um - my pussy (there, I thought that word!) nearly to my waist! And did it just twitch on its own?" With that, her body involuntarily shuddered.

      All this was too much, and Orv let out a low moan, frantically trying, but failing, to stop another twitch. Well, dang, then let's stop at two! But at the precise moment, they heard a loud WHAM!

      The noise had from across the hall, but it was loud enough that it thankfully drowned out Orv's moan. Also thankfully, Orv had mastered the art of holding back, unlike earlier in the day. Startled, they both rotated their bodies toward the noise - but without really letting go of each other.

      The result was that Orv's dick was no longer pressing into Kath's pussy and belly, although there was still some contact at the hip. A mixture of relief and regret on that point from both of them. However, the hand formerly on Kath's back had, quite accidentally, been repositioned by the rotation of their bodies so that it now rested squarely on her right boob (which was anything but "square."). With the fabric as thin as it was, there was no doubt in Orv's mind that Kath's very stiff nipple was now digging into the middle of his palm and that her wonderfully soft, round boob more than filled his large hand. His neurons worked overtime to imprint those signals on his memory before he felt he must release her.

      "Oh, sweet Jesus," Kath thought. "A strong man's hand is holding my bosom, the hand of a man I love!" Kath's only wish at that moment was that BOTH her boobs were being held. But then, "Kath, you pervert! It's not THAT kind of love! He's your SON!"

      They awkwardly separated, both saying out loud, "Must have been the wind catching a door."

      "Better take a book or two for a doorstop - the breeze does feel good."

      With both of their minds reeling, they said their goodnights again, this time from a safe distance, and crawled into their beds, (Orv shedding his PJs, per usual) trying to absorb it all. There was much to sort out.

      
        Her breast felt so ... magical! Soft but kind of firm at the same time. She's your MOTHER, Orv, you shouldn't be thinking about her body and getting an erection! But her nipple, to feel that in my palm - what if I could have felt it with my fingers? She has to know that I didn't MEAN to end up holding her bosom, doesn't she? It was an accident - the wind ...

      Orv, think about math! Oh, man, there are those concentric circles - nipples and areolas, with the tan line...

      And my penis pushing into her abdomen, how can I explain that? She got pregnant with me by that bastard Biff, so she knows SOMETHING about how a man's body reacts to seeing a basically naked woman... I sure hope she doesn't think I'm anything like Biff. Your mother! How could you let yourself get hard looking at and touching your mother!

      I'll apologize in the morning, say it was my fault, say it won't happen ever again. I'll get her clothes from the apartment and she'll be back wearing her sleep bra and her heavy nightgown.

      Oh, crud! Uncle Milt's collection of boob and nipple pictures is still on my desk! I'll need to hide them in the morning. All those tits, those wonderful nipples, and those erotic letters - I can't have Mom find them and throw them out.

      Why is it wrong to touch myself? That was something no one ever asked at Sunday school. Evolution selects for traits that lead to the more fit individuals having more babies. It only makes sense that sex feels good, so you want to do it more and make more babies. But I don't even have a girlfriend and I sure don't want babies anytime soon. And it feels SO good. I'm okay with looking at pictures and touching myself to orgasm. How does this hurt anyone?

      I need to go back to Miss Smith - I don't want to risk a bad grade. She's a good teacher and she cares about her students. And I'll try not to look down her blouse. I do like to watch her walk down the hall, though.

      Miss Smith was walking toward him, and his eyes followed every bump and sway of her boobs as she strode purposefully toward him. Up went the boobs with the stride, then down they went with the footfall, producing a double boob bounce with each step. Orv felt his dick start to stir.

      Orv was looking down her blouse now in spite of himself; her boobs seemed bigger than before. Maybe it was the bra - a bright red number with lacey frills that - oh my god, her nipples aren't even covered! Orv felt the sperm roiling in his balls, his dick at full attention. He looked down and saw that he was naked.

      
        
      

      Miss Smith's blouse was off and she was lifting her boobs out of her bra. "Now Orv, define your coordinate system and tell me whether this tan line defines a tangent or a secant" she said looking down admiringly at her naked breasts. She grasped both nipples, each a chestnut brown, and pulled those stiff nubs with the ends of her fingers. She was wearing bright red nail polish. Orv's balls felt like they would explode. He had forgotten he was naked.

      But Miss Smith NEVER wears nail polish. This isn't real. I must be dreaming. And if I'm dreaming, I can make this dream go the way I want it to. I want her to let me kiss her nipples. But she turned away. The light from behind showed that she was naked under the gossamer nightgown. He could see the edges of her boobs on both sides of her body; her hands were on her head. This is MY dream. Stop and turn around.

      She stopped walking and he now faced her breasts. Her nipples were pink now and the nightgown was gone. He bent down and gave her right nipple a kiss. It felt amazing on his lips, on his tongue. The sperm in his balls was roiling. He heard a moan and looked up at her face.

      It was Kath's face! He pauses momentarily, rolling back the sexual tension long enough to say, and truly feel, "I love you Kath," like any son would love his mother.

      But just as quickly, his mouth is back on her nipple and his prick is locked and loaded. He glances up, still rolling his tongue around her nipple. Her eyes are closed, her amber hair flowing over her shoulders. "Oh, yes, suck my nipples, you know I love it when you suck my nipples! Harder, make me cum by sucking my nipples!"

      There was a loud "Unngggh!" But did it come from my mouth or hers? The sperm was now flowing from his dick, spurt after wondrous spurt, soaking his sheets, coating his abdomen.

      He tried to go back to the dream, to let the orgasm play out while still sucking his mother's nipple. He succeeded for a while, but the reality soon set in. That was a dream worth remembering, he thought, as the last dribbles of sperm escaped his dick and rolled down his belly to the sheet. He reached for the tissue box.

      But had there been a real noise? Was it Orv's own voice?

      Kath's mind was in complete turmoil. What has happened to me since I entered this house? It's like I'm under a spell. First, there was a drink, then two more - is that what this is all about? Then there was the porn movie. First repulsed by the lesbian encounter, then turned on by the men and the way they knew how to kiss the ladies' nipples so that actually enjoyed the attention, even though they were clearly acting. Then Zhivago, with passion, calm love, and respect all rolled into one relationship.

      And then there was the cathartic release of talking to Orv about how he had been conceived. She felt such a great feeling of release now that that secret was out. Maybe that had affected her mood.

      And then I got naked and in my darn drunken stupor began comparing my sorry old boobies with the stars on TV. I couldn't stop my nipples from crinkling up. In my whole life, I've denied enjoying my body, and now all I want to do is touch my breasts, to rub my nipples.

      And this nightgown! I want to be modest again and wear my regular sleepwear. But it felt GOOD to wear it; it FEELS so good to wear it still. I LIKE the way it tickles my nipples. Is that wrong?

      And poor Orv; could he have really liked looking at what he could see of my old body through this flimsy material? His penis felt so hard and so big against my, ... my pussy. I never felt so loved as when he hugged me - the same hug we've given each other for 13 or 14 years, but this had comfort. And electricity, too!

      All men are bad, that's what I've always been told, always believed. But Zhivago wasn't bad - he truly loved both women. It was Lara's fault he cheated. But she found love, real love, despite how badly her life had started. Could that happen to me?

      And Orv. Orv is sweet and polite and caring. He'd never hurt anyone. All men AREN'T bad, certainly not Orv. But what was he hiding on his desk? I need to check into that. But if it was a dirty picture, what should I do? Let him know I was snooping? What would he do if he knew I watched two women kissing each other's nipples on TV? I need to get rid of that channel.

      I can still see those posters on the wall. Should I leave them up? Close your eyes and you won't see them. But the image is still in my head. He IS quite handsome. Is that man coming up the beach toward me? I shouldn't be wearing this nighty - he can see my nipples, and they're getting hard. His chest muscles aren't so big now - they look more like Orv's.

      Now his arms are around me, and he holds me tight. It feels so right to be held this way. Nipples, I give up - you can stay stiff. His hand is on my left breast. Now I feel his fingers squeezing my nipple. Why am I starting to tremble and feel wet ... down there?

      
        "I love you, Kath," I hear the man say in Orv's voice. I look up, and he is smiling a sweet, gentle smile. My body melts into his and his hard penis is pressing against me. I feel flushed, and the sensations from my nipples and the spot where he has his penis are like none I've ever felt. I'm breathing hard now, and my nipples NEED to be touched, to be kissed.

      Orv sucked my nipples when he was a baby. It made me feel warm, sort of like now. I'm holding him there now, he's small again, and I'm cradling him in my arms. I love my sweet baby.

      But now he is sitting on the bed, full grown, while I stand in front of him. He's pulling with his lips on my right nipple, then my left. They feel wonderful. His penis presses harder into me. I can feel its full length now.

      My body seems to be approaching some kind of peak. The sweat is pouring off me as he pulls my nipples harder and harder. The actress on the TV is saying, "Oh, yes, suck my nipples, you know I love it when you suck my nipples! Harder, make me cum by sucking my nipples!" That was from the TV, wasn't it?

      Then there is a loud "Unngggh!" But did it come from the TV, or my mouth or his?

      Kath wakes up with her body drenched in sweat, the sound still hanging in the air. She finds her right hand tightly holding her left nipple, her left hand balled in a fist and pressing hard into her groin. There are muscle spasmodically contracting deep inside her, in places she never knew there were muscles.

      As she moves her left had away from between her legs, it brushes her thigh and her thigh immediately feels cool, like it had been wetted. She touches another spot in her thigh and confirms - from her knuckles to the ends of her fingers, her hand is wet, very wet. Dabbing the ends of her fingers between her legs, she confirms the source, as she feels a pool of liquid run across her hip to soak the bedding. Her head is still spinning as the contractions slowly subside. What happened to me? Will I remember this feeling in the morning?

      The room is strange, the door in the wrong place. Slowly she remembers that she is in Uncle Milt's house; no, in HER house.

      "Oh, my lord, what just happened," she says out loud, louder than she expected.

      "Are you alright, Mom? I heard a strange noise a minute ago."

      
        "Oh, ... sorry, Orv, I must have been talking in my sleep - I had a strange dream. Getting used to being in the new house, I guess. I'm fine."

      "I had an odd dream, too. See you in the morning."

      "Goodnight, Orv."

      Both slowly drift off to sleep, dreaming dreams that neither wake them nor are remembered. But both wonder at the thoughts and feelings and sensations that have been awakened in just this last half of a day. And what will tomorrow bring?

    
  
    
      Chapter 2 – Fun with Mom’s Nipples

      In the last few days, Orville's knowledge of, and obsession with, these most fascinating of female appendages had grown a million fold. Yes, he previously knew the words breast and nipple, and you could not escape pictures of women with great cleavage if you went into any drug store (Orv, as everyone called him, had often lingered in the magazine section just to take them in), but until just recently, breasts were no more than tantalizingly round forms perpetually hidden behind blouses, sweaters, and swim suits, and the slang terms used in reference thereto had never crossed his retina.

      That had all changed on move-in day, when he'd begun bringing their belongings into the house left to them by their Uncle Milt, who had died instantly in a car crash, along with his college age daughter. While his Mom, Kath, had been working at her job at the Senior Center, Orv had stumbled onto a stash of magazine photos and erotic stories that had been covered up on Milt's desk. And that is when the Great Mystery of what the rest of a breast looked like once you got past the central cleavage area had become clear.

      Nipples - these held the greatest fascination! And the variety! Some were just bumps, surrounded by a ring of similar colored flesh called the areola, as Orv had learned from the stories. Other nipples rose sharply and seemed almost the size of the end of his little finger. Some nips, and even areolas, were contorted by crinkles, almost like they were covered by goose bumps. Some nipples were chocolate brown, others were such a light shade of strawberry that they almost faded into the flesh color of the surrounding boob.

      And then, there was the bigger picture - for Orv had gotten his first views of the forbidden underside of breasts - the area never shown on the drugstore magazine covers and never exposed by girls in bathing suits. Oh, and the variety there was amazing as well! The larger tits nearly always had some sag, while others might protrude straight out from the girl's rib cage or, for those with smaller tits, the slope might even be upward. But no matter - Orv loved them all.

      And then, there was the encounter with his Mom that night. Orv, consumed by looking at the photos of naked tits and reading the erotic stories, had failed to move over his Mom's clothes, so she'd had no choice but to wear one of his cousin's sheer nightgowns - and without the usual protection of her sleep bra. But enough musing on the background story.

      On Monday morning, as the warm shower beat on his shoulders, Orv closed his eyes and recalled the way his mother Kath's breasts had swayed under the flimsy nightgown, the darkness of her nipples revealed as she entered the cone of light from the desk lamp. His dick longed to be stroked, and he was soon massaging his swollen tool with long, firm stokes. Oh, her tits were SO magnificent! A lot like Amber's from the collection of photos he's found - large, round, and soft, but still jutting out nearly horizontally from her rib cage.

      And then there was the FEEL of her right boob, virtually thrust into his hand as they had both turned, startled by the door slamming across the hall, closed by a gust of wind coursing through their new house. Her nipple had been stiff even before the breeze, since he had felt it digging into his bare chest as they had hugged. Orv stroked his dick with greater intensity as he thought about the heft of her boob, which more than filled his large hand, and he recalled the nipple pulsing against his palm. With another couple of strokes, he felt a tingling in his balls, and the urge to climax was intense - but he wanted to wait, to savor the naughtiness of his plans.

      With his dick still semi-hard, Orv came back to his room, moving to his Uncle Milt's dresser. He found a pair of shorts and tried them on without putting on his underwear first. He'd read some stories in Uncle Milt's collection of Pentup letters and felt that going "commando" might really give him a charge.

      Given the erotic state of his mind, Orv's dick was moving past semi hard even before he pulled on the shorts, so it was not a fair test of whether he could pull this off; indeed, when he looked in the mirror, the tenting of his shorts was beyond noticeable. He walked around in front of the mirror, and, while he loved the way his unencumbered dick felt, it REALLY wobbled around - much, much too noticeable.

      Could he really make this work? Could he get past Kath's observant eyes? Well, it might be hard - correct that, "difficult" - but his hormones wouldn't let him back out.

      Get with the plan, he told himself, and maybe he could pull it off. Sliding the shorts off, he couldn't resist giving his prick a few quick tugs, but then he really needed to stop and get back in control. He found a pair of Milt's boxers and pulled them on, then finished dressing with the shorts, T shirt, etc., all the while trying to think of calculus so as to let his prick relax. It only partially worked.

      Holding his breath and willing his dick to stay down (with only modest success), he walked into the kitchen and put his back pack down. While he did his best to not give his Mom, Kath, a frontal view, he was trapped into walking toward the fridge in full view of Kath with his dick, which, while not truly hard, still swaying noticeably.

      Kath turned to say good morning, but the movement of his shorts caught her eye.

      "Good morning, sweet ... Orv, are you wearing underwear?"

      "Of course, Mom! But I decided I'd try some of Uncle Milt's boxers. Nearly all the guys at school wear them." Orv rolled down the top of the shorts to show the boxers, which were covered with little smiley faces.

      "Oh, Orv, I'm sorry! I'm still getting used to thinking of you as a grown man. I promise I won't ask you questions about how you're dressed anymore. Just promise me, if you will, not to pull those shorts down so everyone can see the top half of those boxers, will you?"

      "No problem, Kath, I really don't like the way that looks either."

      Phase 1 complete, thought Orv. As he sat down with his bowl of cereal, he watched Kath move around the kitchen, making her lunch and preparing to get off to her job at the Senior Center. It was a shame that she had to wear that uniform, since it really hid what a great body she had. But her gorgeous hair was down, and Orv had to smile at that, at least.

      "I do like the way you're wearing your hair now, Kath, it's really pretty."

      "Why, thank you, Orv!" Kath said, with a slight blush coloring her cheeks, and a minor thrill contracting her nipples. "A girl always likes to hear compliments. Even an old girl like me."

      "Oh, Mom, you still look young to me," Orv replied, remembering once again how he'd marveled at the sight of her softly swaying breasts with their stiff nipples the other evening.

      
        With time short, Orv was off to school not much later. He enjoyed the sensation of having his dick moving around freely - but still, he DID have underwear on. The thrill was there, for sure, but not all that he was anticipating for tomorrow.

      The next morning, though, was Phase 2. Orv put on another pair of Milt's shorts, but this time without any boxers. His heart raced and his dick was begging for attention, but he had to keep his control for this to work.

      "Morning, Kath," he said on entering the kitchen. Then, preemptively, "I decided I really like wearing Uncle Milt's boxers. The guys used to rib me about my tighty whiteys in gym class, but with the boxers, I'm a little less of a dork to them."

      "That's fine, Orv. I know you have a hard time fitting in, so do what you want in that department."

      Today, of course, there was no gym class, so Orv could keep his little secret all day long. Although, as he rode his bike to school, his "secret" refused to stay little. Looking down as he peddled, he saw that his shorts had worked their way up and that his balls were hanging out of the left leg hole.

      His first reaction was to pull his shorts down, but when he looked around, there was no one nearby, so he let his balls air out. Of course, the thrill of going commando along with this private exhibitionism caused his rod to poke out a good bit as well. Oh, this is dangerous, he thought, but exciting as hell at the same time! Plus what driver or pedestrian would be looking anywhere near my crotch?

      In class now, Orv bent his head over the test, but his eyes were burrowing into the gap between the buttons of Jan's over taxed blouse. Jan's right tit was encased in a lacy bra that allowed a lot of her boob's flesh tones to show through. Orv's dick, unencumbered today by anything but his lose shorts, was rapidly making a run for the open air, forcing its way down his left pant leg.

      Just then, Jan stretched, pulling the fabric tight across her boobs - surely at least C cup size. Add another inch to Orv's dick, now nearly at the mouth of the pant leg.

      When Jan settled back down, she slumped her shoulder a little more than before. Nearsighted, she had removed her glasses and put her face very close to the test. This move, though, caused her blouse to fall away from her boobs, though the persistent button gap remained.

      Orv had to stifle a gasp, as the very end of Jan's right bra cup was now in sight. Though the light was dim, he could definitely see the darkness of her areola and nipple through the lacy bra cup.

      
        
      

      Suddenly self-aware, Orv took a quick glance down and noticed that the end of his prick had indeed emerged.

      He feigned a stretch as well so that he could quietly see if he was being watched.

      The problem was, the maneuver was too slow - Jane, who sat behind Jan, had been watching Orv watch Jan, while also paying close attention to Orv's pant leg. She hid her gaze when he looked around, but shortly looked up, anxious to see what would happen next.

      Orv's pencil "accidentally" fell to the floor. As he reached for it with his right hand, his left gave his dick a quick rub before pulling his shorts down enough to (barely) cover his rigid member. Having his swollen dick with just one thin covering between it and Jan's precious boob was incredibly arousing. Orv felt some precum oozing out. Thank goodness for the scrap of tissue inside his foreskin

      Jane, who was both highly sexed and a confirmed tease, was closely watching Orv's dick push down and then raise his pant leg. She loved a hard prick as much as any girl (hell, probably a lot more!), and she found that her nipples were tightening up and that her panties were getting damp. Then she hatched a plan.

      When the bell rang and the students moved to their next class, Jane pulled her friend Jennifer over to her locker.

      "Have you noticed how well hung Orv is? I don't think he's wearing undies, and he was getting damn hard trying to get a look at Jan's tits."

      "Really? ORV? He's such a quiet nerd. That's both strange and hot," observed Jennifer.

      "Hey - I've got a plan. I bet I can make Popcorn Boy pop in his pants during lunch."

      "No way, Jane - he's just too thick. Uh, well, thick down there is good, if you say so, but I don't think you can get to him. In fact, I don't think you could even get him to talk to you at all."

      "Wanna make it an official bet?" asked Jane, her nipples tightening as she continued to work out the plan in her head.

      
        "Fine - you get him to talk for five minutes - and not just about the weather - AND make him cum, all during lunch break, and you've got a deal."

      "Okay, that IS a real challenge, but I'm up for it. What are the stakes?"

      "Right, they should be good. How about this - Next time my Mom's out of town, I'll loan you her biggest dildo."

      "Oh, that sounds good - that one is a beaut. And if I fail, you can have my Mom's nipple clips when SHE'S away. We should both expand our horizons, right?"

      "Deal." And with a handshake, they went on to their next classes.

      English was as boring ever - at least for most of the class. While Orv no longer had Jan to ogle, he definitely had the memory or her right tit, and especially the shading at the end where her nipple and areola showed through the bra, blazed into his head. That and the delightfully naughty feel of going commando kept him at least semi-hard through the class.

      Jane, too, was kept in a state of sexual excitement, thinking about her plan to tease Orv. Her nipples were SO hard. She leaned forward and slowly rubbed them up and down on the edge of her desk. She stifled a moan while clenching her legs together as a mini orgasm coursed through her from the combination of mental erotics and the nipple stimulation.

      With five minutes left before lunch break, Jane took her completed paper up to the teacher and quietly asked to be excused early, since it was "that time" of the month; she easily got the okay from an embarrassed Mr. Osborne. Jennifer watched her leave, intrigued. This was the third time in three separate weeks that it was "that time," though Jane was careful to choose different classes to pull the trick.

      Jane quickly made her way to the ladies room (thankfully vacant), closed the stall door, and lost no time slipping out of her light cardigan sweater as well as her thin, sleeveless sweater, which came whipping over her head. Reaching behind her, she deftly released the clasp of her bra. As her breasts were freed from their D cup restraints, Jane paused to admire her breasts and nipples. For sure, her boobs were big, but they hardly sagged at all. And god, did she love her sensitive nipples! They had been hard since she first came up with her scheme. Thankfully, she had allowed herself some play time.

      
        Some girls stop to think about what their boyfriends had done with their tits in the past to help them get excited. Not Jane. All she did was think back to her last orgasm - just this morning, in the shower - and what had gotten her off. At the time, it had been nipple pinches first, then a tongue massage and then full on sucking her nipples into her mouth. At the time, she had whispered, "Oh, thank you Jennifer, and thank you Mom for teaching me about my nipples!"

      Jane had discovered that she could have nipple orgasms quite by accident. In elementary school, she'd had no problem getting boys to talk with her, since she was fun, outgoing, ... and REALLY liked boys. In middle school, though, things had changed. Teenage boys being teenage boys, they spent most of their time staring at boobs and talking with their owners, but Jane was still flat as a board.

      Jane's Mom, Vickie, preached patience. Every girl gets boobs, just not all at the same time and certainly not all of the same quality. Vickie explained about how her body would change, and even borrowed a booklet from her husband's office that explained endocrinology and how one change would trigger another. Jane learned not to panic when her first period arrived, and that that would be the sign that her boobs would soon begin to fill out.

      But when nothing had happened by eighth grade, she confessed her frustration to her neighbor and best friend Jennifer as they walked home from school.

      "All the other girls have breasts, and because they have boobs, they have all the boys," she lamented, "and I still look like a third grader. When did you start to get tits, Jennifer?"

      "I noticed them about a month after my first period," Jennifer confided, "but Jan taught me a trick that may have helped the whole thing along."

      "Jan? Yeah, I noticed that she skipped right over the 'training bra' thing over the summer a year and a half ago. Those boobies sure got the attention of all the boys. So what's the trick?"

      "Nipple stimulation."

      "Nipple stimulation? Like having a guy suck on them? I can't get the guys to give me the time of day, seems like."

      "Oh, neither could I. But I 'home schooled' my nips and it still seemed to work for me."

      
        "You mean you played with your own nipples? I've touched them before, but they never did anything."

      "Well, you've got to really want it, 'cause a nipple twist here and a nipple tug there isn't going to rev up your hormones enough. Jan said that she worked her nipples for five solid minutes three or four times a day. Oh - and the web site she found said that, once your boobies start to come in, go braless as often as possible."

      "For sure, I really want it, and braless sounds fine to me - that would just mean no change from the present! So - do you still 'stimulate your nipples' to keep your tits growing?"

      Jennifer's face started to turn red and she looked at the ground as she spoke. "Well, maybe not so much as I might like. See, now that my nipples and boobs have gotten bigger, I find that they're really sensitive. Whenever I touch my nips, they get really stiff really fast. And if I start thinking about boys at the same time, which is almost always, well, um, other things start to happen."

      "'Other things?' Come on, Jennifer, we've been friends forever. What 'other things?'"

      "Well, I start to get really wet, um, ... I get really wet 'down there,' and I - well, I really like to touch myself there whenever I play with my nipples."

      "So? It always feels nice when I touch myself there, too."

      "Well," Jennifer continued, now beet red, "something changed, and now I get REALLY wet and sometimes this intense feeling just seems to take over, my body almost goes into convulsions, and the worst thing is that Mom heard me almost scream one time when it happened. It was really embarrassing, so I have to make sure no one is around, especially my brother, when I start to play with my nipples, since it's so hard not to keep going with, you know, the whole thing. And Jane, this feeling is WAY beyond 'nice!'"

      "Wow - I guess I haven't had THAT experience yet."

      By now, they were almost at Jennifer's house. "Well, good luck with getting your boobs started up, Jane. My little brother won't be home for another half hour, and I'm thinking it's time I work on getting these B cup tits up to a C!" And with that, Jennifer hurried up the steps to her house, closed the door and immediately pulled her blouse out and her bra up and attacked her aching nipples and sopping pussy even as she made her way to the bathroom.

      
        
      

      Jane began her boob development program almost as fast. She had no siblings to worry about, and her parents, both doctors, would not be home for some time. If five minutes four times a day worked for Jan, then Jane's goal was 10 minutes of nipple stimulation 5 or 6 times a day!

      Or at least, that was her goal. Her nipples were so sore the morning after just two sessions that she skipped the second day altogether. But she "really wanted" it, and with time, her still small nipples adapted to the attention.

      Then came the morning, two months later, when she was bleeding "down there." She and her Mom took a sick day and got all of the supplies she would need and talked about what was to come. Jane never let on that she'd been working her nipples for some time in the hopes of reaching this first step.

      Finally, some month or two later, Jane convinced herself that there really was a small bulge on each side of her chest. "I'm finally getting tits!" she thought to herself. She got out a tape measure and started a weekly log of her chest size, using an online calculator to get her cup size. An extra inch across her nipples only meant an A cup, but it was a start! She redoubled her nipple stimulation regime, working her nips basically whenever she felt no one was looking.

      And then, one afternoon, it hit her. Jane was naked on her bed, pulling her nipples out as far as she could while twisting them back and forth, then letting them slip through her fingers only when the second hand of the clock on the dresser showed a full minute of nipple pulling, when, Oh, my god, what just happened down below? Some set of muscles had contracted in her pussy quite on their own.

      Not sure whether it was a fluke or something disconnected, she repeated the nipple stimulation, pulling even a little harder. Yes, there it is again, a stronger contraction, and this time two waves of spasms. Could this be what Jennifer was describing? Spreading her legs, she used her left hand to check, and sure enough, she was damp.

      But getting boobs was the mission, so she left her pussy alone and went back to the nipple pulling and twisting. She checked the clock again, this time registering the actual time of day - good, she had another half hour before her Mom would be home. She released her nipples again, but this time, the contractions seemed to keep going, and, oh, my, did they feel good. She forgot about timing the nipple pulls and just went into frantic pull-and-release mode, then she felt the tension in her whole body rising, all of her muscles contracting, then her first true orgasm overtook her, and she cried out, "OH MY GOD, OH MY GOD!!"

      Then her brain processed another sound that her ears had registered just as her body had begun to convulse - was that the back door closing? Then, there was her Mom's voice calling up the stairs, "Janey, are you alright?" All Jane could manage was a muffled "Unngghh," as she frantically pulled the covers up over her naked body.

      Vickie hurried up the stairs and was down the hall in seconds, her adrenaline pumping out of concern for her daughter. As she entered Jane's room, she paused, confused by the odd scene in front of her. Jane's school clothes were in a pile in the chair while Jane was lying in the bed, face flushed but with the covers pulled up to her chin.

      "Janey - what's going on? Are you okay? It sounded like you were in pain." Vickie moved to the bed and Jane shifted over to allow her to sit.

      "I'm okay, Mom," Jane said, averting her eyes, then, "I didn't expect you home for another half hour." Now why did I say that? It was in my head, but that sure sounded incriminating.

      "My last two patients cancelled their appointments, so I just closed the office and came on home." After an awkward pause, she reached out to touch Jane's forehead, noting, "You look kind of feverish, Janey - are you sure you're okay? Or is there something we need to ... to talk about?" she continued, glancing at the pile of discarded clothes.

      Jane caught her Mom's head movement and saw no way out. "Oh, Mom, this is so embarrassing," she said, removing her arms and exposing her bare shoulders.

      When her daughter didn't continue, Vickie probed, "Does this have something to do with ... with your becoming a woman?" The two had talked a lot when Jane's first period had struck, but there were always things left unsaid.

      "Yeah, kind of. Well, actually that's exactly the issue. Mom, how long will I need to wait until my breasts really start to grow? I mean, yes, I sort of have an A cup, but it seems like they've been that way FOREVER. Jennifer's boobs are so much bigger, and Jan's are fantastic already."

      "Oh, Janey, they'll come along, you just need to give them time. Gramma Judy had a great figure, and mine's not so bad either," she said modestly, "so I'm sure you'll be a real looker in time."

      "Mom, if I could inherit your breasts, I would definitely be a happy lady - you've got a great pair!"

      
        "Well, your Dad sure likes them," Vickie replied, not mentioning how much she liked them herself. Her eyes glazed over, losing all focus, while her mind quickly went back to the night before Bill had left for the endocrinology convention.

      While Jane was visiting with Jennifer for the evening, Vickie had worn her shelf bra, Bill's favorite, underneath a very light blouse and proceeded to tease Bill (and herself!) with views of her unprotected nipples all through dinner.

      First, she would be tucking in her blouse, which served to both rub her sensitive nipples against the material as well as to bring those stiff nips into sharp and protruding display through the translucent blouse; then, a deep breathe would lift her boobs and nipples and pull the blouse out of her skirt again. When she let her breath out, she knew she was giving him a side view through the partially unbuttoned blouse, doing her best to let it fall away from her tits so that he could easily see through the gap clear to her right nipple.

      The nipple teasing had gotten Vickie so hot that she had excused herself to use the bathroom, where she had quickly gotten herself off by a swift and relentless attack on her nipples. When she came back to the table with her face flushed and a sweet smile on her face, Bill knew exactly what had gone on in those few minutes. He gave her a big grin, then asked for her to pass the veggies, which he knew would give him a great view of her tightly puckered right nipple.

      Before the night was out, he was sliding his dick deep in the valley between Vickie's lovely D cup tits. The palms of his hand pushed her breasts in from the side to form a vagina out of those pillows of breast flesh while he used thumbs and forefingers to pinch her nipples. When he saw from her face and felt the contortions of her legs behind him that signaled that her climax was coming on, he released his seed all over those precious orbs, aiming the first copious spurts on each of those nut brown nipples. When he collapsed beside her, Vickie proceeded to suck the sticky load off her nips, cumming again each time she tongued a nipple, then held it with her lips before it escaped, wet with saliva and residual spunk.

      Bill watched with increasing pleasure, and when she was done, asked, "Mind if I take over? And, as always, remember The Doors!"

      "Of course, my sweet, you know I'll 'love you two times 'cause you're goin' away.'" As Bill devoured one nipple, Vickie toyed with the other, pulling it straight up and releasing it, making sure Bill had a good view of the tease.

      Even though Bill was no longer a teenager, four or five minutes of this nipple play was enough to have him hard again. He entered Vickie from the side, and Vickie moaned as her slippery cunt was filled with his manhood. Yes, she loved her nipple orgasms, but they were even better when she could feel her pussy clamping down tightly around Bill's long, hard dick. With the initial orgasm removing the immediate tension, Bill lay still, enjoying the feel of Vickie's nipple on his tongue, the visual display provided by Vickie's rounded boob and the nipple play, and the pulsing sensations around his dick.

      After five or six additional orgasms, Vickie implored, "Okay, Bill, cum with me this time!" Then, with some long, deep thrusts while he gently bit down on her nipple, they both came in a long, sweaty, luxurious peak. They lay together, with his dick still insider her, until sleep overtook them both.

      Vickie's brief reverie was broken when Jane asked, "Mom, are you okay? You look like you're a million miles away."

      "Oh, I'm sorry, dear, I was just ... never mind, do go on."

      "I was just going to say that while having your tits when I'm 25 would be great, I really want to be 'a looker' now! The boys just aren't paying any attention to me anymore."

      "Oh, sweet baby, be careful what you wish for! Most boys your age who just focus on tits aren't really worth your time. What about that nice boy, Orv - isn't he in a lot of your advanced classes?"

      "Mom, he's in ALL my classes - but he's such a nerd. Plus if any girl says boo to him, he just about freaks."

      "Well, there will be lots of boys - NICE boys - paying attention to you down the road. You're smart, you're fun, and you've got a real pretty face and hair. And the body will come along soon enough. But, if I can ask, what were you doing before I came in, and why did you scream? I have my guesses, and that's okay - but maybe we should talk anyway. You know you can tell me anything."

      "Oh, thanks, Mom, you're the best." And with that, they exchanged a hug.

      After a pause, Jane summoned the courage to explain. "You see - it's still about my boobs."

      "Okay, not what I expected, but go on."

      "Well, Jennifer told me that Jan got her great tits by, well, by stimulating her nipples."

      
        
      

      "Okay, tell me more."

      "Well, I guess she found a web site that says that your boobs will grow if you stimulate your nipples at regular intervals every day. I guess that gets the pituit - petuarary ..."

      "Pituitary, dear."

      "Yeah, that's right - your pituitary pumps out hormones and makes your tits grow. Plus going braless is supposed to help."

      "Well, that's an interesting concept, and maybe it will work, but you know you can't trust everything you read on the internet. But your Dad would surely know, and he can probably give you some shots, which would sure be simpler. I can discuss it with him when he gets back."

      "Oh, PLEASE don't tell Dad - I'd die of embarrassment. I'm okay with my little experiment. Heck, it might make a cool science fair project!" Mom and daughter both got a good laugh out of that thought.

      "That's fine, Janey - but were you hurting yourself? Touching is okay, but no good will come from putting yourself in pain."

      "No, Mom, I wasn't hurting myself. It's just that this time ... well, this time, um ... I wasn't doing anything different with my nipples, but ..."

      Jane had averted her gaze and was turning red again when Vickie figured it out. "Did you get wet 'down there,' Jane? Did you feel a wave of tension wash over you, with, well, contractions down in your vagina? Were you touching yourself there?"

      "Oh, Mom, you guessed it! It felt incredible! But no, I only touched myself once, when I started to feel wet. The rest of the time I was just doing my usual nipple stimulation regime. And when that, um, 'wave of tension' hit me, I guess I must have cried out. Sorry if I made you concerned."

      "Ah... No worries." And then a pause. "Well, you know, there really is something to this whole genetics thing. You see, you had what is known as a 'nipple orgasm.' It sounds like what you had was a climax, or orgasm, but you got there by just playing with your nipples."

      
        
      

      "You mean that doesn't happen to everybody? But you mentioned genetics - did this happen when you were young, too?"

      This time it was Vickie's turn to get red in the face, as a more recent memory came to mind.

      With Bill gone for 10 days, Vickie was finding it harder and harder to avoid thinking about sex, and especially her sensitive nipples. She had seen a local college wrestler in her dermatology office on Monday, who, she found, needed to have a growth excised from his chest. It was a simple enough routine, but there wasn't time Monday, so she'd scheduled the procedure for noon today.

      She'd been thinking of his broad chest and rippling muscles all week, so when she'd dressed that morning, she had gone braless, but took along a light sweater with her to cover her puckered nipples. First to arrive, she's pushed the office AC cooler to justify the sweater.

      Then she had closed the AC vent in the room she planned for the procedure and opened the blinds to the morning sun so it would warm up. The last part of her plan was to treat the office staff to lunch out. Then, as the staff gathered to leave, she "just remembered" the procedure with the wrestler, and so bid them on their way, with instructions to bring back a sandwich for her.

      When Tom, the wrestler, arrived, she ushered him into the warm procedure room and asked him to remove his shirt and lie on the table.

      "My, it's warm in here - I sure don't need this sweater, do I? Let me check the AC," she said. She pretended to fiddle with the controls, then, with her back to him, she unbuttoned the sweater while also unbuttoning the top two - no, make that three buttons - of her white blouse. She knew her nipples were already hard, but she gave them each a quick rub before turning back to the patient.

      "Okay, Tom, let's get the area prepped," she said, bringing over the tray of instruments, the local anesthetic, and the swabs to sterilize the skin. Tom's loose shorts were worn down a bit, exposing the top of his boxers. Perfect, Vickie thought, nothing much to hide any reaction to my boob display! This is really going to be fun!

      She carefully positioned herself so that Tom would have a perfect view down her blouse at her naked, hanging left tit as she started with the skin swab.

      
        She almost laughed out loud as she heard him take in a deep breath, knowing that it was the view of her boob and its stiff nipple that had caused the reaction. "Sorry, I should have warned you that the swab would feel cool," she improvised. Meanwhile, she was marveling at the muscular definition of his body. Then, syringe in hand, "You'll feel a small prick," whereas I might see evidence of a large one!

      "Let's give the anesthetic five minutes to work before I bring out the scalpel," she said, settling into her rolling stool and wheeling up beside Tom. "Sorry about the AC," she apologized while flapping the sides of her blouse for air. Poor Tom was having, well, a very "hard" time as wide open views of a boob and a half, including one stiff nipple, flashed in and out of sight. Later, Tom would recall the heat in the room and ponder why the Dr.'s nipple was so stiff...

      With her peripheral vision, Vickie saw that poor Tom's dick was very clearly tenting up the left side of his shorts; it was nice to know her efforts weren't being wasted on a gay man! Tom tried to rearrange his erection by bending his legs (didn't work) as Vickie settled in, resting one bare arm on the table, barely grazing his hip and causing Tom to twitch and break out in a sweat.

      "Now, hold still, Tom, and the anesthetic will work better," she lied, "and don't worry about the pain, I'm sure you'll be fine - but let me know if you feel anything once I start." Of course, I know you'd love to be feeling my tits, and I wouldn't mind that much, but my free show is just that - a show.

      "So, Tom - tell me how long you've been into wrestling," Vickie asked conversationally as she glanced over Tom's well-muscled chest. As she spoke, she crossed her slender legs, bare from mid-thigh down, while resting her left hand on her right knee, certain that this would open up her blouse quite well. "Oh, and I meant to apologize that your regular doctor, Dr. Queuetaynius was on vacation this week - I hope you don't mind being attended to by a female doctor."

      "N- No, that's quite alright," Tom stuttered, "I'm quite happy to being seeing you. I mean having you attend to me ... I mean ..." Crap, why can't I ever talk right to hot women, he thought.

      God, men - especially young men - are so easy. Show them a little leg, a bit of bosom, and they turn into quivering masses of ... well, massive quivering dicks was a nice thought!

      The two moved on to a brief discussion of wrestling, which seemed to calm Tom's nerves since he could spout whole sentences out without having to think too much. In the meantime, Vickie kept looking over Tom's chest in what was intended to be a clinical manner, but in fact she was just breaking eye contact long enough for Tom to feast on her naked tit and throbbing nipple. Well, fair enough, she was really enjoying the view of HIS naked chest, too! She re-crossed her legs, really more in the way of giving her clit a discreet rub when she realized how very damp she had gotten.

      
        
      

      "Alright," she said, glancing at her watch, "that should be enough time." Standing and leaning over Tom, she felt her boobs wobble in her open blouse as she bent over Tom and pinched the anesthetized patch of skin with a gloved hand. "Do you feel any pain or just pressure?"

      "Just - just pressure," Tom replied wishing that the pressure in his dick would recede a little as his gaze drank in the sight of both of Vickie's breasts falling away from her chest down the front of her blouse. As the doc moved around to better survey the work to be done, Tom was treated to clear views of both nipples. Oh, my God, would those stiff nubbins taste good, he rhapsodized.

      "Okay, then, let's get started. Let me know if you do feel any pain." Despite her state of arousal, Vickie could turn on her professional talents in a heartbeat, and with scalpel, gauze, and two sutures, the procedure was complete in a matter of minutes. With the view that Tom had of Vickie's dancing bosoms, he was definitely not feeling any pain, and stolen glances at Tom's eyes kept Vickie and her nipples greatly entertained. What a high it was to show off her fabulous tits, especially when she was in total control!

      "There - all set. You should stop by in 10 days and the nurse will remove the sutures. The office staff is out to lunch, so we'll have to send you a statement. Oh - one last thing. When you came in Monday, you had quite a nasty sunburn from the weekend. I hope you learned your lesson and won't forget sunscreen in the future. But if you also had burns that bad when you were younger, it would be a good plan for you to come back once a year for either me or Dr. Queuetaynius to check you over for any pre-cancerous moles. Take this pamphlet so you know what to look for."

      "Yes, I did get burns when I was younger, so I'll be back for sure. And if it's okay, I'd be happy to switch to seeing you - uh - having you as my regular doc." Poor Tom's eyes were likely to be fatigued by the time he got outside, Vickie thought, the way they kept bouncing from my nipples to my eyes, then back to my nipples. But now, Tom, time for you to leave.

      "That's fine, Tom. Nice seeing you, too. Let me show you out."

      Poor Tom still had a huge hard-on, and he grabbed a magazine from the procedure room to hide his problem on the way to the exit. Vickie smiled at his discomfort, but allowed him this shred of dignity.

      The moment Tom was out the door, Vickie locked the door and flipped the sign to "CLOSED." She couldn't wait to attend to her aching nipples. As she went back to the operating room, she shucked the blouse entirely and began to lift her boobs with both hands, letting her nipples rub against her palms as she let them drop. When she got to the mirror, she watched herself as she began to pull and twist her nipples, loving the view and the way her pulsing cunt and damp thighs felt as she worked herself into a frenzy. Next, she leaned over, recreating the view she knew she'd given to Tom of her tits hanging down and away from her chest. Her eyes became his as she drank in the view, noting that her areolas were now crinkled up as well.

      But a quick glance at her watch told her that time was running short, so her attention went back to pulling and twisting her nipples, drawing them straight out until they popped free of her grasp. She loved watching them bounce in the mirror. Feeling her climax coming on, she found her stool, then sat down before her knees gave out and pulled sharply on her nips three more times before exploding in an intense orgasm that had her screaming out in ecstasy. She would definitely be telling Bill all about this little adventure Sunday night. Yes, Vickie was a real fan of nipple orgasms!

      "Mom? You're in another world again."

      "Yes, I was just ... Yes, whether it's hereditary or not, I can still have an orgasm from nipple stimulation, and they can be really intense. I know, that's probably TMI from your ancient mother ..."

      "No, that's kind of cool, actually. I mean, for someone your age, you're still pretty hot."

      "Right," she sighed, "'someone my age.'" And she gave Jane a warm smile to show no offense was taken. "Anyway, I guess the bottom line is that if you want to go on with nipple stimulation approach, that's fine. But I also know that, now that you know what a nipple orgasm feels like, you might get, well, hooked.

      "Masturbation is really quite normal," Vickie continued, "and you don't need to worry about hurting yourself physically. But you can't let it take over your life. You're a smart girl, Janey, and you could go on to med school, like your Dad and I did, or you could take on whatever you want - but only if you don't let your studies get hurt. So, how often have you been ... stimulating your nipples?"

      "Well, the website said four times a day for five minutes was good," Jane replied, averting her eyes. In truth, she generally tugged on her nipples for more like six session and for ten minutes each. And that didn't count the stolen but brief nipple tug maybe 20 more times. And now that she'd had her first nipple orgasm, she couldn't wait for Mom to leave to tug on her nips again!

      "Well, that sounds okay, but don't neglect your studies. Now, I won't tell Dad about any of this, but you need to be quiet about it, too - no screaming when he's in the house, okay? And not a word to your friends about my revelations, either, right? Oh - and I'll pick you up some panty liners for, um, the wetness. You don't need to walk around school with a wet spot on your pants."

      "For sure! And thanks, Mom, you're the best."

      
        
      

      Three days later, Jane had been in her room, fully dressed and trying to study (Dad was home, after all), when her nips started to call to her, begging for some attention. She pushed the books aside and began another nipple stimulation session, feeling the tension build, the dampness below becoming noticeable. She'd been pinching her nipples for only a few minutes, though, when Mom had called "Dinner!" "Coming, Mom," she responded, then, under her breath, "or I would have been if you'd given me three more minutes!"

      When Bill came to the table from the den, he kissed his daughter's forehead and settled into his chair; the food was already served and on all of their plates. Then he glanced at Jane's clothing and remarked, "Vickie, it looks like you need to be more careful ironing Janey's blouses - that one's all wrinkled."

      Jane looked down and saw the problem - she'd been tugging at her nipples through the blouse, and there were two distinct wrinkles right over her nips. With that, she turned beet red, began to cry, and ran from the table calling out, "Oh, Momma, ..."

      Vickie, coming from the kitchen with a plate of biscuits, glanced at Jane's blouse as her daughter darted for the stairs, and quickly put two and two together. She chastised her husband with, "Bill, you're now the father of a teenage girl. You must NEVER comment on her clothes, and NEVER notice her breasts." With that, Vickie grabbed Jane's plate and followed her up the stairs.

      "But what did I do? Her blouse was wrinkled and she has no tits for me to even notice!"

      "Exactly my point!" Vickie called back.

      Poor Bill pondered the situation for a minute, sighed, and muttered, "Women. If I live a hundred years, I'll never understand them. ... Although continued study is always the best option!" he said with a smile. "Maybe I could start a class, get it certified to count for physician continuing education - that could be fun!" With that he chuckled softly to himself, then recalled his great homecoming (Lord, he did love playing with her tits and sucking on her nipples - and watching her do the same!), then dug into his mashed potatoes, worrying not the least about rubbing his manhood through his trousers. If his pants wrinkled, his mind never made the connection.

      Vickie paused at Jane's door, plate of food in hand, and asked permission to come in.

      "Sure, Momma," came through the door in a downcast tone.

      
        When Vickie had entered, Jane explained, "I'd been pinching my nipples when you called me to dinner, and I guess that wrinkled my blouse. And when Daddy noticed, I was just SO embarrassed! But I REALLY can't wait for my tits to grow. I'm almost ready to just get a bra and stuff it with tissue!"

      "Oh, honey, I know. I was a late bloomer myself. Tell you what - you have a little dinner and I'll go get you something."

      Puzzled, Jane replied, "Okay, Momma."

      Vickie left Jane toying with her food, relishing her bond with her daughter, loving the reversion to "Momma," that Jane used when the need for mothering came along. She knew those days were numbered.

      When she came back in the room, she was pleased to see that Jane's appetite had returned - the plate was nearly clean.

      "Thanks for bringing me dinner, Mom, I guess I was hungrier than I thought. What have you got for me?"

      "It's an old crop top that I haven't worn in years. Bill used to really like it when I wore it, 'cause he could ... uh, never mind, just take off your blouse and try it on. I'll step out into the hall for a moment."

      Vickie heard the rustle of clothes, then a long pause before, "Mom? Come on back."

      The top was huge on Jane. It hung nearly to her navel, and, since it was cut for Vickie's 36D body, it was, well, drafty.

      "I like the pattern, and it is certainly soft, but the fit ..."

      "Well, I didn't mean for you to wear it outside, just in your bedroom when you're studying and - um - doing your nipple exercises. No more reaching through buttons or leaving pinch marks on your blouses - you can just reach up from the underside and find your nips that way."

      "Of course! Sorry, I was being dense. Thanks, Mom."

      
        
      

      "Just be sure to change when you hear Dad come home. I'm sure seeing you in that would throw him for a loop." But I may have to start wearing another one for Bill, now that I think about it. Or just for myself, for that matter. Vickie's own nipples began stiffening at that thought!

      "Plus I'll pick up some light sweaters for you to wear at school, since they won't wrinkle should you manage to massage your nipples while you're in class. Just be careful, though, since you could get all pointy, and boys will notice - even if you're still an A."

      "Okay, Mom, but I could always hold my books to my chest between classes if I get pointy. You're the best!" But of course, Jane was all but salivating at the idea of walking around the school with stiff nipples on display, even if there were no boobs to back them up. She knew boys, and knew what would grab their attention, and pointy nipples was definitely high on the list!

      A few weeks and countless nipple orgasms later (oh, THANK you for that crop top, Mom), when her next cycle was beginning, it felt to Jane like her breasts had finally started to really grow. Vickie explained that that was likely temporary, just due to the periodic hormone swings. But two weeks later, Jane began to believe that the change was permanent - she really DID have boobs - the tiny bulges had NOT gone down.

      For the next few years, Jane was all but consumed with feeling her budding breasts and with finding ANY opportunity to pull on her nipples - slumping down in the back seat during a family drive, rubbing her nips against the desks at school, sliding her hand through the buttons of a blouse when the family went to the movies (that was the best - two full hours of living on the edge or orgasm, her all-knowing Mom shielding Bill to the activities of his increasingly nubile daughter) and, of course, after every measureable piece of homework: one math problem done, two minutes of nipple play; a paragraph for an English essay written, another two minutes. Well, sometimes three or four or five. But she kept her promise and never let her grades suffer.

      Jane forced herself to not calculate her cup size more than once each period, a week after her flow had stopped, figuring this was the most accurate, if smallest. For the first few months, it is was MAYBE a quarter inch more around the boobs, and Jane resolved to NEVER miss a session with her nipples, even if they were hurried, stolen moments in the ladies room between classes. That seemed to help, but maybe her whole body was getting bigger, not just the boobs - she certainly WAS going through a vertical growth spurt, so it was hard to know.

      Then came the summer where she stopped growing up but continued growing out - a half inch or more around the tits every month.

      
        And as her tits grew, so did the attention she got from the boys. She loved to flirt and really liked the attention, but her Mom was right - they spent most of their time looking at her boobs and not much time at all looking at her face. And they never really had much to say that was worth listening to. A few had asked her out, but she really hadn't been interested, much as she fantasized about having a guy suck on her nipples.

      Still, when Jim, the captain of the basketball team, had asked her out, she was flattered. He'd been dating one of the cutest of the cheerleaders (a girl with fabulous tits), but they had had a major falling out. The rumor was that he'd gotten rough with her, and a black eye seemed to confirm it, although the girl denied it.

      Jane had been both excited and nervous about accepting the date, so she confided in her trusty Mom.

      "He's such a hunk, Mom! He's tall, he's handsome ... all the girls think he's a catch. But I sure don't want to end up getting hurt, emotionally OR physically."

      "Yes, there was a great song when Dad and I were young, where the guy says, 'A pretty face don't make no pretty heart.' The same is true for handsome guys. Remember what I told you - having great tits will draw the attention of the fellows, but if that's all their interested in, you'll be disappointed. Look, you're nearly a grown up now, and all I can really do is give you advice and trust in that great head of yours to make the right decisions."

      "You know all about STDs and how to protect yourself," she continued, "so if you choose to make love with someone, I know that you'll be safe - at least physically. But there's real truth about only having on 'first time.' You'll want to remember it as something really special. Don't give yourself to the first guy who gets you in the back seat."

      "'Making love' doesn't mean sex will produce love if there is not a spark there already. If there is a glowing ember, it will fan the flames, for sure - but try to make sure the feeling is mutual. Look for a guy who will respect you, who cares for you, and who will wait if that's what you choose. For your Dad and me, it was each other."

      "Ah, Mom, that's so sweet!"

      A shy smile filled Vickie's face as she continued, "I know that you've heard this kind of advice before, but trust me - when it's right, you will know it. I know you think I'm a square, or whatever the term is these days, but I love you and really think you're special. I only want the best for you."

      
        
      

      "Oh, Mom, you're not a square - you're the coolest Mom I know, and I'm so glad we can have talks like this. Now, can you help me pick out an outfit for Friday?"

      And so began Jane's dating career. Jim was the first to date her, but that didn't last long, for reasons you can guess. There followed a series of other boys, but since Jane was still under 18, you'll have to use your imagination. Suffice to say (if I'm allowed), Jane's nipples were all she needed to get herself off on the better date nights, and she - um - handled the needs of the boys in one way or another without ever taking off her panties. She had never found one who "connected" with her on more than a physical plane. She had fun, for sure, but her Mom was right - she wanted to have her "first time" with someone really special.

      On one of the earlier days of the summer between Junior and Senior year, Jane got back from her part time job at the summer camp in the early afternoon and figured it was a good day for doing some sunbathing. Jennifer and her other friends were all away, so it was up to her to entertain herself.

      First, of course, was a 10 minute session of nipple stimulation. Jane stripped in her bedroom and assessed her figure in the mirror. Yes, her boobs really did look like they had grown even further. She watched herself as she pulled her nipples straight out, then gave them a twist until her grip on her nips finally gave way. "Oh, that feels SO good," she murmured, repeating the motion over and over.

      When she felt her orgasm building, she switched to just a quick pull while holding tight to her nipples, but now she lifted them upwards. Her boobs, while now approaching a C, were still too firm to really bounce more than just a little, but the motion that she could produce was an extra stimulus.

      Finally, with the orgasm upon her, she just closed her eyes and focused her attention of the feelings from her nipples and the jolts that traversed to her pussy each time her nipples escaped from her fingers.

      "Unnnggghhh ... OH I do SO love my nipples!" she shouted, collapsing in spasms on the bed. Despite her state, she had the presence of mind to check the clock - a full 12 minutes on the nipples for this session; that should keep the hormones on high alert, she thought to herself.

      "Alright, now for a little sun." Jane pulled out last year's bikini and found that the bottom would still work okay. The top, though, was another matter. It had been large enough the last time she wore it, but now it looked ridiculously tiny. "Can I even get my boobs into this top?" she asked herself out loud. The cups tried to wrap themselves around the underside of her tits, but even getting her nipples into them was difficult; the upper side of her boobs was out of the question.

      
        
      

      "Well, all the neighbors are away and Mom and Dad are still working - what the heck" she said out loud. "I wonder if I can get a tan on my areolas?"

      She tried to walk straight to the backyard, but her mother's voice kept ringing in her head: "There's no such thing as a 'healthy tan," and "Apply sunscreen generously, then reapply every few hours." She sighed and carried the tube of sunscreen with her. "Dang, sometimes it's a real drag having a dermatologist for a mother!'

      But even with sunscreen, she knew she'd get a LITTLE color, and, as best she could, she enjoyed brushing her nipples with her fingers as she applied the goop to the tops of her boobs, then her face, belly, and legs. Satisfied that she would not burn, she positioned the lawn chair so that the sun would come from over her head to bake the tops of her titties. With great care, she tugged on the top of the bikini so that it fit her just so - both nipples JUST barely covered, but the upper half of each areola right out there in the intense early summer sun. Oh, the naughty thrill was delicious! But the sun was warm and Jane had been up early, and she was soon asleep.

      Gee, that sounds like - WAKE UP - THE PATIO DOOR IS OPENING. With a start, Jane sat up, thankful that she hadn't untied the bikini top. THE NIPPLES! Looking down, she saw that those pesky nips were now fully over the tops of the bikini cups. She quickly pulled the fabric up and over them (unwittingly exposing the white underside of her tits, the fabric being too short to cover both nips and undersides), then turned to her Mom, who was still closing the door.

      "Hi, Mom - I didn't hear you get home. Guess I must have fallen asleep."

      "It is awfully nice out here, and ... Jane, you did remember your sunscreen, right? You look a little pink." Then, a moment later, "That bikini looks like it's too small for you now - I can almost see your areolas poking over the top, and the bottoms of your boobs are showing a bit. We might want to shop for a new one soon." That IS a very sexy look, though, she thought.

      Jane liked living on the edge, so she made no further adjustments to the cups, but she felt her nipples start to stiffen as she started to wonder what her tan line (more like "burn line") might look like. "Of course I used the sunscreen - the tube is right here. But," looking at her watch "I guess two hours in this sun can still give you some color." Jane did not respond to the comment about the size of her bikini top; getting a new bikini would mean something more modest, so Jane's preference was to stick with this one, with her nipples barely covered (or underboob showing - now there was a new thrill to contemplate!), for as long as she could.

      
        "Well, let me know if you ended up with a burn. I've always got some creams I can give you to help with the pain."

      "Okay, Mom. I'd better go shower now before Dad gets home." Jane smiled inwardly - no follow up on the need for a new suit - YES!

      As she peeled off her suit in the bathroom, Jane sucked in her breath - what a wickedly sexy tan line she had! The undersides of her boobs were stark, stark white while her belly and the upper portions of her tits were a light pinkish color - probably not enough exposure to make her peel. But the transition from one to the other? A very sharp line that went straight THROUGH her nipples!

      Just looking at her now B cup tits (or were they now C's?) and the amazingly sexy tan line had her hot in seconds, and her nipples were crinkling right up. She gave them a tentative squeeze, to see whether the sun exposure was going to make her nipple stimulation regime painful. Oh, there is a little pain, but not too bad; in fact, it kind of adds to the pleasure. Alright, time for a quick nipple orgasm before the shower! Rubbing her nips with her palms worked very nicely - her pussy lit up in seconds, and the pain sensation was minimal. Stifling a moan, she reached a quick climax, then flushed the toilet to cover the time spent on her nipples and got in the shower.

      Dressing for dinner, Jane found that none of her blouses were comfortable, since they rubbed across her tender nipples. Instead of dressing, then, she chose to wear a soft nightgown made of a silky fabric. It felt delicious, especially since she opted not to put on any panties. Vickie gave Jane a knowing look and a gentle smile when she came downstairs, nipples pointing straight out through the nightie, then quietly whispered to Bill that Jane had gotten a little burn, so he should make no comment on what she was wearing; better, he should not even look at her anywhere but straight in the eyes.

      It all worked, with Jane relishing the naughtiness of her virtual nudity and the silky feel of the gown against her soft skin. I'm going to have to work up to that tan more slowly next summer - it's certainly a sexy look, she thought to herself.

      The summer before her senior year, Jane turned 18 (Bill and Vickie had held Jane back when she was young, hoping to give her a better shot at excelling academically) and poor Bill was having a "hard' time watching his gorgeous daughter walk around the house braless every day. But he held by the rule of never commenting on her clothes, no matter how much it turned him on.

      "Vickie, that child of yours is going to drive the boys at school crazy if she shows up without a bra in September," Bill said one night as they stripped for bed.

      
        "Not to mention her father, right, Bill?" Vickie, who was a keen observer of her family's behavior, had noticed Bill's attention to Jane's state of dress, despite his efforts to be covert in watching his daughter's boobs and nipples.

      Bill blushed a little and replied, "Yes, well, she does remind me a lot of the way you looked when we first started dating." Then, after a short pause, "You know, speaking of those bygone days, I was wondering whether you still had any of those crop tops hidden away. They were, um, quite 'entertaining' for both of us, weren't they?"

      "Oh, I think I might be able to dig one up," Vickie replied, with a mischievous smile. Nude now, she strummed her nipples for a few seconds before shoving her left boob into Bill's waiting mouth, her pussy already hungry for his stiffening cock, her right hand raising her right nipple to her own hungry lips. "God, I'm so glad you love my nipples as much as I do!"

      "Mmmph" was all Bill could reply.

      Jane, indeed, did head off to school braless that fall, loving the feeling of her new, biggest friends floating free as she walked, rubbing their nipples against the soft fabric of her discreetly opaque blouse. But while no one could see the shadows of her nipples, there was no mistaking the way the poked into the material, nor the way her heavy tits bobbed and swayed. Watching the eyes of all the guys as they followed the motion of her boobs kept her nipples rock hard, while she was thankful for the panty liner, doing its best to sop up her secretions. Always prepared, she had three spares in her purse. She loved the looks she was getting and felt SO sexy being a little naughty at school.

      Inevitably, though, some prudish girl had notified the office that one of their students was dressed in an "unseemly" way, and Jane was put on notice to wear a bra from now on. Oh, well. At least she was a very full C by that point, and there were still lots of hours to let her tits hang free at home. Well, technically, her boobs didn't so much "hang" as much as they pushed straight out in front of her! And with a nipple orgasm in the morning, one right after school, and all the nipple play during the homework hours (not to mention before falling asleep), Jane was confident that she was overcoming (over cumming?) any detriment of wearing a bra during school hours.

      Back to the present, with Jane in the bathroom stall.

      With the sweaters and bra on her lap, Jane started her warmup. She positioned her hands so that they were barely touching her nipples, then slowly rotated her torso so that her boobs swept past her hands, relishing the way her stiff nipples felt rubbing across her palms and fingers.

      Then, it was time to speed things up, so she gave her tits a shake. This caused her hard nubs to rub across her palms and fingers with more energy, sending electric current straight to her clit. She couldn't help but to give her nipples a hard pinch (actually, it was part of the plan for Orv), but then, with time short, she really had to take one hand to give her clit a quick rub, then plunged two fingers quickly in and out of her sopping vagina.

      Jane loved cumming through nipple play alone only slightly more than teasing boys, and it surprised her how quickly she felt an orgasm coming on. With that realization, she used both hands to pull her nipples sharply upward, with pussy clenches coming when the nipples slipped from her grasp and her boobs bounced up and down on release.

      "Unnnghh, yes!" she whispered, the orgasm all but breaking over her. "Just two more times and I'll be there!"

      And then she heard the bell go off! Cursing the timing as another mini-orgasm soaked her pussy, she quickly slipped the bra into her purse, then pulled her sleeveless sweater back on. Damn, did her nipples stick out! She had just enough time to wipe away her wetness and pull up her thong and shorts before the throngs of girls arrived from their classrooms. She lay the cardigan between the handles of her purse and went to the sinks to wash up and splash some water on her face.

      Jennifer was one of the first ones in the girls' room, and she immediately spotted Jane's bulging nipples and the wobble of her clearly braless tits. "Having some fun, Jane? "That time" three weeks in a row? Oh, that's right... Orv! Good plan!"

      Jane saw that her face was noticeably flushed as she washed her hands, then she was frankly a little startled to see how much her areolas and nipples showed through her thin sweater - she could definitely see the brownness contrasting with her white boob flesh. Well, so much the better for her plan! But first, the cardigan had to be put back on so she could avoid another trip to the principal's office. She reluctantly pulled it over her aching nipples, wishing she could have given them more attention.

      Hurrying to the cafeteria, she spotted Orv, his face blank, coming from the other direction. Wow, he is tall, broad shouldered, ... really, not bad looking at all. Jane adjusted the cardigan so that her stiff nipples were no longer covered and timed her approach so that she fell into the line right behind Orv, who, typically, seemed to have his head in the clouds.

      My god, Jane is right behind me! And I couldn't risk a direct stare, but I could swear I saw her nipples RIGHT THROUGH HER SWEATER! Not just that they were pointy, but the shadow of their color seemed to come through. No, dick, down! If you go stiff, there's not much I can do to hide it. But, oh, my, maybe I can work my elbow into her right tit. Set the tray on the rack, stick out the elbow a little more than needed...

      
        
      

      Oh, this is working perfectly, thought Jane. He's got to know his elbow is in my boob, doesn't he? He can't be THAT dense. Mmmm, whatever, I do love to rub my nipple against, well, ANYTHING, but I do like his muscular arms...

      Oh, sweet Jesus is her boob soft and big. I could stand here for ... Crap, the line moved again. Pause now, elbow out. Fine dick, I can mostly hide you with the tray. Is she pushing her tit into me more on purpose? Dang, have to move again.

      "You know, Orv," Jane said, just loud enough to be heard over the din from the cafeteria, "if you're going to feel up a girl's boob with your elbow, you could at least say hello."

      BUSTED (as it were)! Well, at least my dick has beat a rapid retreat. "Oh, I'm so sorry ..." he said, turning to look her square in the eye to "figure out" who was speaking "Jane. I guess I was thinking about a - a math problem," he improvised, turning quickly away after the most fleeing of glimpses at her tits. Crap, I was SO enjoying feeling her boob. And sweet Jesus, her nipples are REALLY poking through that sweater, AND I could see their light brown color. I'll remember THAT view tonight!

      "Math problems? Really?? Is the answer pi times D maybe? The circumference of my right one is about 21 inches, the left a little more. But I think just plain 'D' is the answer you were really hoping to know - although cup size is irrelevant at the moment!" The last was whispered into Orv's left ear as Jane leaned in close, rubbing both tits in turn across Orv's arm, pinned as it was to his side. Oh, this is delicious fun, she thought to herself, feeling her juices build again.

      She's talking about her boobs! She MUST be. Do real girls talk like that, think like that? Orv's dick was once again engorging, despite his panic. He shrank away from her, but the guy ahead of him, chatting with his buddy, had him trapped, and Jane just moved in closer, this time just lightly grazing his arm with a slow, back and forth motion. Is that her NIPPLE?? What to say now?? "Sorry, um ... no the last calculus problem. Sorry, let me get my food." Elbow in, face beet red, eyes away from Jane, Orv tried hard not to exist. But the more boob pressure was applied to his arm, the more dick pressure built up.

      "Yes, I had a problem with that one, too," Jane replied, leaning in hard with her right breast now. This is so much fun! "Did you get it figured out? You're always getting A pluses."

      "Um, yes, it took a few minutes, but I got it." By now, Orv's face was turning red, and there was no hiding the bulge in his left pant leg. Thankfully, it was time to lift the lunch tray up and go to checkout. As much as he loved feeling Jane's boobs and nipples, he had to focus on calculus to get his dick in retreat.

      
        
      

      From behind, in a louder voice, Jane suggested, "Hey, would you mind if I sit with you so you could show me the math trick you used?"

      Jiminy - I've never had a girl sit next to me! And who have guessed the first would be Jane! "Oh, ... okay, if you want. I always sit in the far back."

      "Cool," Jane replied, taking a moment to cover her stiff nipples again as they walked past all the other tables of student, chatting loudly. At the last occupied table, she saw Jennifer from behind and turned to catch her eye to give her a wink as she passed. "Game on!" she mouthed.

      On the way to their table, Orv's mind raced and his heart was pounding in his chest. He was going to sit with JANE! Sure, Jan's right nipple was a great target of opportunity -but Jane! Jane had been in Orv's head since fourth grade, when he'd started to think of girls as more than brats who couldn't throw well.

      Orv had admired Jane in secret from across the room or across the aisle ever since. She was cute, she was smart, and he loved hearing her laugh. Problem was, she was always hanging out with Jennifer. He managed to say "Hi," a few times, but the dismissive looks he got sent him back into withdrawal.

      And once she'd gotten boobs, there was always at least one guy hanging around her, usually two or more. He didn't know exactly what his feelings for her were. With Jan's tits, lust was definitely the major factor. With Jane he certainly felt arousal from the boob to elbow contact, but there was something else, too, something that made him a little light headed as they reached the table.

      When they arrived, Orv moved to the middle and stood still while Jane moved in beside him.

      "What's wrong, Orv? Why aren't you sitting down?"

      "Kath - uh, she's my Mom - Kath says that a man should wait for the lady to sit down first."

      "Well, aren't you quite the gentleman," Jane replied, feeling a little uncomfortable, yet flattered, with such deferential treatment.

      Once settled into the otherwise empty table, Orv immediately pulled out paper and pen, setting it between them, then wrote out the problem from memory. "You see, to differentiate this equation, you first have to ..." Jane, of course, had solved the problem on her own, but asked a few questions to feign some interest. Orv was relieved to have something easy to talk about, and was secretly thrilled to be carrying on a conversation with a real live girl (Jane, no less!) without stumbling over his words.

      "May I keep this?" Jane asked when Orv had finished. "I'd like to look at it later."

      "Sure, be my guest," replied Orv.

      With that, Jane shoved the paper in her purse, right next to her bra, and sidled closer to Orv, almost to the point of having their thighs touch. She glanced at her watch, knowing that Jennifer would discount the tutoring session.

      Oh, lord, now what, thought Orv in a panic. I thought sure she'd go back to sit with her friend Jennifer once the math problem was done.

      "So now's the time when you engage a - a 'lady' in conversation, Orv." She used the work "lady" with a tone that lacked disparagement - she didn't want to put Orv off, but was amused to think of herself as a "lady." Especially with all the things she'd done with old boyfriends!

      "Conversation about what?" Orv asked, getting more uncomfortable by the moment.

      "Oh, about anything."

      "Well, um ..." Orv mumbled, searching frantically for something to say, then remembering that "A girl always likes to hear a compliment," he managed, "I sure like your hair."

      "Well, thanks, Orv, that's nice. But, you see, it doesn't LEAD anywhere."

      "Yeah, I guess. ... Do you like your pudding?"

      Jane sighed, and thought to herself, this is going to be harder than I thought. "It's fine, but look, I'll show you how it goes. Where are you going to college, Orv?"

      
        Orv hated people who bragged, so he replied vaguely, "In the Boston area."

      "There's a lot of schools there, Orv - care to be more specific?"

      "Well, people call it Tech."

      "Really, that's great! Why did you choose it?"

      "Well, I really like science and math, and it's the best."

      "Sure is." Then after a longish pause, "Okay, Orv, time to follow up with your lady friend." It had just slipped out, but Jane liked the "lady friend" concept, and she felt an unusual warmth when she said it - different from the warmth that playing with her nipples gave her. Then she reminded herself - hey, you barely know this guy!

      Orv, feeling a similar flush, took a moment to put things together, then said, "Um, so you'll be in Boston too, right?"

      "I am! How did you know?"

      "I guess I overheard you and Jennifer talking about it some time."

      Jane pondered this tidbit for a moment. A chance conversation overheard weeks ago - and he remembered it?

      "I got into that big school in Boston proper - actually right across the Charles from Tech." She purposely paused to see if Orv could find a follow up.

      A moment later, "Hey, that's great! Maybe we'll see each other." Another pause. "How did you choose it?"

      "Well, they've got a great pre-med program, and both of my folks went there. Plus I think I'll really like being in a big school right in the city." Orv was tough case, but he seemed to be catching on, at least a little.

      
        
      

      Then, switching topics, she asked, "What kind of music do you like?"

      "Well, we got a bunch of records from my granddad when he died, and I really like the Beatles."

      "Really? I like them too. What's your favorite?"

      "Well, their early stuff was sweet. I really like I Want to Hold Your Hand, because I ... well, anyway, it's simple and innocent, not like so much of the stuff today. And Eleanor Rigby makes me sad for my Mom. She's been alone her whole life. Well, except for me. And then I think of Blackbird, since I'd like to see her spread her wings."

      "Oh, that is sweet, Orv." Then, unprompted, "I get shivers when I listen to Alone, by Heart. It's kind of haunting and sad. The whole unrequited love thing."

      "I know that feeling. But 'Alone?' You've got guys around you all the time."

      "Funny, isn't it. You can have lots of 'friends,' but they're all so shallow. I dream of finding a guy who'll look north of my boobs."

      Orv immediately froze at the word boobs, but for Jane, it brought her back to her mission. Even though Orv seemed like a really nice guy, and actually kind of fun to talk to, a bet was a bet.

      "So tell me, Orv - do you like girls? 'Cause some folks think you might be gay, since we never see you even talking to any girls."

      "Um - no way I'm gay, I really do like girls. But I can't think of anything to say."

      "Well, we've just had a conversation. Talk to them about anything - college and music are great openers, but also what do they read, what movies have they seen, ..." Then, trying to regain her focus, "but I was pretty sure you liked girls, and this morning I got my proof."

      "Your proof?" Orv replied, with some trepidation.

      
        "Tell, me Orv, do you think I'm pretty?" Jane asked, closing the last inch between them so that their thighs came in contact. Orv, in a panic, inched to his left, but it was no use - she just sidled over as well.

      "P-Pretty? Why, Jane, I thought you were pretty even before you grew ... even before you grew up," Orv recovered, having stolen only a millisecond long glance at what had really grown - Jane's boobs.

      "You meant to say, 'even before I grew boobs,' didn't you, Orv. As for my proof, I saw you stealing peeks at Jan's boobs. I also saw how you reacted to what you saw, big guy!" And with that, she lay a warm hand on the top of Orv's thigh.

      "Um - I don't know what you're talking about, Jane," Orv said, again trying, again vainly, to create some space, even as he felt his dick engorging with blood and his face turning red.

      "Oh, I think you do, Orv. Jan does have very nice tits, and I've seen her button down shirts gaping open, too. Could you see her bra? Was she even wearing one? I know that sometimes she doesn't. Do you like seeing braless girls? 'Cause you know what? I got so hot thinking of you getting hard looking at Jan's tits that I took off my bra just before lunch."

      During this set of observations, Jane had begun to slowly slide her hand up and down Orv's thigh, spreading her fingers out and reaching down further and further into the gap between Orv's legs. Orv could feel his tool growing to full hardness, causing it to nearly poke out the leg hole of his shorts and starting to rise to aim at the underside of the table.

      "Uh, Jane, I don't think ..."

      "Oh, relax, Orv, it'll be alright. But what about MY boobs? Aren't they nicer than Jan's? I KNOW I'm a cup size bigger. And my nipples, Orv! Do you see how stiff they can get when I think about you?"

      "Momma says I shouldn't stare ..." In his panic, "Momma" came out - a term he hadn't used in over a decade.

      "But I'm giving you permission, Orv. If you're given the okay, you can look." Jane worked her fingers down just a little lower and finally felt them grazing Orv's penis. Even though she was now feeling a little sorry for Orv, she was now more than turned on, and there was no turning back. He was so hard, and SO long! Jane's nipples now really were at full attention, and she was more than thankful for the panty liner. Still, Orv stared at his plate, saying nothing.

      
        
      

      "You are a strange boy, Orv. With every other boy I know, I have to remind them that my eyes are up here; with you, I can't get you to glance below my mouth. Really, Orv, I WANT you to look at my nipples. I need to know that you think they're pretty."

      "It's just that your hand ... ," Orv said, turning to her at last, then finally glancing down at her nipples. Oh, god, they are SO amazing! They are sticking out a half inch, at least. And the ring around them, the areola, that soft brown shows through clear as day. Oh, god, I'm going to ...

      And with that, Jane squeezed Orv's dick. The squeeze was just enough to push the end of his tool past the opening of his shorts. It was also enough to push him over the edge.

      What could he do? This was going to be the worst day in his life. Here he was, in the middle of the cafeteria having an orgasm. What could he do about the jizz? What would Jane do? Would she make a scene? Let the whole lunch crowd know what had happened? He wished he could disappear. Still the feeling of Jane's hand on his cock was one that he would always treasure.

      Orv closed his eyes and turned his head back toward his tray. Jane felt his dick grow still harder and longer, then she was rewarded with feeling the contractions forcing gobs and gobs of cum down the length of his penis.

      Without the tissue paper in his foreskin, there would have been jets of cum landing on Jennifer's plate. As it was, Orv spread his feet apart and his load plopped onto the floor, building up to a sizeable puddle by the time it was all over. Thankfully, none had landed on his shorts.

      Eyes closed now, head still down, he murmured, "I am so sorry, Jane ..."

      In truth, although Jane had worked up a plan to get Orv to pop, she hadn't thought through the next steps. He could have gotten mad at her, even hit her, he might have dashed off to the bathroom in embarrassment ... but no, he just sat there, and now HE was apologizing to HER. She was a bundle of emotions, but primarily she felt a little sorry for putting him in this position.

      "Actually, that was pretty amazing, Orv," she said softly. "I guess you like my nipples after all. But the bell's about to ring. Here - keep your knees spread but move your feet together - just not onto the load you just dropped." With that, Jane handed Orv a wad of napkins, then slyly dumped a little milk on the hem of her skirt and onto the floor.

      
        "Oh, how clumsy of me!" She said in a voice loud enough for the kids at Jennifer's table to hear. They paused to turn briefly, then their eyes grew wide to see Jane and Orv together, then turned back to whisper about the odd pairing among themselves.

      Meanwhile, Jane wriggled down to mop up the floor with two handfuls of napkins. One was for the milk, the other to capture the puddles of jizz - proof positive for Jennifer (and a keepsake for her)! Her position also gave her a close up view of Orv's dick, which had hardly gone down at all. Mmmm, looks tasty, she thought, as thoughts of sex surged back to the fore.

      Orv, thinking quickly, pretended to watch Jane clean up, but really used the cover she provided to give his dick a hasty wipe, then to insert a small wad of napkin to catch the ooze that he knew might follow over the next hour.

      They finished just as the bell rang, and Orv, though his head was spinning, looked straight into Jane's eyes, said, "Thank you, Jane, for helping me out. Yes, I think you are very pretty - all of you is. And I enjoyed talking with you."

      "Um, ... You're welcome, Orv. Nice talking with you, too." Now definitely feeling a little more sorry than proud of what she'd done, Jane hurried off to class. He really is a nice guy, she thought to herself. Yes, strange, very smart, but also handsome, a gentleman, ... and hung! She pulled the napkins out of her purse and sniffed them while pretending to dab her nose. Her nipples stiffened in response, and she made sure the cardigan covered them. She couldn't wait to get home to finish playing with her precious nips in earnest.

      The last two periods went by with Orv on autopilot. He couldn't wrap his mind around what had happened over lunch. He'd had a real conversation with a girl - and not just any girl, Jane, the girl who'd been a secret crush of his since fourth grade! And while Jane could have demolished him by making a scene over his orgasm, she'd actually helped him out. Instead of the worst day of his life, this might actually be the best! Hmm - Kath's boob and nipple were surely in contention - but Jane was his own age!

      Then he thought more about Jane's boobs, her nipples. Had HE really made her hot? On the one hand, she seemed nice, even sweet. But then, she INVITED him to look at her nipples. God, they were SO stiff! (And with that thought, Orv began to stiffen again himself) And she had rubbed up against him in the lunch line. It was so sudden. It seemed too good to be true - so it probably wasn't. Would she talk to him again?

      Orv was still thinking about the encounter as he rode his bike home, his dick engorging once more. Again, he looked down and found that his tool was already part way out of his pant leg. But as he rode on, he realized no one was going to paying any mind to his crotch.

      
        By positioning his cock just to the side of the seat just right, and by rubbing his leg just so, Orv found that he could give his dick a pretty good rub with his thigh. Oh, this is so hot and so naughty, riding along with most of my hard dick in the open, rubbing myself off without even using my hands!

      The route home included a short bike path through a woody section, and Orv rubbed his leg against his cock with extra pressure when he got to the path. Then, quite suddenly and to his surprise, another orgasm overtook him! He stopped the bike before crashing, and let the waves take over his body. Glancing around, he was relieved to see no one in sight. He pulled out his handkerchief and cleaned himself up as best as he could, then continued home. Jane - could this be for real?

      Meanwhile, Jennifer was catching up with Jane, who uncharacteristically, had not waited for her and was walking more quickly than usual.

      "What's up, Jane - what's the hurry? Did you do it? Did popcorn boy pop? Or did you suck him off while you were on the floor?"

      "Suck him off in the cafeteria? I'm bold, but not that bold. Yes, I got him to talk to me for more than five minutes, and yes, I got him to pop. Here's the proof," she said, handing Jennifer the wad of napkins.

      "Wow, he really dropped a load, didn't he!"

      "Yeah, but it wasn't what I expected. He was really sweet, Jennifer. He even thanked me for helping him clean up after he came. But I can tell you, he's really hung. I'm having a hard time sorting out whether I'm sorry about what I did, or whether I'm turned on."

      "YOU? Sorry? The queen of the prick tease? I bet I know one reason you're hurrying home - to play with your nipples some more!"

      "Well, there is that ... Oh, and don't forget that dildo of your Mom's!"

      "Right - I think she travels next month."

      "You know what Jennifer? Did you mention our bet to anyone else? 'Cause I'm thinking this would be a good secret for just us."

      
        "No, I thought about it, but all the kids wanted to do was talk about band that got chosen to play at the prom. Mr. Strictland and some guy named Mr. Lewis said my Marty's band was too loud, so they went with another group - Melvin Berry and the Quasars, I think. They play retro stuff, like from 1955 - 1985; really rocked at Valley Hill High last year. They might even re-theme the dance to Enchantment Under the Stars. Say, are you still planning to go, now that you're not seeing George anymore?"

      "I haven't decided. Griff 'informed me' that I was going with him, but he's such a lout I just pulled his meat hooks off me and walked away."

      "Meat hooks??"

      "His big hands. I was watching this old movie ... never mind, suffice to say I'm NOT going with Griff."

      "Yeah, Griff is bad news. Tried to recruit Marty into some hare brained payroll heist scheme; called him chicken for not joining. But Marty Senior calmed him down. Seems bad news runs in Griff's family. His old man preyed on what he thought were vulnerable girls, forcing himself on them. Rumor has it he got away with knocking up at least one poor girl before getting trapped in a shotgun wedding when he knocked up another one. Turns out she was more nasty than vulnerable, with a worse father - forced the wedding on both of them. Griff was is his kid. Talk about the worst trifecta in history - a double dose of bad nature plus even worse nurture."

      "Anyway," Jennifer continued, "you really want to keep this hush-hush?"

      "Yeah, I kind of do."

      "Okay, if that's what you want. Wait - are you getting soft on Orv??"

      "Oh, don't be silly. But he's too nice a guy to drag through the mud. That would be sorta like killing a mockingbird. ... Anyway, don't forget the dildo!"

      "Sure thing."

      By now they were home and parted ways. "Don't do anything that I wouldn't do!" Jennifer called.

      "It won't be hard to stay within those guidelines," Jane called back with a smile and a laugh.

      
        
      

      In no time, Jane was naked and watching in the mirror as she tugged on her nipples. Oh, man, did it feel good to be alone with them with no chance of a bell ringing! She lifted her breasts to herself, first glancing down at her nips directly, then taking in their beauty in the mirror. Her aureoles were already tightly crinkled, and she was glad for the old towel she was sitting on, since her pussy juices were really flowing.

      She relived the day, remembering how Orv had stolen glances at Jan's boobs and how big the tent was in his shorts in response; how she'd rubbed her nipples on the desk (now, she used the backs of her hands to imitate the feel); how she'd reached a small nipple orgasm in the restroom; how she'd teased Orv in the lunch line, first with the fullness of her right tit, then with just nipple contact; and then how she'd gotten him to look at her nipples while she'd squeezed him into orgasm. Oh, it had felt so good to feel his jizz erupting out of his huge, hard dick!

      Feeling her own orgasm fast approaching, she lifted her left breast to her mouth, first running her tongue around the areola, then flicking the very stiff nipple back and forth. She was so wet now! Closing her eyes, she pulled the nipple into her mouth, gently biting the elongated nip with her teeth while running her tongue back and forth over the sensitive end.

      Then, from nowhere, she had a vision that it was Orv's mouth on her breast, his tongue and his teeth on her nipple - and she moaned and moaned as wave after wave of spasms wracked her body to the core!

      When Kath got home that night, Orv greeted her with, "Guess what, Mom - I think I'm going to ask Jane to the Senior Prom!"

    
  
    
      Chapter 3

      Orv woke up with a full bladder, a raging hard on, and a vague recollection of a dream filled with generous boobs and stiff nipples, softly swaying under a thin nightgown. He was also disoriented - the feel of the bed was different, and his right side was against a wall that shouldn't have been there.

      He'd figure that out in a minute, but before the video of his dream faded into a thin vapor, he closed his eyes and tried to pull it back. He also reached down and took a pull on his cock, but realized he was already on the brink of an orgasm.

      
        Those tits, those tits, ... he could almost see them, but not quite. And more than that, he could feel a stiff nipple digging into his palm.

      Dang, the dream just wouldn't come back. But then, the real memories of yesterday flooded in to fill the void - Kath coming toward him in her flimsy negligee, boobs unfettered and swaying softly with each step, the hall light illuminating her naked body from behind. And the good night hug that had ended with his Mom's right breast more than filling his large hand, her stiff nipple digging into his palm.

      HIS MOM! He'd loved her dearly, but didn't all sons? And didn't all sons think their moms were beautiful? But with her hair down, with her body all but naked, ... and such a body! Was it right to feel THIS way about your mother? His dream may have evaporated, but the memory of his Kath's nipples, of her bobbling boobs - that he would never lose.

      It was strange to think of her that way, while slowly stroking his prick, but his hormones over-rode the uneasiness he felt about recalling the sight and the feel of those magical boobs, even knowing they were his Mom's, and he closed his eyes tighter and stroked a little longer and harder.

      Why, her tits were easily as large as ... as ... what was her name? Amber! Right, the first girl who had ever "shown him" her fully naked breasts, her magical nipples. But she was a model in a magazine and his Mom was real. But would he ever see her nipples like that again? Ever feel the swell of her breast in his hand? Not much chance of that, he thought with a sigh.

      Then the flood of images from Uncle Milt's stash came back to him. Big boobs, smaller breasts, a few almost (well, not really!) overly large.

      Dang, I really need to pee, Orv thought - but this still feels too good to stop!

      He thought of the girl who had sunbathed wearing a bikini whose cup had been lowered to the point (um, points!) that her tan line actually CROSSED her nipples! A deep tan on the upper part of her boobs, and stark, stark white on the delicate underside, curving out from the side of her body to intersect the reverse curve at the top right at her precious puckered up nipples!

      The photographer had done an artful job, in Orv's opinion, lining up the girls breasts so that each nipple was in silhouette, both nubbins presented to the camera. Orv had to pause in rubbing his dick so as not to cum. And he really needed to pee!

      
        And the stories! He really wanted to read more of those. He remembered a snippet of one that went something like this:

      My name is Randy, and Kim, my girlfriend, is the hottest thing on two feet. She's got an amazing rack and she just loves to show off her body.

      One day, she and I were alone on a forested trail. Kim kept talking about how hot it would be to fuck in the forest. Then, we rounded a bend and Kim announced, "I can't stand it, Randy, let's just do it!"

      Kim's tee shirt was over her head in a flash and she grabbed her braless tits in both hands, lifting one stiff nipple to her mouth while she twisted the other between her fingers, all the while looking at me hungrily while I was still struggling with my belt. Kim has always LOVED licking her own nipples!

      "Hurry, lover, someone could show up at any minute!" She paused with her tittie play to strip off her shorts. "Of course, that would make it even more fun!" She was naked underneath her shorts and immediately began to finger herself with one hand while the other brought the unlicked nipple to her lips.

      "Slow down, girl, I'm coming. Well not yet, but at least wait for me a sec." When I got my pants down, Kim smiled to see that I was also commando. (Orv wondered about the term at first, but figured it out from context.) Kim swiftly turned her back to me, leaned over, and braced herself on a bench. She was so hot that I easily slid into her, marveling at the feel of the tight walls of her pussy as they clung to the full length of my nine inch dick.

      Orv had wondered whether all guys had nine inch dicks; his was a good seven and half, but eight or nine?? That seemed to be the norm in the stories, at least.

      We quickly settled into a familiar rhythm, although the slightly cool breeze reminded us of the naughtiness of our situation. As I plunged into Kim from behind, I reached down to play with her D cup tits and to tug on her hard nipples. I felt so lucky to have found a girl with such fine boobs who was first, not ashamed of them, but moreover loved to show them off, loved for me to play with them, and almost equally well enjoyed loving her own breasts with their extra sensitive nipples.

      Then I heard a faint noise to my right and glanced over to spy an attractive couple rounding the same bend in the trail we had just rounded. They were about 25 feet away. Just behind them was a girl who looked to be 18 or 19. Her figure was AMAZING! Nice legs, shapely hips, a trim waist, and boobs that were having a hard time staying inside her half shirt. I swear, her cleavage went nearly to her chin!

      
        
      

      Then I looked at her face and realized why she was with her folks instead of some equally hot guy. What nature had given her from the chin down had been taken back twice over when it came to her face. Put a bag over her head, though, and I'd have been on her in an instant.

      Orv mused that this was an awfully cold assessment; he liked to look for inner beauty as well as the skin deep kind. But right now, he wanted to see what happened next!

      When the three spotted us, the father took his wife by the shoulders and pulled her to a stop, while the Mom did the same to the girl. They did not speak, nor did they advance or retreat. The girl's mouth fell open.

      I could tell that Kim hadn't seen the others, who were off to the side of her. She was moaning softly and looking down between her arms, watching her tits wobble in time to my thrusts. For my part, I did not acknowledge the others, keeping my head down - but with an eye on them just the same. But I swear I could feel my dick lengthen another half inch at the exhibition that Kim and I were providing. I had been close to coming, but I slowed down to savor the moment.

      I straightened to give my back a rest and gave Kim a light slap on her tush. "Randy, if you're going to leave my tits alone, then I guess I've got to give them the attention they need," Kim murmured softly. With that, she braced herself on her right arm and raised the other to rub her bounding boobs.

      I took another peek at the family. Still there, but no longer frozen. The dad had moved his hands to cup his wife's tits while she was now gazing at the scene ahead through veiled lids. With Mom's hands off her shoulder, the girl had reached under her short top with one hand and was softly rubbing her own generous boobs. Her other was on the outside of her skirt at the junction of her legs. The movement of that hand was faint, but clearly there.

      Kim had thrust her one arm in between her boobs, lifting one with her forearm while her hand reached down to cup the other breast. "Oh, I do love to play with my tits," she hissed, "especially with your hard cock deep in my cunny. And it is SO hot doing it on the trail, where anyone could spot us!"

      Orv had remembered reading that passage yesterday and being immensely turned on. The couple being naked outside, Kim's tits swaying in the breeze, and the family standing at a distance, silently watching and getting so turned on that they, too, were playing with all the boobs that were, well, at hand.

      
        From experience, I knew that Kim would soon be twisting and pulling on her nipples, tugging them out until they snapped from between her fingers. I also knew that her pussy would clamp down hard on my dick each time her nipple was released from her grip. And that would soon mean the end for my well primed dick.

      To forestall that eventuality, I slowed my attack on her pussy, but instead, I now began pulling my rigid member fully out of her hot cunt before slowly sliding it all the way in as far as it would go. I knew that this was giving the family a full view of my manhood from their vantage point on the side.

      When I next stole a glance at the family, the dad had his own hand under the Mom's blouse, and she appeared to be reaching behind her to rub his jeans. But the young girl had really gone to town. Her blouse was now fully unbuttoned, both glorious tits had been lifted out of her bra, and she was alternately pulling on each nipple, just as I knew that Kim was doing. And her other hand had now disappeared down the front of her skirt.

      Between that scene and Kim's pulsing cunt muscles, I gave in. I closed my eyes, moaned loudly, and unloaded a huge wad of sperm deep inside Kim's eager pussy, pulsing and pulsing for what seemed like minutes. When I opened my eyes, the family had disappeared.

      Exhibitionism and voyeurism - Orv had seen the words somewhere, but only in clinical terms. Now he was getting the real context. When he thought about it, the ladies who let pictures be taken for all the world to see the tits and nipples were sort of exhibitionists. And in a way, he was a much removed voyeur.

      Randy (and unwittingly, Kim) really enjoyed his exhibitionism, and the family, as voyeurs, got a real treat, with no harm to either side. Orv liked this concept.

      Orv, like Randy in the woods (and in Kim as well) was nearly at the point of no return too, but he REALLY needed to pee - NOW. He opened his own eyes, took in the room that was now his, and climbed out of bed.

      The desk caught his eye. What was he supposed to ... Crap! Milt's collection was still on the desk! He would need to move that and soon.

      Standing up, he reached for his PJ bottoms on the chair and something else caught his eye - a reflection from INSIDE the closet, just visible through the partly open door. Curious, he opened the door wider, and sure enough, there was a knee length mirror mounted on the back wall.

      
        Never having seen his whole body naked, Orv took a moment to check himself out. Not bad for a self-proclaimed nerd - well muscled shoulders, pretty close to a six pack, and his 7 1/2 cock was still pretty much horizontal. He rotated a bit to get a side view and felt and saw his prick wobbling. He twisted back and forth a little harder and felt his dick slap his thigh. Kind of interesting.

      But he also felt his bladder REALLY begging for release, so he pulled up his PJs and headed for the hallway. His prick was definitely leading the way, but he'd heard no sound from Kath's side of the hall. He softly opened his door and entered the hallway.

      Kath, for her part, was also feeling the need to use the facilities. She had slept later than usual and had awoken with memories of an unusual dream. It had begun, as had so often been the case, with the 19 year old memory of hearing the doorbell ring. It would be Biff, there to pick her up for the fateful and horrific date. She had been all aflutter, thinking of going off on her first date to the Senior Prom.

      But her mind already knew how the date was going to go, so, in her dream, the dread was taking over when she turned the handle to the front door. Yes, it was Biff. But as her heart sank, his form took on a new shape. Gone were his prom clothes. Instead, the figure was in a bathing suit - a tight one with a large bulge. Kath's dread was put on pause.

      Looking up, the figure was shirtless, with broad shoulders and rippling muscles. Wait - was this the guy in the poster? This must be another dream, and it doesn't have to end with the same shame and hurt that had tormented her for years. Could she control the direction of the dream?

      But the face wasn't the same as in the poster, although she couldn't quite place it. She looked back down and the swim suit had been replaced by some tennis shorts - just like the ones Orv wore. And, oh my, there was a huge, long bulge down one leg, almost to the end.

      Kath felt her breasts lift and her nipples harden - a very new experience for her. Her breathing quickened. She looked down at herself and the prom dress was gone, replaced with a nearly transparent nightgown. The color of her areolas and nipples shown through clearly, and she found her hands reaching up to hold them, to lightly pinch the nipples. She started to feel wet.

      When she glanced up again, she was looking at her reflection in a mirror. Yes, she now had a mirror that showed much more than just her face. She looked at the woman in the mirror and realized that she was quite a beauty - long hair in soft curls, a pretty smile, and then those beautiful breasts.

      
        Then Orv was standing behind her, giving her a warm smile. "I love you, Kath," he said as his arms encircled her, "and your breasts are incredibly beautiful," he said with tender sincerity as he stared at them in the mirror. One hand held her right boob, and her nipple pressed into his palm.

      Then he was in front of her and she felt the length of his hard penis, still inside the tennis shorts, but pressing into her abdomen from her hip all the way to ... well, to the site of her wetness. She grew weak in the knees and began to tremble all through her body. Yes, this is the way this dream needs to go from now on, she thought.

      But before she could get more excited, she had to find a bathroom - she really needed to pee. But everything was out of place, and each door she opened just led to another hallway. And then she woke up.

      Kath needed the bathroom, but like Orv, found herself disoriented in the new house and so took a few moments to take stock. Unlike Orv, she remembered every detail of her dream, and she went over the sequence in her mind.

      Ever since the incident with Biff that had left her bruised in both body and soul and pregnant with Orv, the nightmares had been a part of her life. True, they had become less frequent, but they had always left her in a terror.

      Her eyes caught sight of Mr. Craig in the poster, wading out of the water. In a whisper she said, "Thank you, Daniel, whoever you are." If she could go to sleep with that hunk of a man looking down on her and if he could turn the nightmares into sweet dreams, then perhaps the poster should stay on the wall after all.

      Then she remembered Orv's role in the dream and her mind went into turmoil. Their ritual kiss good night had been far different from any before, and pieces of it had found their way into her dream.

      Kath, he's your SON, she said to herself. But at the same time, her body was reacting to the images and feelings in her head - her breasts were swelling, the nipples were stiffening, and a warm, safe feeling was spreading through her body.

      Then, almost of its own accord, her right hand had found her left boob - and she gave a start and pulled her hand away quickly. Kath had forgotten that she was not in her typical sleep bra and heavy nightgown, so instead of all of that material, her hand had come to rest on a very nearly bare bosom - covered only in the thin, virtually sheer nighty she'd found in Angel's dresser.

      
        What is happening to me, Kath wondered, although her hand tentatively returned and began to cup her boob, gently exploring its silky softness. She shivered when her finger found her nipple, which immediately stiffened. All these years have gone by and I never felt worthy of being loved, at least by a grown man. She had never let Orv know of the shame she had harbored, but it had taken its toll.

      In just the last day, though, she had had so many feelings wash over her, feelings that, let's face it, made her feel like a woman for the first time in her life. As she mulled over the recent events, her index finger toyed idly with her nipple. On its own, her nipple responded.

      There had been the drinks, which had relaxed her beyond measure. Then there was the porn movie, which, while first putting her off, had ended up getting her turned on, despite herself. Kath started to twist her nipple, mimicking the motions of one of the porn girls. But at the same time she realized that she REALLY must get to the bathroom.

      Then there was Zhivago, with the tender affection that the doctor had shown both of the women that he loved. She ached for him, remembering how he could not catch up with Laura at the end. Kath cupped both of her boobs and squeezed them tight at the memory.

      Finally, she remembered the alcohol infused finale of the evening - having no choice but to wear one of Angel's sheer nighties, watching and feeling how her heavy boobs moved as she walked, braless to the bathroom and then to Orv's room. The way he fought to keep from staring at her nipples, the way he felt in her arms, the security she had felt in his love, the feel of her right boob in his masculine hand, the flood of emotions ...

      Speaking of floods, it was REALLY time to find the bathroom!

      Kath had not yet found a bathrobe, and there had not been a peep from outside her bedroom for at least five minutes, the time she'd been awake, so she padded softly to her bedroom door, unable to control the wobble of her unrestrained tits, hoping to duck into the bathroom without running into Orv. The touch of the gauzy fabric made her nipples stiffen even further.

      The hallway was unlit, but bright sunshine was pouring in the windows downstairs, so when Orv and Kath both entered the hallway at the same moment, the half-light was more than sufficient to reveal two (well, three) things - first, that Orv's dick was straining the limits of his pajama bottoms, and second (and third), that Kath's nipples were beyond stiff and were not hidden in the least by the nighty.

      "Oh, Kath - sorry, I didn't hear you" said Orv, as his hand moved to bring his dick in close to his body. "Sorry, I guess I really need to pee." As was the case the night before, Orv fought a losing battle to look at his Mom's face - her boobs and their stiff nipples were like magnets. And then there was the shaded triangle below...

      "Um," said Kath, who had a similar struggle, first taking in the size of the tent her son's penis was making in his pajamas before forcing herself to look at his face. "I need to pee, too, but you go ahead, I'll go downstairs." Kath had been so flustered that she hadn't really realized how naked she was to her son's admiring eyes.

      Orv decided it was best to sit down, since he totally failed at aiming his dick at the bowl while standing, but even then, despite how full his bladder was, it took some time before his physiology could let go of basic reproductive instincts so that the needed muscles could relax to allow urination.

      Well, that was embarrassing, he thought. But she raised me, she knows about a piss hard-on. Still, he thought, I did get another look at Kath's breasts, but this morning with the benefit of daylight! He burned another image into his memory, this time with light filtering in from the side. Her left breast had been in half light, with the illumination hitting the outer half of her boob, stopping roughly at her nipple, which had certainly seemed contracted. I wonder why? The other boob was more in shadow, but the nighty was thin enough that the coloration of her areola and nipple had been clear, nonetheless. When he finally finished peeing, he gave his semi-hard dick a stroke, quickly bringing it back to full attention.

      As Kath walked down the stairs, she could not help but to feel the wobble in her boobs, which went both left and right as well as up and down no matter how softly she padded. Furthermore, her nipples rubbed against the thin fabric of her nightgown, and there was no way to stop them from stiffening up. Kath had hardly ever walked anywhere without a bra until last night, and these were new sensations - ones that oozed into her consciousness in spite of herself - were quite the distraction. It does feel ... I guess sensuous is the right word, she thought. She allowed a little more bounce in her step (and thus in her boobs) and had to admit that it felt ... nice. Very nice.

      And yes, Kath remembered seeing young Orville, as she called him as a boy, with his penis stiff from the need to pee. But now - wow! The tent in his PJs was immense! Orv's penis certainly seems to be at least as large as it seemed when we hugged last night. Her nipples tightened even further, and had she looked, she would have seen that her areolas were tightened into knots as well.

      As she relieved herself, Kath asked herself, once again, What is happening to me? All these feelings, these nipples that won't stay relaxed, these sights - girls kissing each other's nipples, bare chested men, admiring (yes, admiring) my own boobs in the mirror - it was like a Pandora's box had been opened, but she could not deny that all these new sensation felt good to her.

      And the warmth of her son's love felt right, too. It gave her a comfort she had never known as an adult. And it really seemed that he found her pretty. She had seen his eyes stray over her body this morning, lingering especially on her breasts, and even without the booze, it had made her feel good and right and appreciated.

      She sat still, arms crossed on her knees, and replayed the scene in her mind. She found that her hands had lifted a few inches to her bosoms, gently cupping them. She did not startle this time. Instead, she closed her eyes, thought about the feel of Orv's dick on her lower abdomen, and started to rub her nipples, pressing them firmly into the soft flesh of her breasts. She would wipe away the wetness - from both sources - in a few minutes...

      Orv, for his part, was also lost in a reverie, stroking his prick in comfort now, without having to suppress the signals from his bladder. Yes, Kath was his mother, but what was the harm in masturbating to the images of her breasts and nipples that he had etched into his memory banks? Of remembering the feel of her body pressing into his dick trapped down the leg of his shorts and caught between them in their embrace? Was it his imagination, or had she pulled in tighter against him? He stroked a little harder.

      Her breasts were so magnificent! The way they came out nearly straight from her chest, why they were just as amazing as, what was her name ... Amber's tits.

      AMBER! Milt's collection! I need to get those hidden! Yes a photo may be worth a thousand words and actually SEEING Kath's nipples was a thousand times better than any photo - but chances are slim of getting a repeat of the last 12 hours.

      With those thoughts, Orv flushed (but did he also hear water running somewhere else just a moment earlier?), washed his hands, and threw some cold water on his face. The urgency of his mission served to shrink his dick down to semi-hard, but as he approached the bathroom door, he heard footfalls on the steps. What to do?

      The reward of another view of Kath's body overcame the potential embarrassment of her seeing the remains of his excitement, so he opened the door just in time to see Kath start walking down the hall.

      "Good morning, Kath. Sorry I made you climb the stairs," Orv managed, while taking in her backlit form. Thankfully, he'd left the bathroom light on, so he also got the benefit of photons also bouncing of her gently rolling boobs, which certainly appeared to have very stiff nipples crowning them both. He could feel the blood starting to refill his prick; better make this fast.

      "Oh, that's alright," his mom replied briefly glancing at the low, but apparently growing tent in his PJs, "all exercise is good."

      
        
      

      "Yes. Well. Let me get some clothes and I'll hop in the shower, if that's alright." Orv really did try to keep eye contact, but his eye could not help but to take in the sight of her boobs, which rolled to a stop as she paused by her bedroom door.

      "Okay, that's fine. I'll need some time to look for something to wear from Angel's dresser. But do bring my clothes over after breakfast, won't you?"

      "For sure, Kath - first thing." With one more glance at her tits, Orv ducked into his room, closed the door, and immediately pulled down his PJs to stroke his now very hard tool. Wow, she really has an amazing set of breasts! It's a shame that she'll soon be covering them up again with her heavy bras and her nursing home uniform.

      Dang! Milt's collection! Orv pulled his PJs up over his twitching dick so he didn't trip and quickly picked up the stack of collections - some photos, some stories. Then he paused. One quick peek wouldn't hurt, right?

      He opened up a story with lots of marks on it, allowing him to skip extraneous detail and focus on discussion of breasts and nipples. (As it turned out, Orv was quickly training his mental word recognition system so that boobs, nipples, and related words jumped out of the text anyway.)

      Ben told me I'd find my dinner clothes on the bed. What I picked up was a beautiful black number with a deeply plunging neckline and no back. I looked around, but there was no underwear of any sort - no bra (not that you could wear one with the way the top was cut) and no panties.

      Orv lowered his PJs and started stroking his cock. The rest of the world started to fade from consciousness. He read on.

      I felt me boobs swelling and my nipples stiffening as I stepped into it, naked as the day I was born, and pulled the straps to my shoulders. I looked in the mirror and sucked in my breath. The cut of the V went from my shoulders nearly to my navel. Along the way, the cloth welled out to cover - well, to partly cover - my D cup tits. The breath that I had sucked in had caused the fabric to pull to the sides just enough so that BOTH of my nipples were staring back at me, pointing out like oversized pencil erasers.

      I let my breath out and tried to pull the sides in. With some dedication and shallow breathing, I found that I could just barely keep my nipples covered - but my broad areolas (they are a little over two inches across) were a lost cause.

      
        
      

      I turned my body to the left and found that, with the fabric falling off basically the center of my boobs, there was a huge gap exposing the underside of my left tit and the lower portion of my rib cage. I felt myself starting to get wet.

      Orv's imagination, along with his memories of the photos, filled in a tantalizing picture.

      I entered the dining room knowing that my areolas were on display and feeling my nipples at full attention. The food was already served. Ben sat in one chair while mine was on the adjacent side, just to his right. Ben had on a white shirt and a tie - and nothing else. His erection grew as he watched me approach the table.

      I knew that taking my seat would result in exposing more of my breasts, and sure enough, despite my best efforts, there was no way to keep my stiff nipples from fully popping out. I tried to cover those nubbins, but I'm not sure whether I really succeeded. My state of exposure had me SO hot that it was all I could do but to stroke my pussy under the table.

      "Orv, are you getting in the shower? I'd like to get clean myself before breakfast."

      Dang! I've GOT to keep some perspective, Orv thought, as he hastily closed the folder, wishing he could have read more about those stiff nipples that kept popping into view.

      "Sorry, Kath, I was trying to decide what to wear," Orv improvised, thankful that his Mom hadn't opened the door. "Is it supposed to be hot again?"

      "I guess ... the breeze through the window is already warming up."

      "Okay, I'll get in and out quickly." Orv wondered whether that was also Ben's plan - to get in and out quickly. Probably not.

      Orv grabbed some shorts and a shirts and headed to the bathroom. Funny, it seems I forgot my underwear, he observed. He held the clothes in front of his still stiff prick and ducked into the bathroom. Kath was nowhere in sight.

      
        After the brief conversation with Orv through his bedroom door, Kath, still in the very flimsy nighty, went back to her task of figuring out what to wear. Her uniform still needed washing, so the choice fell on Angel's dresser.

      Let's start with panties, she thought. She lifted the sheer nighty over her head and shivered at her nudity, despite the rising warmth of the day. She felt her nipples stiffen, but tried to ignore them. She did not really succeed.

      She went back to the drawer that held what Angel had considered underwear. With a clear head (now that the boozy fog from last night had lifted), Kath lifted every strand (for that's all they were) of underwear out of the drawer. It only confirmed her suspicion of the night before - there were only thongs.

      With a sigh, she pulled out a black number and pulled it on. As much as she adjusted the wisps of material, however, there was no way she could get comfortable with the strings running through her ... her derriere. Giving up, she put it back in the drawer, resigning herself to wearing nothing on her lower half, at least until Orv came back with her own clothes. She felt her areolas tighten around her still stiff nipples at the thought, but she tried to push their pleas for attention out of her mind. Again, she did not succeed, and she now felt a wetness between her thighs. Well, no undies, but she had to find SOMETHING to wear. Let's try to find a bra, she thought.

      Kath had some memory, admittedly blurred by alcohol, of the selection of skimpy bras that Angel had left behind. She sighed as she put her hand on the knob of the dresser, expecting that she would find nothing in the least modest. But the sigh was really more out a sense of duty to what seemed to be becoming her former modest persona; despite the nod in that direction, Kath felt as if her breasts were swelling, and it seemed that her heart was racing a little in anticipation of the likelihood that NO choice would really hide her nipples. The tingling in those nips intensified.

      She pulled open the drawer and looked in at the jumbled pile and felt her nipples stiffen even further. For, as it happens, her vague memories were not half bad. There were lots of half bras, shelf bras, and bras with holes where her nipples would poke through. Her right hand strayed, unbidden, to her left boob, giving her nipple a brief squeeze.

      Kath! She admonished herself, releasing the aching nipple. There must be SOME kind of bra you can wear until Orv brings your clothes over from the old apartment! Although her nipple ached for more attention, she resisted the temptation to rub it just a bit more and tried to concentrate on finding a bra that at least covered her nipples, flimsy though it might be.

      
        She spotted a red number that at least appeared to have full cups, but when she held it up, it was so bright that it would surely show through whatever top she wore. Plus it was very lacy - surely the color of her areolas and nipples would show through as well.

      She remembered trying on the black bra last night, only to discover that it seemed DESIGNED to leave her nipples uncovered. Her breathing quickened a bit as she recalled the brief battle she'd had with the bra, trying to force her nips to stay under the fabric. So that one was out - or her nipples would have been.

      That really left just a flimsy white number, one of the few full bras in the selection, transparent though it was. She held it in front of her breasts and looked in the mirror. It was almost like she was nude - her nipples shown through, plain as day. Yet it seemed to be her only real choice.

      Resigned to her selection, she took a deep breath in (was it possible that she could actually FEEL the weight of her breasts when doing so??), exhaled slowly, and tossed the bra on the bed to put on after her shower. Had she looked in the mirror, she would have seen that both areolas were now twisted into knots, pushing her taut nipples even higher. But she did not need the mirror to tell her that.

      Okay, what about a top and maybe some shorts, she thought.

      Angel's selection of shorts was just that - short, and micro. To make a long story about shorts a little shorter, Kath selected a pair that looked like they might at least go three inches down her thighs. She tossed them on the bed with the sheer bra.

      She heard the shower start. One more piece of clothing, and I can soon wash away that sweaty dream, she thought. But then her mind drifted back to how nicely that usually bad dream had ended, and, without really realizing what she was doing, she settled into a chair, closed her eyes, and relived the so-much happier ending. Soon, she was cupping her boobs while her fingers found her now very sensitive nipples.

      Orv, whose dick had never really gone down, entered the shower and immediately closed his eyes, grabbed his manhood, and imagined the scene he'd just been reading. Did girls really think like that? Did they find it exciting to show off their nipples and breasts?

      Get ahold of yourself! Orv thought. Well, mission accomplished. But there's lot's to get done today. And let's not forget to stash those folders of naked boobs!

      
        Get ahold of yourself! Kath thought at just the same time, working to break free of her dream recollection. Yes, well, at least you were only massaging your tits and nipples and not, um, down below, she thought. Her own mother had made it quite clear that that area was off limits for recreational purposes. As she rose, though, she noticed something of a damp spot on the chair where she had been sitting.

      The dresser had no tops in it, so Kath went to the closet. Inside, she was pleased to find a whole rack of summer tops; she guessed that the winter ones were stored somewhere else. She pulled the first one out and held it up against her naked and throbbing bosoms.

      Oh, my, she thought - there is not much to this one. It was so short that it seemed more like a bikini than a top to wear anywhere but at the beach. She guessed that it would only cover her breasts and maybe an inch of her tummy - if she were lucky.

      The next was much the same, except that this one was extremely sheer. Holding it up and looking in the mirror, her nipples showed through both layers of fabric! She tried to ignore the sensations coming from those very same nipples and pulled out another top.

      The next number was more opaque than the others, but it was also very short. How did Angel walk around in public, Kath wondered. This top, she expected, would not even cover the undersides of her boobs. She held it up to check in the mirror, and sure enough, the beautifully rounded base of both breasts showed beneath the end of the fabric. Kath shivered as she put the top back in the closet.

      But Kath could not give up - there had to be something she could wear. The next top was cinched in tight below her breasts, but it looked like her shoulders were designed to be bare. That would mean no bra, and, holding the blouse up to the light, it was virtually transparent. Her nipples would surely show through.

      Eventually, she found a peasant blouse. Yes, it seemed to have little substance, but at least her shoulders and the undersides of her boobs would be covered and she could wear the bra she had picked out.

      She heard the shower stop and lay the top and the shorts on the bed, waiting to hear Orv exit the bathroom. She tried not to look at her swollen boobs and their stiff nipples.

      Orv had toyed with the idea of cumming in the shower stall, but he wasn't sure what that might do to the plumbing. Instead, he had brought himself close a couple of times, first thinking about Amber's amazing tits and another time reliving the encounter with his Mom's boobs the night before, but he held back.

      
        
      

      His MOM! He kept returning to that point - he loved her for sure, but was it right to think of her while stroking his throbbing dick? How about his math teacher, Miss Smith? She, like Kath, was a real woman, not like the photos.

      Yes, Miss Smith! Orv warmed to the thought of his view down her blouse, almost to the nipple of her bra encased breast. Oh, would it feel good to go all the way to release!

      But then, his mind pulled up an image of Miss Smith walking down the street, arm in arm with Mr. Packard, the shop teacher. She was showing even more cleavage than she had in school, but the surprise observation was how gloriously happy she seemed. There was a bounce in her step (and in her bosoms, of course) but she had been laughing and smiling and looking adoringly at the man on her arm.

      And while Orv wanted to think about her breasts, he couldn't help but draw the comparison with his beloved Kath. These were both unmarried women, both gorgeous, and both about the same age. Yet while Miss Smith seemed enraptured, Kath was, well ... "content" was the best descriptor Orv could come up with. There was always love for him in her eyes, but never a twinkle, never a belly laugh, never the hint of love for someone other than her child.

      Needless to say, this mental twist served to deflate Orv's dick. Kath deserved more happiness than she had had, and Orv felt guilty for never thinking of her as other than "Mom" all these years. He vowed to try to bring her out of her shell.

      With that settled and set aside for later, Orv dried off and let his mind wander back to Milt's collection of erotic stories and pictures of boobs and nipples.

      He pulled his shorts up over his naked body and wondered why it had taken so long for him to appreciate the delicious feel of being, well, naughty. But always in the back of his mind was a memory from when he was only four and had come out of his room with no underwear on under his pants. Kath had instinctively read from his body language what was going on. All she needed was quick peek down his trousers and a stern command of "Underwear - now!" to send him, red faced, back to his room.

      Even though he was an adult in the eyes of most, he lived with his Mom; still, it felt so good to go commando that he opted to risk it - at least for a while.

      
        With that internal debate settled for the moment, he pulled on the shirt, gave his dick one last rub through the shorts, and cracked the bathroom door. Good - Kath's bedroom door was still closed.

      "All yours, Kath," he called out, then ducked into his bedroom. He tidied up the room while waiting to hear his Mom start her shower.

      "Okay, Orv. Would you mind seeing what there is for breakfast? I'm starved."

      "Will do, Kath. Just want to straighten up a bit more in here first."

      Kath, still naked, took a peek out the door to the hallway. Good, Orv's door was closed. She entered the bathroom through the door off her bedroom and quickly closed the hallway door.

      As she stepped into the shower, she found her mind drifting to the fact that Orv had been naked in this very shower just minutes before. As she adjusted the spray, she remembered how masculine he had looked with his shirt off, how good it had felt to be held in his arms, how delicious it had been to find his hand unexpectedly cupping her boob, her nipple digging into his palm.

      Stop it! She admonished herself. He's your SON! She tried to refocus on all the work that needed doing. Shopping, the laundry, taking care of the AC and the cable ...

      The last thought struck her as she was soaping up her breasts, and the vision of the two girls on the porn channel came back with a vengeance. Before she knew it, both hands were cupping her tits and pulling on her nipples.

      Focus, Kath! With a supreme effort, she left her aching nipples alone and finished her shower.

      Orv reminded himself that he had two tasks - hide Milt's collection and get downstairs to scope out breakfast options. Somehow the later was of much lower importance.

      Looking around the room, he considered the options. Chest of drawers? No, Kath always put Orv's laundry away. The closet? Maybe on the shelf? No, the stack was too high to easily hide.

      Wait - what is that blinking light on the shelf over the desk? Cool - Milt had a laptop. That will be a real help with school. But back to securing those precious folders.

      
        Orv looked around a bit more, but did not find any great options. Finally, in the manner of all young men, he settled on the bed. Spread out in several small stacks, they'd never be noticed under the mattress.

      Orv dutifully distributed most of the sets of photos, pausing only briefly to take in the naked boobs and nipples, until recently such a mystery, before settling them in under the mattress. But with the shower still running, he opened the last folder, which had more stories. Orv wasn't sure what he liked more - naked boobs, or erotic stories. He began to read. Most stories only had marks for certain paragraphs, but this one seemed to be in a class of its own - all hot.

      California girls have the sunshine, but I'd put my soft white 36D boobs up against any of them!

      Now, there's an image, thought Orv. He skipped down a little.

      I settled into the tub. Elaine and her husband Bill were coming for dinner to celebrate the approval of my thesis. They were both only five or six years older than me, and so hot!

      I squeezed my tits together, then slid the bar of soap in between them, moving it up and down in my generous cleavage, pretending it was Bill's dick. It felt so good!

      When my boobs became too slippery for that fantasy, I fully lathered my breasts and cupped my tits while I imagined how the evening might go. I lifted my boobs, pretending that I was presenting them to Elaine. Pinching my nipples, I thought of how I might seduce them both.

      I reached between my legs with one hand while I continued to pull on my nipples. In no time, a shattering orgasm overtook me.

      Orv came back to reality briefly. Good, the shower was still on. He rubbed his cock through the shorts and kept reading.

      The strength of my orgasm surely influenced the way I dressed. I chose a pale green quiana top that was nearly transparent; my nipples showed through very clearly. I tied it under my boobs so that most of my belly was showing - as well as a good deal of my breasts. The wide area of cleavage showed to within an inch or less of my areolas.

      I chose a short wraparound skirt that came to mid-thigh. Wanting to be open to whatever might happen, I did not wear any panties.

      
        
      

      Crap! How long has the shower been off? Orv, dick poking the front of his shorts out obscenely, quickly hid the last folder under the mattress and tiptoed downstairs. With astonishing speed, he had the table set and had pulled out two boxes of cereal, one of which was Kath's favorite. He tasted the milk and found that it was still good. Now if only his cock would shrink a little more, he'd have no worries. He had always worn jockeys, so he'd have to be very careful not to let Kath spot his swaying dick. No repeat of the episode when he was four, please.

      Meanwhile, Kath had wrapped a towel around herself and headed to her bedroom. Closing the door, she slid the towel off (why were her nipples now SO sensitive to the slightest contact? They never had been before...) and walked naked to the dresser. She tried valiantly to ignore the delicious sensations radiating from her boobs as they softly wobbled on her chest. She failed. Her nipples stiffened further.

      Kath moved to the bed where she had laid out the clothes she planned to wear. Right, no panties, she remembered, feeling a flush redden her face. Well, at least there was a bra. She picked it up, hoping it might not be as transparent as she remembered. Then she saw her fingers through the fabric and realized that, yes, it was.

      She reached behind her back to get hold of both ends of the bra, with the cups behind her back, then brought the ends to her belly. Lifting her boobs with the backs of her hands to spot the latch (oh, that does feel nice) she slid the hooks into the loops and swiveled the bra around.

      Next, she slid her arms through the straps, then leaned forward and reached into each cup so as to settle her bosoms properly. Kath had performed this maneuver thousands of times, but the feel of her fingers on her breasts was almost electric this time. Her middle fingers rubbed both of her stiff nipples simultaneously, and Kath involuntarily let out an audible "Oh my!" and she doubled over a bit as a spasm shot through her pussy. Yes, she had donned bras thousands of times before, but doing so with pre-stiffened nipples was a first. To tell the truth, they never HAD been stiff under any circumstance until yesterday...

      After a few second to recover from her mini orgasm, she turned and looked in the mirror. Yes, she had a bra on, but her (very stiff) nipples were hardly concealed. They were two pink bull's eyes surrounded by areolas that were now also contracting.

      But what choice do I have, she thought. My own bra is in the dirty clothes pile, and Angel did not leave me with any better options. Besides, Orv has already seen me wearing nothing more than a sheer nightgown. So if he sees my nipples again, no big deal, right? Right? She fought back from having another contraction, only partially convinced of her argument with herself.

      
        Then, through the door and from downstairs, she heard, "Kath, I've pulled out some cereal - is that okay, or would you like some eggs? It think they are still good."

      "Cereal is okay, Orv, I'll be down in a moment," Kath managed.

      She pulled on the peasant blouse and resisted the temptation to look in the mirror. If her nipples showed through both the bra and the blouse, so be it - she had no other options.

      She picked up the "long" pair of shorts that she'd left on the bed and pulled them up. My goodness, they were roomy, she thought. Still they did cover her privates. But they were very far from tight. It felt like there was an inch or more of open space around all sides of her thighs.

      Kath shivered at how loose they felt, especially since she had no panties on. It was probably her imagination, but she could almost feel a breeze circulating around her front and her backsides. She wanted to check for better shorts, but Orv was waiting for her.

      She quickly headed downstairs, forgoing a look in the mirror. Her nipples begged for attention. What is happening, she thought. Is this house possessing me?

      When Kath entered the kitchen, Orv's breath was taken away. To Orv's eye, Kath was the vision of a goddess. Her long, amber hair framed a breathtaking face. But as his eyes wandered south, he took in the amazing form of his Mom's volcanic torso, only lightly covered by a largely see through peasant blouse and an amazingly short pair of loose fitting shorts. He could have easily slid his hand under those shorts at any point in the circumference of her legs. Her long, shapely legs fell to the floor with no hose, no shoes.

      But it was her blouse that held his focus, long after the full length appraisal. Yes, it sure seemed like she had a bra on (he had not detected the same level of boob movement as last night), but neither the bra nor the blouse did much to hide the coloration of her nipples; in the morning sunlight, the contrast between her areolas and nipples and the whiteness of the rest of her breasts was clear as day despite the light coloration of her nips.

      "Are you okay, Orv?" Kath asked. She was very aware of his gaze and felt, with some wonder, a tingle down below as her nipples came further to attention. Her pulse quickened.

      "Uh - sure. Sorry. I'm not used to you with your hair down. Um - you really look lovely, you know." Orv fought to control the flow of blood into and out of his dick, but it seemed intent on a one way trip - south.

      
        
      

      Kath blushed a bit and felt her nipples stiffen even further. "Well, thank you, Orv. I know I'm an old biddy, but it is nice to hear such a compliment."

      "Really, Mom, you are a very pretty woman."

      "Thank you, Orv, it's nice to know that at least my son thinks so. What did you find for breakfast?" she asked, hoping that a neutral topic would ease the throb from her nubbins - and from below.

      "Oh - well, here's the cereal that you used to eat at home, and I'll give this a try," replied Orv, who was also glad for the interruption.

      Orv was able to remain seated, thus concealing his lack of underwear, and clicked on the TV remote (being able to watch television was a novelty for them both), and the two of them dipped into their cereal bowls. But as much as he tried, Orv could not take his eyes off Kath's amazing tits. The sunlight was hitting the floor behind Kath, and the reflected light outlined her left tit in full detail.

      Yes, she had a bra on, but that amazing profile was being etched in his mind. He could see the underside of her boob as it lifted straight out from her rib cage, reached a peak (was that really her nipple poking out?), then retreated back toward her shoulder. God, it was magnificent! One hand casually dropped from the table and into his lap, where he gently ran a finger up and down his now rigid cock.

      Although Kath pretended to look at the TV, she spent most of her time looking out of the corner of her eye at Orv's own gaze - she knew that he was looking at her tits, and it made her feel warm inside. It also kept her nipples on alert, despite her best intentions.

      "So, what do you think of this crazy election?" she ventured after a story that almost sounded too ridiculous to be true.

      "Huh ... oh ... I can't believe how bad my choices are for the first time I get to vote," Orv managed.

      "Yes, it is very sad."

      
        At that point, a commercial came on and Orv recalled his resolve to bring Kath out of her shell. After a pause, Orv ventured, "Mom, I know that it was a rough time when I came into your life. But it's been most of two decades. Have you ever thought about dating again?"

      Kath swiveled to face Orv, who managed to focus on Kath's eyes, ever thankful for his excellent peripheral vision, which he used to pull in the magnets that were her nipples. He was also thankful that that the table hid his erection, although he returned his hand to the table.

      "Well, my first 'date' was a really bad experience," Kath sighed, her gaze shifting to somewhere a hundred feet under the center of the table. Her nipples flattened at the horrible memory.

      "Yeah, I know - you've told me. But that was a long time ago. You're really not at all old, and I know you won't believe it from your son, but you are really pretty hot. I hate to think of you turning into a dried up old maid." With her eyes lost in a distant nightmare, Orv seized the opportunity for a deeply focused inspection of Kath's boobs. Definitely a bra, definitely nipples showing through - although they did seem to have lost their perk.

      "Oh, Orv, that is so sweet of you to say." With another deep sigh (Oh, my, that does bring your breasts to the forefront, Orv thought), Kath reburied the memory of Biff's assault. She came back to the present, looked into Orv's handsome face (Yes, he was staring at my tits again, wasn't he? Kath thought) and felt her whole body warm to the compliment.

      "No, really - you are quite a beautiful women. In fact, if I were just a little older and you weren't my Mom, I'd ask you out myself!" Orv blurted - and then immediately regretted speaking the thought that had just bounded into his head. Orv watched as Kath's face instantly flushed, and he knew he'd overstepped his bounds.

      "Mom, Mom - I'm so sorry, I didn't mean..."

      "That's okay, Orv, that's okay," Kath interrupted, then reassured Orv with, "I am your Mom and I am quite a bit older than you, so I'll never be your 'date.' I know you were just trying to make me feel worthy of someone else giving me a second look." All the same, the flush that come to Kath's face was only partly from embarrassment at the far-fetched concept of dating her son. Another part of her had really warmed to the intended complement - she was enjoying his focus on her breasts despite the unnaturalness of the situation.

      Eyes again downcast, she gave him a demure smile and continued, "But really, I am so much older than you, Orv. I've resigned myself to the fact that I'm beyond the point where anyone would find me attractive." Although she voiced her long held and deep seated conviction, she had to admit that Orv's attentions (plus the mirrored views of her own naked bosoms) were starting to break down those perhaps untrue beliefs.

      Let off the hook from his previous outburst, Orv pushed ahead with, "Oh, Mom!" reverting to his childhood designation for her, "You really are not at ALL old, and you are SO very pretty!" Orv wished he could be more expressive, but "very pretty" was the best he could do. Especially since his dick had consumed a good part of his consciousness while he divided his attention between her eyes (to see if she was noticing the direction of his gaze) and his gentle caress of her clearly outlined breasts.

      "Thanks, Orv..." Then, searching for a way to divert the conversation, "So how is your own love life?" she ventured, immediately regretting the comment. She knew very well that Orv had yet to date.

      "Oh, you know." Orv replied, his dick shrinking dramatically. "There are some nice girls in my classes, but they all seem to be 'involved' with one guy or another."

      "Oh, I'm sorry, Orv. I know it is tough on you at this time in your life. I was hoping for true love, too, but my date was not at all what I hoped."

      Thankfully, the morning news was back on, and Orv was spared from a further reply. Gathering himself for the next break, though, he ventured, "You know, Mom, if you were to 'put yourself out there,' without wearing your 'old folk's uniform,' I think you'd be surprised at how many men would ask you out."

      Although Orv had done his best, Kath would have none of it - at least aloud. "I know that you love me, Orv, but I'm your Mom. That doesn't really translate to the real world. Now, let me clean up here while you make a run to the apartment. I could really use a change into my old clothes." She picked up the dishes and turned to the sink.

      Orv knew when it was time to quit. "Okay, Mom," he said. With his dick now in retreat and her back turned to him, he headed up the stairs for his shoes and then prepared to head off to the old apartment. He continued to relish the naughty feel of going commando, but the risk of being caught weighed on his mind.

      Downstairs, Orv grabbed the fold up cart that he'd used before and carried it in such a way as to hide the motion of his semi-hard dick as he went into the kitchen to kiss Kath goodbye. With a "Back soon!" and a last glance at Kath's wonderful tits, he headed out the door.

      
        Walking down the sidewalk, he was acutely aware of the motion his penis inside his shorts, and while he loved the feel, the tension of being discovered served to keep him at no more than quarter staff. He was sure that everyone walking his way MUST know his little (well, mid-sized) secret.

      But as he met more and more people, he noticed that, if anything, the strangers made only momentary EYE contact before giving him a brief nod, then they turned their attentions elsewhere. And when he thought about it, guys who wear boxers must look nearly the same as he did - they just had one thin extra layer of clothing on.

      But knowing that he did NOT have on that extra layer - oh, what a thrill it was! Orv's tension over discovery eased; he then worked on his control and soon found that he could maintain just a slight degree of stiffness while fully enjoying the feel of being commando.

      Once at the apartment, Orv got to work quickly. His clean clothing was already in the house, but there were some dirty clothes still to be carried over. He pulled out a bunch of plastic grocery bags from the kitchen and stuffed them in.

      When he started packing Kath's clean clothes into another set of plastic bags, he sighed at the sight of the prim uniforms - plain white, thick, and largely formless. Worse was packing her bras. He'd seen them before, but now he realized how truly dowdy they were - solidly constructed, totally opaque, and with nothing that could be considered styling. The sleep bras were softer, but again, solid white and with no trace of excitement to them.

      He paused to pull out his dick, then closed his eyes and relived the visions of Kath's unfettered and softly swaying breasts, the stiff nipples, and the gauzy nightgown from last night; then the peasant blouse and the see through bra, displaying her beautiful breasts and darker areolas and nipples. He would miss them.

      But he would still see those nips after he returned to the new house, at least until she changed, so finished with her clothing and went to the kitchen. There was still room in the cart for a couple of bags from the fridge, so he piled them on top of the clothes and headed home.

      The walk home was much more enjoyable than the walk over, since his medium sized secret no longer concerned him. No one was at all likely to notice the motion of his cock, so he relaxed and let his erection build, at least a little. But he was still nervous about Kath discovering his state. He'd only ever worn jockeys, so the motion of his dick would almost certainly catch her eye, even if strangers would never notice.

      
        Kath had the kitchen pulled together in a matter of minutes, only occasionally noticing the breeze up her shorts. Then she considered what to do until Orv returned. The house looked like it had just been cleaned, so not much to do there. She did have her dirty clothes from yesterday, and while she had been too tired to be concerned about it last night, she had felt uncomfortable sleeping in sheets that Angel might have already used. If she stripped Orv's bed, too, she might have a full load of laundry to do.

      With her own sheets in the hallway, she turned to Orv's room. As often as she had chastised him (and even though he had claimed to be "straightening up"), she found the bed unmade and the bedspread on the floor where he'd kicked it off during the warm night. She sighed, then pulled the sheets and pillowcase off and threw them in the hallway.

      She located the linen closet and found spare sheets. That will be a treat, she thought - no more rushing the laundry through to manage with just one set per bed.

      Kath was not used to fitted sheets, though, and she was tucking the sheet around Orv's mattress when her fingers bumped into something - something that did not belong between a mattress and a box spring.

      She lifted the side of the mattress, took a look at what was there, then abruptly dropped the mattress and sat down quickly on the bed. My son has a collection of girly magazines! she thought. What was she to do?

      But wait - they could not be HIS magazines. She was sure (she tried to convince herself) that he did not have any at the apartment. Maybe they were Milt's. Maybe Orv doesn't even know that they are here.

      Then she remembered the flash of flesh tones she had seen on Orv's desk when they were hugging good night. Could that have been one of these magazines?

      Kath's mind was swirling. She did not know how to handle this situation. Orv was a good boy - always polite, never condescending to any girl - well, as best she knew. But he had certainly been eyeing her own chest, Kath thought, as she felt a warmth seep, once again, into her breasts.

      I wonder what kind of pictures they are, Kath thought.

      No, Orv is 18, nearly out of high school. He deserves some privacy.

      
        But what if he's looking at truly perverse stuff? What if Biff's genes were to kick in if he saw degrading pictures - torn clothes, chains, whips, who knew? I'm still his mother.

      Kath looked at the clock and realized that she had half an hour before Orv would return. Curiosity and her motherly instincts took over.

      She lifted the mattress and saw that there were several magazines. They had names like Funguy and Pentup on the covers and each had a picture of a pretty girl (or more) on the cover, and none of them had many clothes on, although nipples and the more private parts were covered. So far, not so bad - no torn clothes, no chains or whips.

      She picked up a copy of Funguy with one hand, only to have the entire contents nearly fall out. In a panic, she pulled it all together, set the mattress down and tried to figure out what was going on.

      The cover had a date of December 1980 - so clearly, Milt had bought this, not Orv. But as she'd surmised, the "contents" did not constitute an actual magazine. Instead, it seemed that the cover was more like a folder into which individual pages had been slipped. There were probably 50 pages in this one alone, likely all torn from other magazines.

      Kath, her heart still fluttering from nearly dropping the whole collection, finally took a close look at the first picture - and nearly startled once again. For there was a very pretty girl staring back at her who reminded Kath of the reflection she had seen of herself in the mirror!

      Kath felt uneasy looking at a picture of a naked woman, but well, this was research - at least sort of.

      If this girl were any example of the others, then Kath was feeling a little easier. The girl was alone - no man doing nasty things to her, no ongoing assault. More than that, Kath found her hauntingly beautiful. Her green eyes looked right into Kath's, the auburn hair hung around her shoulders, and her smile was broad, comfortable and looked genuine. She really seemed to be enjoying having her picture taken.

      Kath finally allowed herself to take in the rest of Amber's body. She was totally naked, but as on the cover of the folder, she was not displaying her lower regions. For some reason, that gave Kath another layer of comfort.

      Finally, Kath allowed herself to linger on the woman's breasts. Granted, Kath was a woman, but she had to say that these boobs were magnificent. One bosom was pointed straight at Kath while the other poked out at a right angle, providing perfect profile from base to nipple to upper chest. They looked to be as large as her own, but there was not a touch of sag. Maybe that was because her arms were raised to caress her hair?

      She knew it was silly, but Kath rose and looked for a mirror. There was one in the closet (which seemed strange, but, well, Milt had always been a bit strange) and Kath tried to see whether lifting her own arms would raise her own boobs. The light wasn't very good, so she took off the blouse. Well, maybe something was happening, but with the bra on, flimsy as it was, she couldn't be sure. So off came the bra. Despite the building warmth of the day, she shivered. Her nipples once more came to life.

      Yep, raising her arms did lift her boobs. She turned 45 degrees to the mirror and was startled to see that she could recreate the look of the girl in the photo - right down to the stiff nipples.

      Enough! What of all the other pictures in all the other magazines/folders? Did she need to look out for her son? A quick glance at the clock showed she could really only count on another 15 minutes. She devised a plan if Orv should come home before she expected, she'd replace any magazine she had out, grab her clothes (she was still topless) and dash for the bathroom, planning to feign a GI upset.

      She leafed through the first folder, and was quickly reassured that Milt's collection seemed to be pretty tame compared to her fears. The girls were uniformly pretty, never showed their privates, and generally just seemed to be enjoying showing off their bosoms for the camera. Kath tried to ignore her own nipples as she looked at the photos, but it was hard - and so were they.

      She picked up another folder from the middle of the bed. The first photo took her breath away. Instead of smiling for the camera, this model's focus was entirely on her own right nipple. She was staring at her nip in apparent fascination while her thumb and index finger seemed to be pulling and twisting her nipple.

      Kath stared at the photo, then looked at her own bosom. In slow motion, as if it were under someone else's control, she saw her right hand rise to her right nipple. When her thumb and finger touched the turgid nubbin, she moaned softly and felt a warmth flood through her. She was glad she was sitting down.

      Kath - get hold of yourself! Um, ... wrong expression. We're just checking out the magazines and now time is getting short.

      She flipped through several other pages and decided that Milt must have sorted the photos into "types" - this one was focused on girls touching their bosoms and nipples. Some of the girls were squeezing their big tits together just by holding their arms straight and putting their hands together in their lap area. Kath gave this a quick try and was amazed at how her tits swelled up; she had a mile of cleavage, and her nipples turned outward.

      Okay - only time for one more, and just a few pictures. She picked up one of the Pentup folders and was surprised to find that there were very few pictures - it seemed to be mostly text. Also, it looked like Milt had marked areas of text with dots of ink of different sized. What was this about?

      She started reading in the middle of a page. This one had just one big dot in the upper left.

      When the doorbell rang, I rushed to the door, my unfettered boobs bouncing wildly under my top. Elaine and Bill greeted me with smiles and appreciative glances at my outfit. My already stiff nipples, clearly visible through the thin blouse, felt like they would burst.

      I gave Bill a long hug and I gave Elaine an even longer one. I could tell that she, too was braless, and I longed to have her bosoms pressing into and rubbing over mine for the rest of the evening. But first there was dinner.

      Kath had not really noticed, but her right hand was cupping her left boob as she read, her index finger softly massaging her stiff nipple. She skipped down a bit.

      I struggled with my need for them all through dinner. I had finished before them and leaned into the table with my arms crossed in front of me. When I thought they weren't looking, I casually stroked my stiff nipples in the crooks of my arms. It only made my lust for them worse.

      Finally, in desperation, I excused myself to open another bottle of champagne. Once in the kitchen, I untied my blouse and violently pulled on my nipples while stroking my pussy with my other hand. I brought myself nearly to orgasm, then retied the blouse, but even more loosely this time. My tits bounced all over the place as I left the kitchen.

      Returning to the table, I grasped the bottle tightly and twisted the cork in such a way that my generous tits were squeezed together. Glancing down, I could see that this action had caused both of my areolas and half of each nipple to come into view. I looked into their eyes with undisguised lust.

      By now, Kath was tugging on her own nipple without even caring. Was this girl going to seduce BOTH Elaine and Bill? The concept was strange to Kath - but at least the story did not have any of the violence that Biff had inflicted on her. Kath found that the story was curiously more exciting for the implication that the girl wanted to show her nipples to both Elaine and Bill.

      
        
      

      "Kath, I'm home," Orv shouted.

      Kath panicked and nearly spilled all of the papers on the floor again. Then she heard Orv shout, "I just need to use the bathroom down here, then I'll bring up your clothes."

      "Oh, okay, Orv. I'm in the bathroom myself" she lied.

      Acting with amazing efficiency, Kath rearranged the folders, positioned the bottom sheet, then grabbed her bra and top and quickly tiptoed to the bathroom. Her bosoms wobbled crazily and her nipples were still stiff, but this might be out of fear of discovery, she rationalized. She was thankful that the floor didn't creak.

      Orv sat in the downstairs bathroom thinking dismally about seeing his Mom back in the "old folks" clothes - the ones he had just brought over - since she almost always wore them at home as well. Orv guessed that it was because she was comfortable looking plain.

      But, dang, she was one beautiful lady when she let her hair down and wore the clothes she'd found in Angel's room! Orv again closed his eyes and relived the breast and nipples memories that he'd reviewed in his mind in the apartment. He pulled his now rigid member above the seat and stroked himself while he remembered the views of Kath's nipples and back lit breasts. Orv was quickly becoming addicted to the feel of his right hand around his stiff cock, amplified by the memories of breasts and nipples this new house had afforded.

      Darn it! He heard the upstairs toilet flush and realized he'd spent all the time he really could stroking his dick and thinking about stiff nipples. He pulled up his shorts, sighed, and moved on to the task of getting their belongings upstairs. He hoped that he could hide his lack of underwear by holding bags of clothing in front of his shorts.

      Kath was flushed and shaking when she entered the bathroom. On the one hand, she was terrified of what might have happened if Orv had come quietly up the stairs and had found her, topless, looking at his magazines and playing with her own nipples. How could she possibly explain that?

      Then there was the question of what, if anything, to do with the magazines. She reminded herself that Orv was basically a grown man - a man with, she was sure, curiosities and urges. Certainly, she knew about his nocturnal emissions.

      
        What could she say if she confronted him? Her mind went blank. Should she just trash them some time when he was out? But what if he confronted her about that? Again, a blank. Would it be so bad if she pretended she didn't know? They were certainly erotic, but she herself had not felt repulsed by what she saw or read. She'd left the bed only partly made - but she could feign a sudden attack of the runs. Yes, that was it - just pretend she never found them.

      And, she realized, her nipples stiffening up a bit at the thought, if she did nothing and said nothing, SHE could still enjoy them, too! She closed her eyes and thought about all the pictures of boobs and nipples, then remembered how pretty her own tits had looked in the mirror. Then she recalled the story of Bill and Elaine, and, again without conscious thought, her hands rose to her breasts, first cupping their weight, then sliding out to catch her now very stiff nipples between her fingers.

      She began to moan softly as she pulled on and simultaneously twisted her throbbing nips. Then she opened her eyes and looked down at them as she did so. She was surprised to see that, not only were her nipples stiff, but that the surrounding areolas were also crinkled up as well.

      As both nipples simultaneously slipped from her grasp, she felt a spasm deep within her, followed by another and another, the last two unbidden. What a wonderful feeling! She began to moan a little more loudly while recapturing her nips and using them to pull her breasts upward - but then quickly abandoned them to clamp both hands over her mouth to stifle a louder moan. Orv is in the house! Her pussy spasmed twice more as her boobs settled back down from the abrupt pull and release.

      What am I doing! I've got to see if I can finish making Orv's bed, do some laundry, maybe act normal!

      Kath wiped herself and was startled at the wetness, since she hadn't peed. With trembling hands, she pulled up the shorts, still with no underwear, and fumbled with the bra. Dang, there were a lot of mirrors! It was hard to avoid noticing her ample tits as they bobbed around. Her nipples stayed rock hard.

      She adjusted her boobs in their flimsy enclosure and shivered once more as she failed to avoid touching her nips. She settled the peasant blouse over her head and looked in the mirror. No wonder Orv kept sneaking glances at my tits - those nipples really show through quite clearly. They stiffened a bit more as she realized how much she had liked knowing that he was looking at her boobs.

      Was that so wrong? Goodness knows, no one else has ever looked at my breasts with real admiration (Biff's grotesque lust did not count), and what's wrong with finally feeling pretty? I'm certainly as pretty as Amber, she mused, looking in the mirror at her proud tits and shaded nipples again.

      
        And Orv is such a kind, sweet boy - but so shy that he hardly even talks to girls, let alone asks one for a date. Why shouldn't I let him enjoy looking at his old mother, if he really wants to. And he sure does seem to! He wouldn't hurt a fly let alone his beloved "Kath."

      Another feeling of warmth swept through her as she shook her head and tried to come back to the present. But is this really okay? I'm not really sure, she mused. With muddled thoughts, she flushed the toilet, splashed some water on her face, and moved unsteadily back to Orv's room to finish making the bed. In her haste and confusion, she left the bathroom light on.

      The magazines! Are they still okay? There are so many more naked bosoms to view, so many more nipples to examine, so many more erotic stories to read! Orv forgot about the cart and hurried up the stairs, forgetting Kath's clothing as he fought to keep his dick under control.

      When Orv noticed the laundry in the hall and saw that Kath was making his bed, his heart (and his dick) sank. The magazines! What if she had discovered them? What would she say? What could HE say? That they were Milt's? But why would a grown man hide them under the mattress? Well, what would be would be. He could only hope she hadn't spotted them.

      "Oh, thanks, Kath, I'll finish up," Orv said, doing his best to sound casual and helpful. "Sorry I left my bed unmade - again."

      "Well, I just wanted to get a load of laundry going, and who knew when the sheets were last changed. Did you bring my clothes up?"

      Cursing himself inwardly, Orv replied, "Sorry, I'll bring them right up. I'll need to put away the groceries I brought over first."

      Between the fear about having the magazines discovered and the fear of being found commando, Orv felt he had to address at least the one in his control. Downstairs, he quickly put the groceries away, cursing inwardly when he found that the milk jug had managed to flip over and had leaked some, then he dug down in the pile of bags to get to the dirty clothes, where he fished out a pair of jockey shorts.

      Moving quietly (and with some regret), he slipped off the shorts and redressed with the jockeys on. He vowed to find a way to go commando whenever he could, though. Then he hurried up the stairs, dropping a set of bags in Kath's room before going back for the rest of the laundry.

      
        "We both have closets now, Orv," Kath commented, moving from his room to hers. "You can finally hang up your shirts and long pants. And thanks for bringing up my clothes. You are the nicest kid. Or young man, I guess I should say!"

      Orv blushed a bit and they both went into their rooms to deal with their clothes.

      "Orv, what's this on my uniforms?" Kath wailed.

      Orv dashed over and looked at the large wet spots on both of the clean uniforms.

      "What the ... Oh, my goodness! I'm so sorry, but I put the groceries on top since I wanted to bring as many clothes as possible. And I just discovered that the milk bottle got turned over and leaked when I unpacked that bag. I didn't think to check to see whether it had leaked through the plastic bag, but I guess it did. I'm so sorry I didn't pack more carefully."

      "Oh, Orv, that's alright - I'll just throw them in with the sheets. Guess I'll have to wait a bit longer before I can change."

      Despite his best intentions, Orv couldn't help but steal a glance at those precious nipples. They'd be there for at least a little longer.

      "If you show me, I could get the laundry started. But at least it must be a little cooler for you, in this warm house, to be dressed the way you are," he ventured.

      Dang it, why do my nipples always get stiff when he looks at me like that, Kath wondered to herself.

      "Well, these clothes are certainly a lot less than I'm used to," she admitted, noticing the breeze that just happened to blow in the curtains on its way to a gentle caress of her most female parts. Was it really okay for her to be enjoying his furtive glances? To enjoy the sensation of only having a thin layer of cloth between her - um - private regions and the rest of the world? "But I'm getting a little more comfortable wearing them, at least in the house with just you around."

      Yes! thought Orv. That's progress! Maybe she'll loosen up even more tomorrow?

      
        "Alright, I'm glad, because you really do look spectacular." Before his dick rose any further, he escaped with, "Better let you get on with unpacking. I'll work on hanging stuff in my closet, but let me know if you need me." At least with the underwear on, his bulge was only slightly noticeable

      "Will do," Kath replied, while an unusual warmth spread over her as she watched her precious, handsome son walk away.

      Back in his room, before anything else, Orv made a quick check under the bed. With trembling hands, he was relieved to find that each and every collection was still there! His heart raced and his dick swelled, knowing that, even if Kath went back to her dowdy clothes, he would still be able to look at Milt's collection of pictures of stiff nipples and gloriously naked boobs, to still read the erotic stories ... but not now, not with Kath right across the hall and wide awake.

      Orv did not have many items to hang up, but why not. He looked in the closet for some empty hangers and spotted some at the far right. He gave the stack of clothes a push, then pulled out some hangers. He was surprised to find a small stool in the shadows under the empty hangers. Odd, he thought. Then he slid Milt's clothes back into position, creating an empty space in front of the mirror to hang his own clothes.

      But where was the mirror? In its place, Orv found that he had an only slightly shadowed view into the bathroom! He reached out and lightly tapped. Sure enough, it was glass - a one way mirror, mounted in the bathroom with a view, from inside the closet, overlooking the sink and into the shower stall!

      Orv investigated further and found that original mirror that he'd seen in the closet had shifted to the left, apparently pushed there when he'd shifted Milt's clothing out of the way. He gave the closet mirror a pull and found that it was mounted on rails. It slid, with just the slightest whisper of noise, on obviously well oiled rails. In its original positon, it neatly covered the opening between the studs that provided the view into the bathroom. Kath had uncharacteristically left the light on in the bathroom, or Orv would have been left with a real puzzle.

      "Oh ... my ... heavens!" breathed Orv quietly. He now understood why there was a stool in the corner of the closet. You were a sly devil, Milt, Orv mused.

      Stealing glances at Kath's boobs and her precious nipples was one thing. Could he really bring himself to spy on her as well? Would he be called a "Peeping Tom?"

      That term brought to mind the police and some creep outside a stranger's bedroom window. This concept, watching Kath in the shower, was a little different - not threatening, not as aberrant as spying on someone he didn't even know.

      
        
      

      Voyeur, that was a nicer sounding term. Like the family who watched Randy and Kim showing off his dick and her bountiful boobs in the forest. The term didn't have the same threatening ring to it, at least in Orv's mind. Yes, not really kosher - but, and perhaps because it wasn't kosher, tremendously exciting at the same time. No harm, no foul in the forest. No harm, no foul here?

      As he mulled this new development and how he felt about proceeding, Orv could not shake from his mind's eye the chance of seeing Kath undressing, then moving to the shower, running her hands over her magnificent breasts as she bathed.

      Orv went to his bedside table and set his alarm for 10 minutes ahead of when he knew Kath would get up. He would wrestle with the decision between now and then.

      Would her nipples get stiff when she touched them? Would she look at her breasts while she did so? The answer lay in going into the closet to see. But would he? Could he?

      He told himself that he would debate the matter. But his dick was already telling him the answer.

    
  
    
      Chapter 4 – Kath’s Nipples

      
        Nipples. Kath's nipples. Orv just couldn't seem to get them out of his mind.
      

      Orv and his mother Kath had had lunch together half an hour ago, and she had gone off to buy some groceries. With no car, Orv knew it would be most of two hours, since Kath would be walking back to the store closer to their old apartment and 15 minutes further away.

      Over lunch, they had talked about the end of school, college, and making Uncle Milt's house their own home. Orv sensed a note of sadness in Kath's voice when they talked about him moving out, and he tried to reassure her that he would call, and maybe they'd even figure out how to use computers to chat or share their faces or something like that.

      But with her usual clothes in the washing machine, Kath had sat at the table still dressed in short shorts (with no panties, although Orv never guessed this!), a transparent bra, and a nearly transparent peasant blouse. Whenever Kath's eyes had been focused a hundred feet below the surface of the table, like when the topic of moving out came up, Orv's eyes had flitted quickly from her eyes to her nipples.

      
        
      

      Her generous breasts were no longer backlit at the lunch hour, but the subtly darker areolas and nipples, easily visible through the thin layers, were like magnets. Orv was, in a way, thankful that he had on his jockeys, because that meant he could allow his manhood to swell without worrying about tenting his loose fitting shorts.

      More than once, though, Orv had forced his eyes away from his Mom's boobs to verify that her eyes were still on some distant point only to find that, without having moved her head, her eyes were, very briefly, locked on his. He was always unnerved when that happened, but at the same time, it seemed to him that there was a hint of a twinkle in her eye, and the very corners of her mouth, but no more, looked to have curled up a millimeter - the slightest hint of a smile. But that must have been his imagination.

      Orv had offered to go with her, but Kath knew that Orv had homework to do, so she set off alone and Orv sat at his desk and tried to work. For a while, he made some progress. But those nipples! When the laundry was dry, he might never see them again - Kath would be back in her prim old folk's uniform during the day, and her heavy shapeless nightgown at night.

      Orv sighed and tried to concentrate, managing to write another paragraph. Then, the erotic stories just under his mattress came to mind. He could read ONE without getting too far behind, right?

      He slipped off his shorts, then his jockeys, leaving them close by, just in case. Then he pulled out the folder of stories and started browsing. His eye was already trained to pick up on the words "nipple," "breast," "boob," and others, and he was stroking his already hard dick as he skimmed through the stories, looking for erotic phrasing, like, "looking down, I could see that my nipples were showing through ..." or "When I bent over, I knew that he could see down my blouse to my braless tits. I felt my nipples tighten, knowing that he was looking."

      Some stories quickly moved on to hard cocks penetrating sopping pussies, but for some reason, that didn't excite Orv as much as the exhibitionist girl showing off her boobs and nipples or the voyeur guy who was lucky enough to see those displays. Maybe that would change if he ever was lucky enough to make love to a girl, but for now, nipples and breasts were fine - just fine!

      He was skimming another story (funny, like a potato chip, he hadn't been able to stop at just one!) when he read, "her boobs were oozing out both the sides and the tops of those over-stressed cups." But his mind was processing three words that had appeared a few paragraphs higher.

      Wait - did that story have the words "one way mirror?" Orv scanned the story again, and yes, there it was. He decided to read a little more carefully, starting from the top.

      
        
      

      Accidental Arousal I was about to close my bathing suit shop one Friday night since the last customer had already kept me late. But then, this amazing beauty bounded up to the door - or at least her boobs were bounding, although she was moving at only a fast walk.

      And what boobs they were! They were probably more than a full C cup, but on her petite body, they looked even bigger. I could see that she had a bra on through the thin jersey top she wore, but her rapid approach must have caused her nipples to rub against the bra cups, because they were definitely pushing through both layers of fabric. Tiny short shorts and sandals finished her outfit.

      "Please, mister, could you stay open just a few more minutes?" she shouted through the closed door.

      If for no more than to get a closer look at those amazing nipples, I opened the door a crack and replied, "It's already 10 minutes past closing, miss. Can you come back Monday?"

      "No, my boyfriend and I are going to the Bahamas tomorrow and I promised him I'd get something ... um ... sexy to wear for the weekend. Please! I promise I'll be quick."

      Lady, just about anything you put on will be pretty sexy, I thought to myself. Aloud I said, "Well, who am I to get in the way of an exciting weekend? Alright, come on in, but I'm going to lock the door so that I can actually leave when you're done."

      Orv skimmed down a bit. The girl selected four or five bikinis which, the clerk noted, were all unlined. He directed her to changing room #1, then explained that he'd be in his office and she should call when she was ready to check out. Orv kept reading.

      My heart rate was already climbing (as was my dick) as I entered my "office." I pulled the drapes behind me, leaving me in total darkness, then I quietly sat on my stool to enjoy the show.

      You see, I had set up changing room 1 with a one way mirror. With the lights out on my side, I could easily see my customer, but she had no idea she was being watched.

      The girl stripped off her shorts, under which she had a pretty black thong. It was obvious that she had shaved for this little trip. She kept those on (per regulations posted in each changing room), but I held my breath as she slipped the top over her head.

      
        As I suspected, this girl had a rack that wouldn't quit. She must have grown at least a half cup size since she had last shopped for a bra, though, since her boobs were oozing out both the sides and the tops of those over-stressed cups. More than that, her nipples, which had flattened somewhat, were clearly visible through the lacy fabric.

      Then came the great reveal - she reached behind her back and undid the catches of her bra. I sucked in my breath and held it tight as she slid the cups off her magnificent mammaries. My god, they were amazing! Perfectly round, not an inch of sag, and pointing at me like headlights. I silently dropped my drawers and began to stroke my very rigid cock.

      She picked up the first bikini, pulling up the bottoms first. This afforded me a view of her tits dangling down and wobbling as she shifted positions. I do love that view of boobs hanging free.

      The next move she made, though, surprised me. Before she tried on the top, she raised both hands to her boobs and spent a few seconds rubbing her nipples, which stiffened immediately. Then she tried on the top, standing and turning to look at herself from different angles in the (make that "my") mirror. Her nipples were quite easy to discern as they poked through the thin material.

      The same routine held for the next bikini, and the next - rub the nipples, try on the top, and look in the mirror. For some reason, I didn't care if my dinner was going to be cold!

      The fourth suit she tried was all white. Or at least it was white until she put it on. Again, she rubbed her nipples before putting the top on, and again, they poked out through the material. But with this white suit, you could also see the dark shadows of her areolas and nipples.

      Beyond being semi-transparent when dry (my mind reeled at the thought of seeing this girl wearing that suit when wet!), it was designed so that the bottom of the cups could be slid along the string running under the boobs. The girl must have seen one before, because she seemed to know right off how to expose more of her cleavage, more of her side boobs, or both (all three? all four?).

      She spent quite a bit of time modeling this suit, and while it didn't really seem like her nipples had gone down any, she always took the time, with each alteration of the cups, to smooth the fabric over her nipples while giving them a little rub. She also spent a lot of time looking at her tits in the mirror, and I had a hard time (um, a difficult choice) deciding whether to watch her eyes watching her nipples or to look at them directly.

      At this point, I was stroking my cock like there was no tomorrow! I would stay late any day for this chick!!

      
        
      

      When she got to the last bikini, she again pulled up the bottoms and again rubbed her nipples. But this time, instead of putting on the bikini top, she kept working her nipples. With a sigh, she settled back on the little shelf in the changing room. At this point, with my peripheral vision, I noticed that she had rolled her head back to rest against the wall. She had also closed her eyes.

      But her hands never stopped. Instead of a brief rub with her fingertips, she was now twisting them clockwise, then counter clockwise. I couldn't really do that with my prick, but suffice to say, it was getting a good workout.

      Next thing I knew, she was pulling each of her breasts up by the nipple, pulling until they slipped from her grasp, causing each boob to settle back down with a delightful bobbing, swaying motion.

      Looking back, I can only guess that she must have wanted to see how her nipples, if stiff, would appear in the mirror under each of the tops. Then, quite by accident, she had managed to turn herself on. And I was the very happy beneficiary!

      With her eyes still closed, she then started to strum her nipples like a guitar - fingers spread, she worked her nipples with both hands, first slowly, then faster and faster. I tried to watch as one nipple or the other was depressed into her breast flesh only to pop up in the gap between her fingers. But soon her fingers were nothing but a blur. Again with my peripheral vision, I noticed that she was scissoring her legs against each other. Needless to say, I was reaching the edge of the precipice.

      Finally, she went back to pulling and twisting her nips again. "Oh, YES, Ted, you know how much I love it when you pull my nipples out with your teeth," I heard her whisper. This went on for just a few seconds before, in one quick move, she lifted her left breast to her mouth and sucked the nipple deep inside! In an instant, her whole body convulsed and I heard a low, "Unngggh ..." escaping from between her lips and around her boob. And as she orgasmed, so did I, shooting stream after stream of hot jizz on my side of the mirror. I made a mental note to clean that up in the morning.

      Whoa!, thought Orv, who was very close to shooting his own load. That story is SO hot! And I have my own one way mirror into the bathroom just inside the closet.

      Kath, indeed, was walking in the direction of their old apartment, with her goal, the corner grocery store that lay beyond, in the back of her mind.

      But in the front of her mind was the fact that she was walking around outside with no panties and only the flimsiest bra and top. She was SURE that everyone around her knew how she was dressed.

      
        
      

      Thankfully, she had looked in the front hall closet before she left and had spotted a bolero jacket. Without it, she wasn't sure whether she would have had the nerve to leave the house. The jacket did a just barely adequate job of covering her nipples. Luckily, the breeze was behind her, so the jacket, thankfully, stayed closed.

      The breeze suffusing her pussy, on the other hand, was something else. Intellectually, Kath knew that no one could know that she had no panties on - but SHE knew! Every time the air swirled around her female parts, she shivered with the truth that she was naked under her very short shorts. And every time she shivered, her nipples contracted.

      On the way to the store, she met a few well-dressed men, apparently on their lunch breaks. Through stolen glances, it seemed to Kath that they were appraising her long shapely legs, quite exposed by the short shorts, before taking in her wobbling breasts (thankfully covered up by the bolero jacket), and her pretty face and hair.

      On the first encounter, Kath resolutely averted her eyes, certain that the man knew each of the secrets of her dress (or undress, as it were). But Kath was nothing if not logical, and that first man had done nothing more than smile and touch his hat brim to her. "Nice day," was all that he had said.

      With the second encounter, Kath had risked meeting the man's gaze at least for a moment. This time, a smile and a nod was all she saw.

      With this jacket on, Kath thought, there's no way that they can see my nipples. And who would ever guess that I don't have panties on, she mused. With that realization, Kath walked on with a bit more confidence. Both men had seemed friendly and non-threatening. After a few minutes, Kath even started to almost strut, as the knowledge that she was naked under her shorts and that her bra and blouse did little to hide her nipples was unbeknownst to anyone else finally settled in.

      A slight gust of wind penetrated the inside of her shorts at that point, but Kath walked on, the shame and the trepidation fading. Before long, she realized, the breeze up her shorts and the bounce in her boobs actually felt good. She felt a smile pass across her face when she met the next business man who, like the second gentleman, gave her no more than an appraising look, a smile, and a nod.

      When Kath walked into the store, the blast of cold air assaulted her on all three fronts - the front of her pelvic area, the front of her right breast, and the front of her left breast. Both nipples were instantly taut, and the breeze around her pussy made her shiver, and not just on account of the chill.

      
        This is silly, she told herself, as she folded up her cart and shoved it underneath the grocery basket. Still, she could not take her mind off the motion of air under her shorts and the tenseness in her nips. She self-consciously worked her way through the produce section and then on through dairy and cold cuts. With Milt's inheritance coming, she added more items - fresh vegetables even! - than usual. Her nipples were finally calming down - at least a little.

      When she got to the deli and meat section, along the back wall, she spotted a couple about her age waiting for their order at the deli. They looked familiar, but she could not place them. The woman was quite attractive, with a generous bust line, a goodly amount of cleavage showing, and short shorts nearly as small as her own.

      The man was ruggedly handsome in a tight t-shirt that showed off his broad chest and well-muscled arms. He had an engaging smile and was leaning in to kiss the woman's cheek when she and Kath briefly locked eyes.

      Who ARE those two, Kath thought, as she kept her eyes down and moved forward. Glancing up, she saw that they were now both looking at her. Who could they .... Orv's math teacher! Miss .... Miss Smith! Yes! Kath had met her last fall.

      Kath felt a bit queasy, remembering that she had always worn her hair up and had her old folk's uniform on whenever she was out. For sure, she always had panties on, and no one in the world, save Superman, would ever have been able to see her nipples before today.

      Maybe the teacher wouldn't recognize her. Kath kept walking, eyes down.

      "Pardon me," Miss Smith said, "are you .... Are you Orv's mother?"

      "Oh - yes, yes I am," she managed, her heart racing. "And you are ..."

      "Miss Smith - Amy Smith," the teacher replied. "And this is my fiancé, Walt Packard. He's also a teacher at Lincoln. I think you and I met in the fall, is that right? I almost didn't recognize you - you look so ... different. Orv is such a fine young man, and a brilliant student!"

      Kath blushed and stammered, "Well, yes ... Last fall, right ... You see, we just moved, and my clothes ..." Kath floundered, unable to put her thoughts in order, "My uncle Milt left these in the house. I mean his daughter! His daughter left ... they both just died and we're moving in ..."

      
        "Oh, I'm SO sorry to hear that, Miss Smith interjected.

      "Oh, we weren't terribly close," Kath managed, then realized how awkward that sounded, "I mean ..."

      "Well anyway, I'm sorry to hear about your loss, and it's nice to have you in the neighborhood. I've just moved in with Walt."

      "Actually, Milt's house ... I mean, my house ... is most of a mile to the north." How do I get out of this, Kath wondered.

      "Our place is half a mile north, too" Miss Smith said. "Well, anyway, you look lovely in 'your Uncle Milt's clothes,'" she said with an appraising look, a melodic chuckle, and a wink, "don't you agree, Walt?"

      "Yes, you are quite enchanting," Mr. Packard replied, with a theatrical bow while reaching out to hold her hand by the fingertips, which he proceeded to kiss. "Very nice meeting you, and I DO hope we meet again," he continued, giving her a studied look and using a mock stage voice, but without a hint of insincerity.

      He had taken in her shapely legs from some distance away, but had taken advantage of the girl's talking among themselves to examine, as best he could, the design of her brassiere through her peasant blouse. The lights were bright enough that he knew there was a bra there, but it certainly looked to have very little substance. He had been wishing for a breeze to lift the bolero jacket, but no luck inside the store.

      For all her shyness, Kath admired the gentlemanly display, and gave a mock curtsey in return, her eyes averted floorward, while continuing to let him hold her hand. "My pleasure indeed," she said, although she did not realize that by holding her arm up as high as she had that she had let both Amy and Walt catch a glimpse of her right nipple through the blouse and bra as the bolero jacket lifted out of the way. The pair exchanged a quick glance but said nothing.

      "Well, it's been nice meeting you, Walt and ... Amy," Kath managed, "but I really need to finish shopping and get my laundry done so I can work tomorrow."

      "Nice seeing you again, Kath. Do say hello to Orv, will you? I know he's going places," Amy said. With that, they went in separate directions.

      
        
      

      "Did you see how she was dressed?" Amy asked Walt. "I knew she was pretty, but damn she's got quite the figure!"

      "Really? Gosh, I didn't notice," feigned her fiancée in mock innocence.

      "Oh, Walt - sometimes...!"

      Back at the house, Orv kept on reading - a new story now - and kept on stroking his tool.

      I watched the hired strippers as they put on a very realistic show. The girl with the medium sized boobs was hungrily licking the nipples of the girl with the bigger tits. With the attention, her nipples were definitely getting stiffer. Acting or not, it was hot - and so was I.

      I had positioned myself behind the couch, then realized that the corner of the couch was at just the right height for me to lean into it. I looked around and found that everyone's attention was focused on the two naked girls on the floor. I began to slowly rub my pussy against the corner of the couch. I felt my nipples stiffening and wished that I could give them the attention they deserved.

      Meanwhile, Kath was hurrying through the aisles, wondering what to make of the encounter. The pair seemed very nice, she thought. And when she thought of how handsome Walt was, she felt her nipples tighten once again. Kath, he's engaged, you fool!

      With her cart loaded with more groceries than she usually bought in a month, Kath left the store feeling in good spirits. No one, to her knowledge, had noticed how thinly veiled her bosoms were, and everyone she had met had been kind and respectful. She started the walk home, enjoying the warmth of the day and letting some bounce return to her step (and thus to her tits).

      Across the street, most of a block away, she saw a tall, muscular young man walking in her direction with a brooding look on his face. Something insider her told her to keep her head down and to keep the bolero jacket pulled closed as tightly as she could while she kept walking with her head down. She glanced furtively at the young man.

      Kath's heart began to race, but not in a good way, when she noticed him crossing the street on a course that would have them meeting in short order. She quickened her pace.

      
        "Well, well," came the deep, coarse voice, just as Kath reached a bus stop "what have we here? Such fine legs you have there," he crooned, making Kath's skin crawl. He came to a stop, and when Kath tried to pass, he blocked her way.

      "And what a nice jacket! Funny, it doesn't really close, does it? I gotta think you've got some great tits hiding underneath that rag."

      With that phrase - that phrase from her darkest nightmare, Kath convulsed like she'd been kicked in the stomach. She let go of the cart and used both hands to hold the jacket close against her chest. "Leave ... leave me alone," was all she could manage in a hoarse whisper before collapsing on the bus stop bench.

      Orv continued to read ... and rub.

      I'm not sure when Penny arrived, but I could feel her warmth as she sidled in behind me. Did she know that I was rubbing myself off on the corner of the couch? I froze for a minute. But then, I felt her incredible boobs slowly rubbing against my back. She must have known ... didn't she?

      I don't know what came over me, but I reached slowly behind me until my hand came in contact with her bare thigh. I heard a sharp intake of breath, but she made no move to push my hand away. I started to slowly rub her soft flesh, moving gradually higher. My pussy was sopping and I thought my nipples might burst!

      As luck would have it [hey, it's my story!], Amy and Walt, who had been watching from a shrinking distance, arrived just in time to hear the young man say, "Oh come on, pretty lady, why have you got your knees clutched so tight together? How's about you let me let some air in up those shorts? Or maybe you'd like something with a little more substance?" the boy sneered.

      "Hey, Griff," Walt all but shouted, "what brings you to this neighborhood?" He had let Amy take control of their own cart while he straightened up to his full 6' 4" height.

      "Oh - hi, Mr. Carpenter. Um ... see, I just came around to make sure Jane knew that she was going to the dance with me. Then this poor lady must have got too hot 'n' she collapsed on the bench. I was just volunteering for some mouth to mouth, see, when you came along."

      "Uh huh. Listen, Griff, why don't you just get on back to whatever rock it is that you call home, and I'll take care of this lady. Go on, go on ... she'll be fine."

      
        
      

      "Well, okay, Mr. C. No harm meant." With that, Griff sauntered off, but not without a backward glance or two and a lecherous smile.

      Orv's story continued.

      Since Penny had made no move to stop me, I felt emboldened and worked my way higher. My wrist was now raising her short miniskirt, but so far, there was nothing but bare flesh under my trembling fingers.

      I knew my hand must be near her hip height. Maybe she was wearing a thong? With my breath catching in my throat, I moved my hand toward the middle of her pelvic area.

      The girls on the carpet were now performing a very realistic 69, but the focus of my entire being was on my right hand as I suddenly encountered Penny's pubic hair. And still no thong!

      Moving slowly ever further, I finally felt my finger slip into the top of her slit. Indeed, she was naked under her oh, so short miniskirt! I heard another sharp intake of breath, but I dared not look behind me, for feat that the spell would be broken.

      "'Whatever rock you call home?' Wasn't that a bit over the top, Walt?" Amy ventured.

      "Well, we get a different breed of students in the automotive classes than you see in advanced math, Amy." As the two were speaking, Walt had moved to kneel in front of Kath, who had withdrawn into herself on the bench. Her legs were pressed tightly together, her arms were clutching her jacket tight to her chest, and she was rocking forward and back, lips quivering and a tear working down each cheek.

      "Kath? ... Kath, are you alright?" Walt asked gingerly. Amy sat down beside Kath and gently put an arm over Kath's shoulder.

      "It's alright, Kath," she whispered, "he's gone now. Walt will talk to him tomorrow in school. Did he hurt you?"

      There was a long pause while the two waited. They exchanged a worried look.

      
        Finally, Kath took a deep, ragged breath in and replied, "N-n-n-no. He never touched me. But it's strange. I felt like I knew him from an earlier time in my life. And it was THE SAME WORDS," Kath blurted as more tears oozed out and ran down her cheeks.

      "Poor dear," Amy murmured, "I'm guessing that was not a pleasant memory." She pulled Kath closer, and Kath started to sob quietly. Not knowing what to do, Walt rose and gently put a hand on her other shoulder.

      Amy just held on, whispering "Shhh, shhh" as the sobs and stuttering breaths rose and then slowly ebbed.

      After a few minutes, Kath wiped her eyes, straightened up, took a deep breath, and whispered, "I'll be alright now. I'll be alright. Thanks SO MUCH for happening along just then."

      "Listen, Kath, you obviously had quite a start." Looking at Walt, who nodded, she said, "Let us walk you home. It can't be far out of our way."

      "That's very kind ... Amy - but I'll be okay."

      "No, really," said Walt, "we'd like to see that you get home safely."

      "Well - if you're sure it's not a bother ... No frozen foods in your bags then?"

      "None at all," Amy lied. "It will be our pleasure.

      "That's very kind of the two of you," Kath said as they collected their carts and started to move on.

      At this point, Orv was nearly at the point of no return. This scene was SO hot!

      I'm not sure where I found the courage, but I slid my shaking hand downward, my index finger probing deeper and deeper into Penny's slit. I thought I felt her clit, but I pushed on, moving lower. Then, all of a sudden, my finger was immersed in slippery fluid!

      
        I rubbed at the entrance to her love tunnel, feeling my finger get coated with pussy juice. I moved back to Penny's clit and started rubbing it round and round with my well lubricated finger. Penny's breathing became more ragged, and I could feel her thighs rhythmically tensing and relaxing.

      When Kath, Walt, and Amy turned a corner, the sidewalk narrowed, and Walt could no longer walk beside the two ladies. It was just as well. After a few false starts, the two women found common interests in music and books, and Kath found herself opening up as she had never done before in her life.

      For her part, Amy chose to be circumspect when it came to the fright that Kath had suffered. Perhaps they might build a friendship, and maybe the details would come out later, but for now, sticking to safe ground seemed best.

      By now, Orv had totally forgotten where he was, what he was supposed to be doing, or even whether his Mom was in the house or not.

      By now, I was rubbing my mound against the corner of the couch with wild abandon, not caring whether Penny or anyone else was watching. The strippers seemed to be approaching the climax of their performance, as, indeed, were Penny and I.

      With seemingly nothing to stop me, I reached further behind me, searching deeply in Penny's slit for her sopping opening with my middle finger. Then, almost unexpectedly, my digit found its target, and I was in her love tunnel up to my second knuckle!

      My nipples were in such a state of need that I threw caution to the wind and cupped my right breast. I found my very stiff nipple through blouse and bra and pinched it - hard. I ground my pussy against the couch, hoping that I'd be able to finish myself off before the lights were raised.

      I easily pushed a second finger into Penny's vagina and immediately felt her clamp down on my fingers. She grabbed my shoulders for balance, and I heard a whispered, "Oh, my God!" And with that, I pinched my other nipple, and my own body convulsed into the most intense orgasm I can remember.

      Orv was all but at the point of no return himself when he heard voices downstairs!

      By the time they reached the house, Kath was actually smiling and laughing, and, for the moment, the incident with Griff had been submerged by happy banter. For that matter, Kath had even forgotten her minimal state of clothing.

      
        
      

      But somehow, as the three walked into the house, Kath was thrown back into a state of turmoil. The house. The place where she had started to awaken to her sensual nature. The place that had limited her to wearing Angel's revealing clothing. The clothing that had caught Griff's attention. The two factions were warring in her head, and right now, the shame was winning.

      Amy and Walt both sensed the change, and once the grocery bags had been lifted out, they knew it was time to leave.

      "Listen,' Amy said, "I'm sorry you had a fright, but it was really good getting to know you a little better. Now I know why Orv is such a fine boy. Here's my card. If you'd like to go shopping for clothes one day - maybe something a tad more modest than that outfit but a little more attractive than your uniforms - just let me know. You know - I bet we're the same size; you might even be able to go shopping in my closet," Amy said, giving Kath's figure a once over and flashing a warm smile.

      "That's so kind of you, Amy. And you, too, Walt. Thank you both for all you've done - I mean it. Lord knows what might have happened if you hadn't come along when you did."

      "You could also give me a call if you just want to talk some time, Kath. I've helped some troubled kids in my time, I just might be able to help you exorcize whatever demons are troubling you, too."

      As they edged toward the door, Kath said, "I'll keep that in mind, Amy, I really will. I wish you the best of luck for the rest of the school year."

      When the front door closed, Kath found herself spinning in an emotional centrifuge. On the first turn around, she thought of how nice Amy and Walt had been. On the second spin, she relived the emotionally crushing experience with Griff. On the third, she thought of how, for a brief period, she'd actually felt comfortable wearing her - well - her sexy clothing. But Griff had really made her feel dirty wearing them.

      But then the fourth spin brought her back to Orv, the one constant in her life. She needed a hug, and there was no one she wanted to hug more than Orv.

      "Orv, are you upstairs?" she called.

      "Yes, Kath, I'll be right down." Orv had already rehidden the erotic stories, and thankfully, the surprise of Kath's arrival had deflated his hard-on rather than pushing him over the brink.

      
        
      

      "Give your Momma a hug, Orv," Kath requested when her son arrived downstairs. "I just ... I just really need a hug right now," was all she could manage.

      "Of course, Mom, you know I'll always hug you!" replied Orv. "Is something wrong?" he asked as they embraced. While he relished the feel of her breasts as they pushed against his chest, the thrill wasn't quite the same, knowing that Kath was upset.

      "It was ... it was an interesting trip" she said. "I met your Miss Smith and her intended, Mr. Packard - they were very nice. But I also ran into some kid from your school. Griff, I think they said. Somehow he brought back some old and unpleasant memories."

      "Oh, Mom, I'm so sorry. Griff is a bully and a loser of the first order. Did he hurt you?"

      "No, he never physically touched me. I'll be okay, Orv," Kath said, pulling away. "But I really think I want to change into my uniform. I really want to take a quick shower right now, but the clothes are still in the dryer. Would you be a sweetheart and fold the laundry while I get cleaned up"

      Orv's heart sank, since laundry duty would preclude his hoped for session in the closet, but his Mom needed him, and there was nothing he wouldn't do for her. "Of course, Kath. I'll lay your things out on the bed."

      Kath was naked and in the shower in short order. Her goal was to wash away the dirty feeling that Griff had given her; then, with her old folks uniform, she could turn the clock back to before she and Orv had moved to this house, which had so quickly changed her life - or so it seemed.

      Washing her hair with vigor, Kath felt her breasts wobbling, her nipples awakening. NO! she told herself, trying to focus on fixing a nice dinner for Orv.

      Then she was washing her boobs, and her mind drifted to how good it felt when Orv had held one of them. As her palms cupped her tits, feeling he nipples start to pop, she said out loud, "Stop it! This isn't right!"

      Her pussy was another challenge, but in short order, Kath was drying herself off and (barely) succeeding in ignoring the signals from her body. She had washed Griff down the drain. Time to go back to her old life.

      
        On cue, Orv called through the door, "Laundry's done, Kath." He'd missed his chance to watch the show through the mirror, but he was somehow a little glad. With Kath obviously distressed, watching her would not have felt right.

      "Thanks, Orv. I'll be dressed in a bit and start on dinner."

      "Okay, I'll be working on my homework." And he actually did.

      Kath, dressed in staid brassiere, waist high panties, stockings, her old folks uniform and her hair in a bun, walked down the stairs feeling in control again. Sexless, but in control.

      On the way to the kitchen, she passed the bar, with the rum and Kahlua still sitting on the counter. She paused, considering a drink, but remembered how that, perhaps, had led to all the other events of last night. No, let's not go there.

      Still, she felt a void within her as she worked on dinner. Then the memory of the encounter with Griff intruded, and she started to feel down. Maybe a drink would help her forget. Rum and Kahlua, was that what she'd had last night? The first sip all but burned as it went down, but the taste was smooth, and in minutes she felt her shoulders relax. She hadn't realized how tense she was, then quickly finished the drink. She made another, and could all but feel her muscles go splat.

      Orv came down the stairs when dinner was called, holding his breath as he approached the dining room. Then, seeing Kath's stern state of dress, he let it out softly, resigned to the return to normal.

      "Care to tell me what happened out there? You seem really down, Kath" he ventured after a while.

      "Nothing that I care talk about - just some old memories that bounded to the surface. Not to worry, Orv, I've pushed those back down."

      They ate in silence for a bit, then Kath ventured, "Orv, do you think I was dressed slutty when I went shopping?"

      Orv tried to process this query quickly, searching for a response that was both reasonable but yet might hold out hope for seeing his Mom in something a little more revealing than her current state.

      
        "I don't know, Kath, I thought you looked fine. Yeah, the shorts might have been a bit short, but you really have very pretty legs. And with the jacket on, you certainly looked proper enough." Not said was how much he missed the chance to see her boobs and nipples through the peasant blouse and nothing bra.

      "Thanks, Orv. It seemed like a lot of fellows were looking me over, and - it mostly felt good that they were. But then that Griff character made me feel like an absolute tramp." She took a sip of her third drink.

      Orv made a mental note to see what he could do to make Griff's life miserable, but all he said was, "There will always be jerks, Kath, and Griff is one of the worst. But you shouldn't let idiots like that ruin your life. Like I said this morning, you have so much to offer. You shouldn't keep that pretty face in a jar by the door."

      The Beatles reference was not lost on Kath, who smiled and replied, "Oh, Orv, I'm not one of those 'lonely people' - I've got you, haven't I?"

      "At least 'till the fall," Orv replied, immediately regretting the reference to his departure for college.

      Kath's face went blank as she replied, "Yes, there is that ..."

      "Well, you know I'll be keeping in touch and coming home when I can." A pause, then, "Tell me about Miss Smith and Mr. Packard."

      Kath immediately brightened, and gushed, "Oh, they were so nice! They chased off Griff, then walked me home. Amy seems really sweet; kind and caring; she even offered to take me shopping." Despite her vow to suppress her erotic side, Kath felt her well-hidden nipples stir, although she wasn't sure why.

      Orv recalled his view down Miss Smith's blouse and commented, "Yes, she's a very kind lady, and she does dress nicely. Not as conservative as what you're wearing now, but in between Angel's tastes and that outfit."

      "I'll see, Orv. Right now, I think I'm going to set on the couch and try to put the worst of the day behind me. Would you mind cleaning up?"

      "Sure thing, Kath. Then I'll finish that homework."

      
        
      

      Kath settled into the couch with the end of her drink in hand and really felt the dark side of the day slipping away, finally. She'd been putting Biff into the dark recesses of her mind, now she'd do the same with Griff, and her life would go back to normal, especially now that she had her comfortable old clothes.

      When the TV came on, she was surprised to see Zhivago on again (she had yet to learn the frustrations of cable repeats). He had just found Lara after his long trek through the snow, and, in her alcohol infused state, she let her emotions mingle with the couple on the screen. She smiled and heaved a huge sigh as, inexplicably, a tear escaped her eye, and she felt a warm glow take over her body.

      But then, the stress of the day along with the magic of alcohol and the amazing comfort of Milt's (no, HER) couch fairly quickly led Kath into a dream state.

      Orv was actually working on his homework (seeing his mom in her uniform was a real downer) when he remembered Milt's laptop. Having that to write his essays would be a real time saver.

      When he opened it up, he saw that there were two spreadsheets open, along with a browser with maybe six tabs, and maybe eight Word documents. Apparently, Milt had closed it down before leaving on the ill-fated weekend without closing all the programs. Orv had aced his IT classes and knew this was not best practice, but who would suspect such an accident?

      Orv hovered his mouse over one of the Word documents and saw one labeled "To do," another titled "Insurance appeal," and another called "Phone List."

      But the others were more mysterious, with names like "Up," Down," "Side," "Lit 15," "under", and "beach." Intrigued, he clicked on "Up."

      When the document opened, Mort sucked in his breath and mumbled, "Oh, my goodness!" There on the screen was an image of a girl leaning over wearing a very loose fitting top; she was facing away from the camera and a little to the side, so Orv had a clear view of both of her boobs hanging down, clear up to her nipples! Amazingly, not much else, aside from those amazing tits, was visible in the image. Orv pulled his lengthening cock out of his shorts.

      Orv noted that he was on page 36, so he hit Ctrl Home to get to the top. This time, Orv found that the boobs on display had been shot from directly behind a kneeling girl, or from underneath, looking up. He couldn't be sure, but perhaps the girl was on her hands and knees, with the camera shooting up between her legs. Regardless, the girls bountiful tits were hanging down in their full, round glory, although sadly, he could not see her nipples.

      
        
      

      "Up," Orv whispered; "Are these all shots taken looking up a girl's top?" As he paged down, he confirmed his conjecture. And found that he had a new favorite view of tits.

      At first, as Kath dreamt, she felt a longing, and emptiness, and she was alone. But then, she was being held, oh so tightly by a tall handsome man. They were in bed, and she felt her nipples hardening as her fingers ran over his hairy chest. He turned and kissed her deeply, and she felt a wetness down below.

      But now, it was a draft blowing over her naked body as she walked past the fresh vegetables. Strangely, no one seemed to notice that she had no clothes on. Then a handsome couple spoke with her. Looking down, her still naked and rock hard nipples were now covered by half a jacket. It rubbed against them, making her shiver, but neither the man nor woman seemed to notice.

      With no warning, she was on the bench at the bus stop, with a menacing lout leering at her body, which was once again naked. In an instant, she was in the backseat of a car, with a different but similar brute ripping at her clothes.

      Kath was writhing on the couch as she fought her attacker. In the turmoil, her finger was clicking the channel button on the remote.

      But then, she realized that this had to be a dream - this happened a long time ago. She fought to focus. I can change this. Orv, my anchor - make this right! She immediately felt better. Then the tall stranger was chasing the lout away. Or did she know him? The woman with him - did she know her too?

      They all hugged her, and a peaceful feeling fell over her; she felt less alone than she had felt in her whole life. Her emotions rose, and so did her nipples. There was a hand gently holding her bosom, softly cupping it, her nipple in the center of the palm. It felt good.

      But then a voice - her voice - tried to say No, this isn't you. But that denial was drowned out by the glorious feeling of being held and being loved, and no longer being on her own.

      Orv could have spent hours going through the "Up" file, but was curious about the others. He clicked on "Down" and was treated to a screen that had two photos, one a blow up of the other. On the left was a picture of a woman obviously sitting in a public restaurant; on the right was a blow up, framed entirely on a view down the woman's partially unbuttoned blouse, showing her right boob in full profile, including a very stiff nipple!

      
        
      

      Once again, Orv sucked in his breath; his left hand, which had slowly been working his dick (leaving his right to work the mouse) came to a quick stop as a set of contractions overtook him.

      That is so hot, he thought. She went out in public with no bra, then allowed herself to be photographed at a restaurant with her boob, and even her nipple, fully on display!

      Then Orv thought back to computer class, where he'd learned about working with images. Putting two and two together, Orv figured out why so many of the images included only boobs; Milt had copied them from someplace, then cropped them down to the truly important bits - just the boobs and nipples. It was nice that he and Milt were on the same page about that. Although the paired pictures, showing the public setting, made the close up of the girl's boob and nipple that much more erotic.

      Orv paged down, then found a scene with a lady sitting in a park with friends. But in the close up, Orv saw that her hunched shoulders had allowed the photographer (apparently from some distance) to catch in inadvertent display of boob flesh. Orv began stroking his dick again, carefully, as he took in the delicate underside of her breast and the only slightly elevated nipple.

      She had no idea she was being photographed, Orv thought. The girl in the restaurant almost certainly had posed for her shot; this girl likely hadn't. One was an exhibitionist, the other had been captured by a voyeur. While Orv briefly wrestled with how he felt about the latter, he quickly decided that both scenarios really got him hot, and, assuming no harm came to either girl, then no foul.

      Once again, Kath involuntarily pressed the channel up button. There was lovely, intricate music coming through the speakers. Then she heard a soft, feminine voice urgently whisper, "Look at me ... Look at me ..." The need in the voice penetrated her consciousness, insinuating itself into her dream.

      The woman was now a few feet away, and her hands were holding her naked breasts, lifting them, fingers closing on the stiff nipples. Kath was in that in between place - not really asleep, but not really awake either. But the combination of the image and the erotic command made Kath shiver; her nipples responded immediately, for reasons Kath couldn't fathom.

      Kath forced the shrouds of sleep to part, trying to remember where she was. Sitting up a bit, she managed to focus on the screen, where she saw the naked torso of an elegantly beautiful woman sitting upright in what seemed to be a bed. The room had a foreign look to it, perhaps oriental, though she wasn't at all sure about that. Kath was still too groggy to really sort out where she was and whether she might, in fact still be asleep. Without conscious thought, her right hand cupped her left bosom. She moaned softly.

      
        
      

      The actress on the TV, who had long, dark hair and a model's face, had elegant hands - or at least the one that was visible was soft and delicate. While she looked into the camera, she placed the her left hand at her belly button, where she started a slow, sensual massage of her upper belly, moving languidly up to her lower rib cage. The girl's right hand was not in sight, but it appeared to be resting on her lap.

      The girl's partially veiled, unfocused eyes continued to lock on the camera, as she once again softly mouthed the words, "Look at me .... Look at me ...," as her left hand reached the base of her amazing right breast. Her bosoms, which looked completely natural, were of generous size, likely nearly the size of her own breasts, Kath thought. The only important difference was that the girl's areolas and nipples were a milk chocolate brown. Kath, still coming fully awake, still holding her left bosom, was mesmerized.

      Upstairs, Orv paused to listen. Nothing audible from downstairs. He clicked on Side, and once again inhaled, while valiantly working to not lose control of his most recent batch of cells bearing only 23 chromosomes. For there on the screen was a woman striding down the street, pedestrians in the background, wearing a blouse with an armhole cut so deep and, with perhaps aid from a breeze, baring her entire left breast. The full outline of her tit was on display, right from her ribcage, out to her erect nipple, and on up to where her shoulder was covered by her flimsy top. Orv was blown away.

      Once he recovered, he scrolled down, finding more of the same. The next shot, again taken in the street, was taken from a little behind the subject. Again, the armhole was wide enough that the view from the camera revealed the entire right side of the girl's boob, again clear to the nipple. Whether it was posed or not, Orv had trouble wrapping his mind around the situation. At the very least, these ladies had dressed with no bra wearing a top that would have let anyone, camera man (or woman) or not have a chance to see such amazing views of their tits. Orv decided he really liked exhibitionist women!

      Then, Kath watched in fascination as the girl's fingers softly rubbed her breast, lifting it slightly. Unconsciously, Kath was doing the same thing. When the hand reached her nipple, the girl's head rolled backward, her eyes closed, and she sucked in her breath. Kath's peripheral vision picked up on the motion of the girl's right arm, which was moving rhythmically although the forearm and hand were out of sight of the camera.

      The girl then started pulling on her nipples, first one, then the other, while her breathing turned to low, almost imperceptible moans. Her right hand was moving faster. Kath was not aware of her own breathing, but her heart was definitely reacting. Her nipples ached for direct contact.

      
        Like a light switch, Kath came to her senses. What am I doing? What am I watching here? Although her nipples continued to beg for attention, she moved her hand away and pushed the channel up button on the remote.

      Kath paused as she clicked through the channels just long enough to get a quick idea of what might be playing. "Side effects may include ..." click "Why wait until the moment ..." click "... bad credit, no credit at all ..." click. "Mom, you really should give that guy a second chance," said the boy, who appeared to be 18 or 19.

      Kath paused, her finger still hovering over the channel up button.

      "You're still young. Just 'cause Dad dumped you, you shouldn't just stay at home and turn into an old maid."

      A shiver went up her spine as Kath paused, frozen over the scene that sounded like her own life.

      "Oh, Keith, I know you're right, but there are so many jerks out there. I just hope you keep your sense of balance once you leave home," said the woman.

      The pair were sitting at a table. The boy was a handsome young man, blond hair, good build, dressed in a T shirt. The mom looked to be around 40. She had long dark hair and her top failed at hiding an impressive chest. Kath noted that the lady's nipples were pushing through the fabric, and she wondered whether her channel surfing had brought her into another porn zone. But aside from the nipples, it looked like an ordinary movie.

      "Alright, I'll text him that I'll meet him, then hop in the shower."

      "Good for you, Mom, you've got to put yourself out there to meet anyone."

      "You're a great kid, Keith. Some girl will be lucky to get you. Sometimes, I wish we weren't related and that I was 20 years younger!" she said with a smile and a wink.

      Meanwhile, Orv clicked on the file labelled "beach." Sure enough, there was sand or ocean water in every picture - but there were also lots and lots of girls in bikinis. Or more accurately, they were only partially in their bikinis!

      
        The first picture that came up was of a girl who appeared to be sound asleep, lying on her side. Somewhere along the way, though, the top of her bikini had lost its grip on the better part of her right breast - the better part, of course, being the section sporting her nipple!

      Orv loved all of the curves in the shot - the way her breast created a full underboob type look as it curved around from what would normally be cleavage to the middle half of her actual underboob. And the areola, which bulged a bit above the rest of her breast flesh, had Orv salivating. The nipple was relaxed, leading Orv to believe that the girl really was asleep, not posed. That made it more naughty to look at, more erotic.

      There were a few more like that, plus one where the top had ridden up to show the breast flesh under the bikini. Orv stroked his dick a little harder when he came - er - scrolled down to that one.

      Then there were shots of girls coming out of the surf with their tops askew - pulled up by the surf so that the full underside AND the nipple had popped free, or twisted sideways, again with a nipple on full display. Orv kept scrolling and stroking.

      Oh, my! thought Orv when the next page showed girls whose bikinis, or in some cases T shirts had become wet and were now totally see through! His eyes were drawn to those darkened bulls eyes of areolas and nipples like a moth to a flame. Orv nearly lost his load at that point (or rather, at those points). He loved the shots where most of the boob clung to the breast, but only the tip of the nipple was clear, due to the fact that the nip was so stiff that it tented the cloth, preventing it from showing the stalk of the nipple.

      Toward the end of the file were what Orv guessed were pictures from nude beaches, since no bathing suits were in sight. Many of the women had massive boobs, and he especially loved shots where both nipples were lined up in profile against the sea or sand (and in one case, the camera angle was straight up the girl's crotch as she lay supine on the sand). Very hot, but not quite as erotic as the stolen voyeur moments.

      Orv next opened "Under." This screen was a bit different. At the top, there was an image of a very busty girl apparently shot from underwater. That was different and awe inspiring (no boob sag when water is actually buoying them up!), but beneath the picture was what Orv had learned in computer class was a url. He'd also learned that you shouldn't click on links that might be suspicious, but heck - Milt had obviously clicked on it, and his computer seemed to be okay.

      Mort held his breath and did a Ctrl click on the link. After a few seconds, and with Orv's heart in his throat, the screen switched from Word to the browser. Then, a video started to play. Fortunately, the volume was down, but Orv nevertheless quickly tiptoed to his door to listen for noise from downstairs. All he heard was indistinct sounds from the TV. Either Kath was asleep, or she was watching some romantic movie. She deserved the peace and quiet. And Orv wanted more time with his dick and the video!

      Sliding the bar back to the left, Orv heard an unseen man explain that he had a new underwater camera, and would his girlfriend help him give it a test. At first, she just shook her bikini covered rear in the camera, but a minute later, she was reaching into the bikini top to remove her left boob. It was a perfect boob! So round, so uplifted - just amazing! And then, she quickly pinched her nipple!

      Needless to say, the next step was for the girl to lift the other breast out of its confinement, then to give them a shake. The viscosity of the water did amazing things to those tits - it was like watching them in slow motion!

      But there were so many links, so many files, so many nipples! Instead of waiting for the video to finish, Orv went back to the Word document and clicked the next link. This time, there was no waiting - there, apparently in a swimming pool, was a more than generously built woman having intercourse with a man.

      The two were at 90 degrees from each other, so the girls boobs were in full view - only their crotches were joined. As the guy drove into her, Orv watched in fascination as those water-borne pillows of breast flesh rose and fell, and rose and fell, all in half time. It almost looked like waves moving up and down the boobs. Underwater - that's what the file name meant. Awesome!

      Back on the screen downstairs, the woman picked up her phone, but her breasts were so large that they rested on her forearms as she held the phone near her navel. The camera moved in on the scene, and showed her eyes flitting up to catch the focus of her son's gaze. A quick camera switch showed that they were glued to his Mom's tits. Back to the camera with the boob shot, and the woman's nipples were poking out a bit more.

      Kath still had her finger over the channel up button, but her curiosity was piqued. Did they make porn that actually had a plot?

      Moments later, the woman looked up and clearly fixed her gaze on her son's eyes, which were just as clearly staring straight at her tits. "Message sent, Keith. Don't you have some homework to do?" Her tone was friendly, and there was a hint of a smile on her face.

      "Uh, yes ... uh, sorry, I just wanted to see that you contacted your date," replied the flustered son.

      "I'll clean up here, you go ahead and get ready."

      
        
      

      The woman stood, put her hands over her head, and stretched. My goodness, thought Kath, those breasts are bigger than - um - the biggest one's in Milt's collection.

      The Mom walked out of the kitchen and up the stairs. The son cleared a few dishes, then walked quietly to the hallway to watch his Mom go up the stairs. Kath noted that her skirt barely covered her tush.

      Keith quickly shoved the dishes in the sink, then he quietly ascended the stairs. At the end of the hall was the bathroom. Kath noted that the door was not completely closed. Kath moved her finger off the up channel button as she waited to see what would happen next.

      The sound indicated that that the woman had started her shower. The camera, mimicking the son's approach, moved to a view that showed the Mom, from the waist up, in the shower. While the top of the mirror was fogged, the camera showed a clear view of the woman, long hair tied back, washing her shoulders. The camera panned down, showing the magnificent naked bosoms that her top had barely concealed.

      From the audio, Keith had taken position in the hallway, his breath coming more rapidly. Kath wondered whether his pants were down and his penis was out, but that was up to her imagination.

      What was clear (through a light fog on the mirror) was that Keith's Mom was washing her breasts. The audio included the sound of the shower, but it also included heavy breathing, and the whispered words, "Oh, my god."

      The camera angle changes, and the TV showed that Keith's face was lit by the lights in the mirror as he stood just inches from the door to the bathroom. The camera pulled back to show the woman displaying a slight smile as she soaped her hands and rubbed her breasts with somewhat more vigor than might have been needed. As the woman's nipples extended, Kath felt her own nipples doing the same.

      Orv glanced at the clock - he (and Kath) really should be getting to bed soon. But what could "Lit 15" mean? He opened the file and was initially disappointed not to find either pictures or movies. Then again, he'd really enjoyed the erotic stories in the hard copy magazines under his mattress. A thought flickered through his consciousness that maybe he should move them somewhere - but when the "somewhere" did not jump to his mind, he started reading.

      SPYING ON MOM

      
        
      

      Whoa, thought Orv - THAT'S an interesting title!

      Spying Siblings Secretly Screw

      All characters in this work of fiction are over 18. The following is also being submitted, in fragmented form, as a "story within a story" in Awakenings, Ch 4. The various interruptions needed for that chapter have been removed.

      I wonder what's up with the legalese, Orv thought. "Awakenings, Ch 4?" Odd. Well, if this story is any good, I'll have to try to find that one, too. Whatever.

      It was 11:00 on a Saturday in late July, and Marie was not surprised to find that neither of her kids was up. She'd just come home from 5 hours at her office and was heading to the kitchen to make some lunch. She was too starved to even think about changing.

      As if on cue, the two 19 year olds (10 months apart) stumbled down the stairs one following the other a minute or two apart. John, the first to arrive, called out, "Hey, Mom, what's for breakfast?

      "Eggs okay?"

      "Sure thing - scrambled with cheese would be great.

      John was tall, muscular, and handsome. Shy for some reason, he'd only had a few dates. He was dressed in shorts and an undershirt (and nothing else, though Marie did not guess this), unshaven and with tousled hair. He pulled out his phone and took a seat in the den, feet on the coffee table, facing the stairs.

      Marie, always well dressed (at least outwardly!) and well kempt sighed - but it was Saturday, after all. Plus both kids were smart, kind, and generally well mannered. She'd done well.

      Kelli, who followed John a minute later, reminded Marie of herself at 19 - long honey blonde hair (Kelli's, like John's, was tousled from the bed), and an amazing figure. Until recently, she'd been steadily dating a fellow. Marie was not sad to see that end.

      Okay, okay, enough preamble, Orv was thinking. Do we get to the good stuff now?

      
        
      

      But their greatest similarity was that both women had amazing boobs.

      'Bout time, Orv thought.

      Marie had been a late bloomer, but then shot through a bra size every three months, settling out at a very full D, and Kelli had followed the same pattern. On their small frames, their boobs looked even larger. Neither had seen the other naked in a decade, but they also shared the same nipples - long (something like 3/8' when aroused - which was often!) - milk chocolate brown, and very erotically sensitive.

      But whereas Marie had never been comfortable with her large tits, Kelli had been waiting impatiently for her breasts to fill in, and she had welcomed their arrival with open arms - and open hands and opposable thumbs. But more on that later. Kelli had also developed into what Marie considered a tease.

      John's choice of where to sit was strategic. He'd taken rising a bit early on the weekends (relatively speaking), then listening for Kelli to hit the bathroom. That was his cue to amble downstairs and take up his "viewing spot."

      John's shorts were actually tennis shorts. He liked them because they were kind of silky, plus they were, well short - at least shorter than is typical for regular shorts these days - plus the leg holes were wide. When he was inclined, he could easily reach up the leg to his dick. He was often inclined.

      But not in the Den with Mom around the corner. Still, he DID pull the legs of the shorts up a bit, then he spread his own legs some. This allowed an irregular swirl of air from the ceiling fan to wash over his dick and balls. The former had started to swell minorly in anticipation of Kelli's arrival.

      Fact is, Kelli, who'd been sleeping in the nude since she was 18, had been up even earlier to hear JOHN use the bathroom. She was on to his routine, and today, she was planning to take things a bit further, if she could summon the determination.

      She threw back the covers and swiveled her head to take in her reflection in the mirror-covered closet doors. She loved swimming (her best style was the breasts stroke [she loved to add the extra "s" and the pause between words, at least to herself], and had an athletic body - really nice legs, a small but shapely butt, and a flat tummy. But there was one thing (well, two) keeping her from really being a competitive swimmer - her bountiful boobs.

      
        They stood straight up on her chest, only conceding a few degrees of shift to gravity as she lay on her back. And all she had to do was THINK about touching her nipples and they sprouted, pushing up the better part of half an inch.

      But then, she DID touch them, toying with both at once, then pausing to cup her more than a handful breasts. Alright, if we're going to do this plan, we need inspiration. With that, she grasped her nipples and pulled them straight up toward the ceiling time and again, whimpering softly each time they slipped from her grasp, reveling in the resulting contractions in her pussy as she felt the orgasm coming on.

      Then it hit, and she allowed herself a long, low moan, her whole body going tense. It was nice being able to give in to those needs - to moan and writhe. She had learned to stifle all that in certain circumstances, as will be clear later.

      Kelli clearly loved her nipple orgasms, but, since turning 18, she had also gotten used to screwing with her boyfriend. It had been three months since their breakup, and with college up north looming, she had taken herself off the dating circuit. No reason to get serious with anyone right now. But if she could summon the will power, she might have a plan to get some cock back in her life.

      With the glow of the orgasm helping with her resolve, she laid out the clothes for the morning. It didn't take long. There was a new pair of frilly short shorts, which she slid up her legs, forgoing any underwear (she'd have to be careful about developing a damp spot, though!) and a new crop top, soft and bright yellow. As she pulled it down over her boobs, she looked in the mirror and saw a whole lot of abdomen below the end of the fabric.

      More than that, while it hugged the outside half of each tit, it gave up contact once it got to her nipples. The fabric did not touch her skin from between her nipples, running up until nearly to her collarbones. And the cherries on top, as it were, popped out obscenely, just begging for attention. The shadowy ghostS of her nipples and areolas took no effort at all to discern.

      Ah - John just opened the bathroom door and went into his room. Once I hit the bathroom, he'll head downstairs.

      Kelli did her business, washed up, and looked in the mirror. If she said so herself, she was hot. For luck and more resolve, she reached up under the top and twisted both of her nipples. Oh, my ... Yes, I'm ready.

      And then, John heard her footsteps on the landing upstairs. While John held his breath and pretended to check his phone, he was actually intently watching his barefoot younger sister as she bounced down the stairs in a skipping kind of fashion, planting her right foot hard, pausing for a tenth of a second, then bouncing down two steps, barely touching the first with her left, then a full stop again on the right.

      Given the fact that she was braless and was only wearing a flimsy cut off T shirt, her boobs were going through serious gyrations. And, of course, all that action had her nipples poking out like bullets by the time she hit the floor. That and the fact that she had primed her nips to hardness before even reaching the top of the stairs!

      John let his breath out slowly as he tried to control the growth of his cock down his left shorts leg. What a freaking beauty he had for a sister!

      Marie sighed again. Kelli had been going braless on weekends for three months now - ever since she broke up with Dick, now that she thought about it. But they had agreed, no oversight on clothes after high school. She'd soon be off to college and beyond reach anyway.

      John took a moment to check out Kelli's legs, which were long and lithe and were only barely covered by some very short frilly shorts with wide leg holes. But first and foremost, he watched her tits bound and sway as she strode to the kitchen with exaggerated hip movements. "How was work, Momma - glad you could get home," she said.

      "Thank you, dear. I hope we're ready for Monday, but the staff is still working. Hope I don't get a call to go back in. Scrambled eggs?"

      "Sure. Let us know when they're up." With that, she plopped heavily into a seat opposite John. John almost convulsed watching her boobs ripple and sway before they settled; then Kelli slumped down and put her feet up on the coffee table as well. In this position, her torso was at more like a 45 degree angle. As a result, the lower edge of her crop top, instead of being suspended from between her nipples, now came to rest on the undersides of her boobs. Or at least, as much of the undersides as the length of the fabric allowed.

      John looked up (yes, to her eyes!) gave her a nod, then pretended to work his phone for all of five seconds before once again staring at her nipples while making mock movements on the phone screen.

      Wait - holey crap! It was only then that John discovered that he had a clear view of a couple of inches of the undersides of her amazing breasts, just resting on her rib cage!

      
        Kelli spent 10 seconds working her own phone before glancing over the top of it to verify the focus of John's attention. She felt her nipples stiffen further.

      Then began a series of texts between the two. Rather than make you try to read teenage text-speak, here's the (mostly) plain English version:

      K: Turn off the sound on your phone

      J: OK. I'm right here. Whaddup

      K: Like what you see?

      J: (After a pause) Huh?

      K: My nipples. I know you've been staring

      John shifted uneasily before replying.

      J: Not me (smiley face)

      K: It's OK - I kinda like it

      K: In fact, I really like it.

      J: Nice to know

      John gave Kelli a broad grin and stared openly at her tits until the next text arrived.

      K: You know I can see up the leg hole of your shorts

      K: NO! Don't move! I've got a great view right now

      
        J: How far up?

      K: Far enough to know it's not a banana in your pocket

      John's dick gave a spontaneous twitch.

      K: Have you checked out MY shorts

      John hadn't paid attention to anything more than her texts and her nipples, but Kelli had been slowly opening and closing her legs the whole time they were texting. It was actually a subtle and slow motion massage of her clit, and by now, there was a faint sucking noise whenever she spread her legs.

      J: Holey ...

      K: How far can YOU see?

      J: Well, it's clear you're a natural blonde!

      K: Like that's news.

      J: Well, I'm sure believing what I'm seeing!

      J: Do you know what you're doing to me?

      J: With your nips AND your um your lips??

      K: Uh, huh. And I believing I'm seeing that you like what you see!

      J: You're amazing!

      J: You know that I can see nips, right?

      
        
      

      J: I mean I can see two darker bulls eye circles on your boobs, not just your points

      K: Ayyyyuuup. They're called areolas

      J: I knew that. You make it hard

      J: To think! Hard to think! Dang.

      J: You know I can see the underside of your boobs too, right?

      K: Cool! Hadn't planned that. It's called underboob. You like?

      J: You have no idea

      K: Oh, I think it's clear your interest is rising

      K: Nope - not a banana - they don't come that long or wide.

      John hadn't been paying close attention, but his hardon was no long just down his leg; rather, it was going pretty much east-west, and had lifted the edge of his shorts over the middle of his thigh.

      John flashed Kelli a smile, then glanced over his shoulder; Mom was now making toast and pouring juice. His "problem" was well out of her view.

      K: Check this out

      With that, Kelli feigned a yawn and a stretch, raising her hands high over her head and straightening her torso. She smiled and watched in fascination as John's dick twitched uncontrollably.

      J: OMG! Half of you AREOLAS just slid into view!

      
        J: You're a real PT - and I love you for it

      K: Guess that makes you a CT, right?

      K: Wanna swim later? I bot a new suit I think you'll really like!

      J: You got it!

      Orv was thinking, sounds more like Spying on Your Sibling - With Permission. But I LIKE it!

      "Breakfast!" called Marie. "Would have been nice if you'd set the table," she muttered under her breath.

      John chose his moment to get to the table, trying to hide his hardon with his phone as Marie moved the food from counter to table, but Kelli was positioned to see it head on, as it were, and gave him a sly smile and a wink.

      Bringing the last of the food over, Marie chided "No phones at the table, John," just as he'd managed to take a seat without revealing his problem to his Mom.

      "Sorry, guess I was distracted," he said with a quick glance at Kelli's nipples, then to her subtly smiling eyes. Much to his disappointment, she'd pulled the crop down to cover her areolas and underboob. Oh, well. But Mom was right there.

      The three gathered around the table and made light conversation through half the meal, with John, of course, glancing at Kelli's still stiff nipples every chance he could. And the morning sunshine had the room toasty, so there was no chill involved to explain their hardness. Marie snuck in her own glances to determine where they were looking, but at 19, the die was cast. Plus, they were siblings - what's the harm in a little teasing? Today's semi-see through crop top was an escalation in the tease game, though. Marie sighed and thought, I wish someone had appreciated my boobs at that age. Or any age.

      Marie had been in law school when Ken had met her and put her under his spell. He was handsome, funny, and at the top of the class. But when they screwed around (looking back, she couldn't call it making love - there was no increase in that commodity), he demanded that she keep her "udders" away from him, taking her from a spooning position.

      
        
      

      Ten months later, they were married and John followed not long after, then Kelli 10 months after that.

      They stayed together for the kids, but the sex, never great to begin with, petered out altogether a few years later. But Ken repressed any desire she had to show off her figure. Nearly any bra gave her cleavage, so all blouses needed to button pretty high. Marie was almost thankful when he died, even though she needed to step up her lawyering game to support the kids. The scars on her confidence as a woman, though, were slow to be overcome.

      Wow - a different story, but quite a bit like Kath's situation.

      Just then, Marie's cell rang. It was the office - they needed her to see something.

      "Be back soon, kids. Be good."

      The two looked at other with libidinous thoughts in their heads, quickly finishing off the eggs and throwing the dishes in the sink.

      "Time for that swim, John? I hope you like my suit - I kinda bought it with you in mind."

      "Really?" Interesting and curious, he thought. "Well, sure, I'll be in the pool in a few minutes."

      John arranged his timing so as to be following Kelli up the stairs. The frilly leg holes of Kelli's shorts flared out, and John got great views of her nicely rounded tush - but not of her lips, to his frustration.

      Kelli, of course, knew EXACTLY what John was doing - or trying to do. At the last stair step, Kelli stopped short, and John almost face planted in that curvy tush.

      "So, do you like the look of my ASSets more than my FRONTsets?"

      "Um ... well, from what I can see, you have an A grade tush. But as you may have gathered, I'm partial to the forefront - the more fore the better."

      
        "Prepare yourself for a treat, John - you ought to be able to make a clear choice soon enough."

      "What has gotten INTO you recently, Sis?"

      "Not enough, not enough. But I'm making up a plan as I go to fix that." With that mysterious comment and a coy smile, she just said, "See you in the pool," and ducked into her room.

      "She had me in mind when she bought her suit. ... Man, I can't wait to see it." John gave his meat a few quick strokes in his own room, then donned his bathing trunks and was in the pool in short order. It was hot out, and the pool was maybe five degrees short of bathwater temperature. Not great for swimming laps, but fine for treading water and keeping an eye on the patio door. While he waited, not at all sure what Kelli might be planning, he pulled out his dick and relived the morning, stroking himself to a solid state.

      Kelli, in her room was naked in a flash. Oh, I am so horny, she thought. Dick wasn't the nicest guy nor the best lover, but I do miss the sex we did have.

      She pulled out the skimpy bikini that she'd bought with her Mom last week. The cups, such as they were, were only about three inches wide where they attached to the string that circled her torso. Then they slowly narrowed as they approached the band that went behind her neck. But what made it so sexy was that the material of the cups was only solid up to just barely over her areolas. From there on up, there was just a narrowing ladder of crocheted strings. Plus, it was unlined. If her nips stayed the way they were, John would definitely be staring!

      The effect of the cup structure was that, from a distance, they sort of looked like solid cups running way up toward the neck. But just a little closer, and it was clear that the whole upper portion of her boobs was paying peek-a-boo through the wide holes of the mesh.

      Plus, of course, with tits Kelli's size, that three inch wide cup base was going to leave a lot of breast flesh oozing out both the sides and into her cleavage area.

      Kelli knew all that from trying it on in the fitting room. But now was the moment of truth. Would she wear it for John, and for how long?

      "Well, nips, how horny are you?" Looking in the mirror, she lifted her heavy boobs - not that they sagged, but she enjoyed their heft. Then she let her tits fall through her hands, letting her nipples course through her fingers. She winced as she felt her pussy moisten instantly - well, further moisten - showing off to John downstairs had her perilously close to leaving a damp spot on her shorts.

      
        
      

      Yep, I'm definitely wearing it. But for how long? With that she grabbed both nipples and pulled them straight out - hard. When they popped free, she felt her knees weaken. Right - I've been horny for too long. John is hot, and he's hot for me. Now is the time.

      Kelli donned the suit, which did nothing to hide her stiff nipples. She slid the cup bases together a bit more, really magnifying both the sideboob view and the exposure between the cups. Lastly, she pulled up the thong bottom. She looked in the mirror, both front and back. Yep - if this doesn't get him hot for me, nothing will. She gave her nips another tug, then, before she lost her resolve, she bounded down the stairs.

      As she closed the patio door behind her, giving John a great view of her naked rear, she heard John call out, "What took you so lo ... Oh, my goodness!"

      Kelli sauntered over, rolling her shoulders to exaggerate the sway of her boobs. Although she hadn't intended it and didn't notice, this was just enough to expose a half inch of her right areola. John, on the other hand, DID notice. "You like?" she asked coyly, as she twirled and slowly entered the pool.

      "Your boobs, not to mention your ass, could give a dead man a hardon!"

      "Glad to hear it. Especially since you're NOT dead, and I've decided I need you to screw me." There, the words were out.

      "What?" John said, sure that he had misheard.

      With that, she splashed some water on her front, which instantly turned the bikini transparent. Kelli looked down, pleased with the clear view of her stiff nipples and surrounding areolas. Then, lifting her eyes to John while pulling one her nipples, she smiled seductively and repeated, "I said, I need you to screw me. You like even more?"

      John's dick, which he had not touched, was twitching like crazy. "Oh, oh, oh ..." Then, somewhat regaining control, he managed, "Dang, Sis ... I'm more than hot for you, but your my sister!"

      With a few swift strokes, Kelli was next to John, pressing her amazing tits into his chest. "Get over it. It's not like we're going to get married, but before I go to college, I've decided that I really need sex - sex with no strings. Who better to give it to me than you? We could be 'siblings with benefits,' right?"

      
        "Um - impeccable logic, Kelli."

      With that, Kelli reached for John's trunks. "Wait - you mean right now?!"

      "Ayyuup! I really want you, and really want you now!"

      With that, Kelli attempted to pull down John's trunks, a task made somewhat difficult by his exceedingly long, hard boner. Then, she had her thong bottom off in a flash.

      "But Mom could be home any second," John protested.

      Kelli was pleased that the concept of the two of them screwing seemed no longer an issue - only logistics to work out. "She should be at least a half hour. Plus, that's a risk I'm willing to take," she said, as she guided her brother's stiff tool into her well lubricated pussy. "Oh, my - not only are you longer than Dick, you are SO thick! You really fill up my pussy. Why did I waste the last three years with him when YOU were right here? Dick - not such an apt nickname; now YOU'VE got a DICK!"

      "Ohhhh... God you feel good!" was all John could manage. Keli began bouncing on him immediately.

      "Kelli ... oh my ... Can we talk for a minute?" John reached out and held her hips against his own to stop the motion. "Whufff."

      "John, you're not going to back out now, are you?"

      "God no. You feel amazing. It's just that ... well, this is my first time and I ...."

      "Say what? You're still a virgin??"

      Right, thought Orv. I'm supposed to believe there's another virgin even older than me - AND that he manages to get "deflowered" with someone living under his own roof. Well, it did say it was fiction.

      "Well, technically not anymore, but this IS my first time, and I'd like it last more than a few seconds. And you've got me VERY hot. But even though it's amazing - AMAZING - to be inside you ... well, I really want more of your boobs before I lose control.

      
        "Before I lose control?" Orv thought. Pure (but hot!) fiction for sure. A horny 19 year old virgin didn't come when his hot sister splashed her top, making her suit disappear? Really? Or when she said she wanted him? Or even when wrestling his trunks off over his hardon? Or, for sure, on that very first thrust inside her? Dang, I nearly came when that happened, and I'm only reading words on a page!

      Plus these stories always have guys with "massive" dicks, the girls all have perfect boobs and sensitive nipples, and when they get together, the sex is always amazing. I bet the guy who wrote this stuff spent as much time with his hands on his dick as he did with his hands on the keyboard. [Ayyyuup!]

      Must be nice living in a fantasy world, but the real world has loneliness, heartache, death, and creeps like Griff. And yes, Kath's boobs are pretty awesome, but now my only chance to see them will be as a spying perv who'd die if caught. But (turning that thought over in his mind to see the positives), as the lady says, that's a chance I'm willing to take.

      So, it's fiction. But this story is so hot, and so full of nipples and boobs that I really don't care. But if I were in John's shoes and was given all the hints he had, I'd have stroked myself off before even getting in the pool so I could last a bit longer. Even then... But enough musing.

      Yours are my first naked tits. In fact, when I saw your - your underboob and your areolas in the den, that was the first time I'd seen any breast without anything between them and me. And, well ... I've wanted to touch your boobs since you turned 18. Could I do that?"

      "You never got past first base on any of your dates?" John hung his head. "Sorry, John, I didn't know. But to state the obvious, your dick is in my cunt. I'd say pretty much anything you want you can have. Plus, I've been thinking of you holding my tits for probably two months now. Do you want to take my top off?"

      "It would be awesome if you'd let me do it." With that, Kelli used her legs to hold John's cock deep insider her, but leaned forward to allow him to undo the tie at her neck. As he freed Kelli's tits from the confines of her bikini, he marveled at those amazing globes which, released from gravity by the buoyancy of the water, floated even higher on her chest. John was mesmerized.

      "They are even more beautiful up close than I imagined. But I've never done this before - you'll tell me if I do something wrong?"

      "Honey, it would be hard" a quick pussy clench emphasized her point "for you to do anything wrong at this point. Start gentle if you want, just don't get real rough."

      
        
      

      He reached out to cup his sister's breasts, not feeling their weight because of the support provided by the water, but relishing in their firmness. Next he squeezed her boobs in his hands, marveling at how malleable they were - a squeeze here, a resulting bulge there, and a distortion of her areolas, which would go from circular to oval. Kelli, meanwhile, was starting to moan softly, and she had begun gently squeezing John's amazingly thick, hard, and deep cock. Gotta make this last, she thought, resisting the urge to come hard and fast.

      "My god, your tits are more amazing than I ever imagined!" He next cupped her breasts from underneath, putting his thumbs in her cleavage, then squeezed inward with both sets of fingers. He was fascinated to watch his thumbs get swallowed by the mounds of tit flesh, totally disappearing between those incredibly sexy pillows. He felt himself convulse twice and had to close his eyes from the erotic display.

      "The nipples, John. If you want to drive a girl crazy, boob caressing is awesome, but the nips are what really set girls off."

      "I was saving the best for last," John cooed. "Man, if I had these puppies on my chest, I'd never leave them alone."

      Some days are like that, Kelli thought. She wasn't yet willing to share all of her secrets out loud.

      Finally, John did move his fingers to her nipples, giving them a gentle squeeze. This action produced an immediate and intense contraction around John's dick, and a guttural moan from Kelli. "You're doing fine," Kelli intoned, closing her eyes.

      Kelli's nipples could, as the saying goes, cut glass they were so hard. John held his squeeze and gave both nipples a twist as well. "Ohhh, YES! You have amazing natural instincts! I really do love it when someone pinches my nipples," Kelli intoned, as she couldn't resist picking up the action down below. Ripples spread across the pool as they bounced on each other.

      "Easy Kelli - easy. That's better, thanks. Um, even though you gave me permission, I kind of have to ask - could I kiss them?"

      "Oh, John, that's been a fantasy of mine for a while."

      
        "Oh, god - I am already so close - stop moving. Now I know Mom isn't likely to show, but let's put you between me and the patio door." The two rotated, then Kelli lay back a bit, allowing her amazingly buoyant boobs to break the surface, nipples first.

      "Oh, they look SO delicious!" John leaned forward and gently kissed Kelli's left nipple. Immediately, her pussy muscles clamped hard around John's dick.

      "Oh, god," they both grunted, trying to keep themselves on the upper side of the precipice. "Okay, John, that was nice. Now try biting down - very gently - then run your tongue over the end of my nipples. ... OH, my god! You'd better stop," was all Kelli could say. John just grunted and held his breath, trying to think of calculus - anything but this amazingly erotic scenario.

      "Okay - for our first time, let's just ride each other for a while. No telling when Mom will be home," Kelli said, taking command.

      Out of deference to the possible arrival of the mother figure, they now kept a foot of distance between their faces, secure in the knowledge that anything going on under the surface could not be seen from the patio doors. For as much as he wanted to keep kissing and nibbling Kelli's nipples, John contented himself with cupping Kelli's boobs and working her nipples with his fingers.

      "This is so wrong, but it feels so amazing," John whispered. He was quite content to take in the sensation of Kelli's pulsating pussy around his cock and the sensuality he felt from pulling her rock hard nipples. Increasing the pressure on those precious nips, he pulled them harder and straight out.

      "Ohhh, John ..." panted Kelli, her pussy muscles going into overdrive. Despite her hope to make this last longer, her need for release was becoming intense. John, for his part, was also fighting hard not to come. "Do that one more time, and I'm going to ..."

      The next scene that Kath viewed showed the woman sitting in front of the mirror in her bedroom. Her amazing, naked breasts did have some sag, but not a lot, and given their size, that was inevitable. Again, it seemed that she had left the door to her bedroom ajar, and the camera showed the view through the gap. Kath assumed that Keith was watching his Mom. She wasn't sure how that made her feel, but she was now committed to watching.

      As the woman brushed her hair, the camera, which was now somewhere inside the bedroom, first focused on the reflection of the woman's face, then shifted focus to Keith's face in the distance. Very softly, the woman said, "That's alright, Keith, go ahead and watch. I kind of like that." Kath, thinking of all the times that she had seen Orv ogling her own breasts in the last two days, took a deep breath in and held it. She felt her nipples tightening.

      
        
      

      The next scene showed the woman pulling out a bra from her dresser. But when she pulled the cups around to the front, Kath took another breath in when she saw that it was only a half bra, much like some of Angel's. When her boobs had been adjusted, the upper half of her areolas and both nipples were still showing. Kath's nipples hardened even more as she watched the woman pull a flimsy shirt over her head; it did nothing to hide the stiffness of her nipples. The camera refocused on Keith, who was still standing next to the door. He quickly ducked out of sight.

      At this point, Kath realized that her right hand was again holding her left boob, and her fingers were rubbing slowly over her nipple. Forcing herself back to reality, she looked at her watch, clicked the TV and the cable off, and shakily pulled herself up to head to bed. Her mind whirled, not knowing which way was up. Was she a prude? Was she a slut? Or was she a woman trying to learn how to be sensual and open to new people? She would have to sort it out in the morning.

      Orv continued to read, rock hard dick in hand.

      "Hi, John, hi, Kelli!" boomed their mother's cheerful voice as the patio door slid quietly open. "How's the water?"

      "Oh, god," whispered John. He was so close. Even the friction of sliding out of his sister's slick canal could be too much. He braced himself for the inevitable disengagement, wondering what it would feel like to release his seed in the pool. His balls tensed.

      But to his surprise, Kelli gripped his legs with her own, holding his rock hard tool deep within her pussy. Instead of pulling her whole body away, she merely straightened her arms to push John's shoulders another foot away from hers. She gave him a sly wink and a contraction around his cock that had him cringing - but still in control.

      "Oh, hi, Mom! We didn't expect you back for a while." As she spoke, Kelli kept up a slow internal massage of John's dick, although she had stopped bouncing her hips on him. John couldn't believe that his super hard cock was still inside his sister and that she was quite casually talking to their Mom like nothing was happening. Unbelievable!

      As the water calmed, John looked down to see her naked tits trying to float to the surface. They wobbled slowly left and right as the pair tread water. The lift from the water gave Kelli cleavage nearly to her chin. And those nipples were crinkled up like they'd been in the freezer, despite the warmth of the water.

      
        "Would you believe they called just when I pulled into the parking lot? Seems they figured it out without me."

      "Cool. Glad you're home. You deserve more of your weekends than you're taking. The pool feels great - want to join us?" John, still amazed at Kelli's control, couldn't resist; slowly he reached out to brush those inviting nips. Despite Kelli's arms on his shoulders, those delicious boobs poked out just far enough for him to reach. Oh, were her nipples ever hard! "Stop that," Kelli whispered, although there wasn't much conviction to the command; her pussy twitched a little harder around John's cock. And she didn't actually move his hands away from her nipples.

      "Sure, that sounds great. Be right out." Another pussy clench and an answering three twitches from John. John gave Kelli's nips another tug

      Orv, meanwhile, was twitching mightily on his own. This was SUCH a hot story!

      "How about wearing that new bikini?" Kelli called out just before the door closed. "It's too hot out today for your one piece suits." Kelli was once again starting a very slow bounce on John's dick.

      "Well ... speaking of 'hot,' don't you think that suit might be too hot for me to wear in front of your brother? I bought it to wear, well, while no else is around."

      "Oh, I'm sure he won't mind," Kelli called, giving John a hard pull insider her with her legs, "it's no skimpier than what I've got on right now." Another wink in John's direction, answered by an awesome (for both of them!) twist of her nipples.

      "s-sure," John stuttered softly. Then, loud enough to be heard, "Sure, Mom, I won't mind - whatever," he managed.

      "Ummm ... well ... okay. I'll be out in a few." The door slid closed.

      "Oh, pinch my nipples, John, I really want to ... What are you doing??"

      John had managed to extract his throbbing prick from Kelli's clenching pussy. As he grabbed their suits, he replied, "You'll find out, but we've got to move quickly. Here - bring these with you." With that he dragged Kelli out of the pool. With her fabulous boobs and his engorged dick flopping around, they headed to a shaded corner of the house.

      
        
      

      "This better be good," Kelli whispered. "My nipples sure could have used another ... wait, isn't this Mom's bedroom?"

      "Yep. Here, stand in the shade right here and I'll look over your shoulder."

      "Mmmm, that's nice," Kelli whispered as John cupped both of her tits, immediately pinching her nipples while she felt the length of his upright dick against her right buttock.

      "I can't believe how you casually talked to Mom while holding my dick in your tight, pulsating pussy the whole time! That was just so hot!"

      [Author's note: I find that scenario - a couple engaged in sex but carrying on a conversation like nothing was happening incredibly hot. I've found only three stories that go in this direction: one by Samslam (My Virgin Sister, p5, the inspiration for this knock off) another by Tryanything (Service, p4), and variations of Sitting on My Son's Lap. Hints for how to search for this would be appreciated! Secret sex? Private orgasm?]

      "Well, my old boyfriend was a dud, but he did teach me a few things. If you're good, I'll show you some more tricks I learned!"

      "Oh, I'll be REAL good in that case."

      Meanwhile, Marie was washing her hands in the bathroom and debating whether she could really wear that new suit. She was still dressed in her conservative (from outward appearances!) office clothes.

      Marie, widowed three years ago, had thrown herself into her work after Ken died and was now full partner at her law firm, so appearances mattered - hence the prim skirt, white blouse, and dark jacket.. She was good at her work, and she'd been able to keep the kids in a private high school and now they were going to go to top flight - and expensive - colleges.

      Marie was a real beauty for her age, with long straight hair, a trim waist, and full D tits. So far, she'd rebuffed the many advances that had come her way, telling herself that she did not have the time for a relationship; besides her first had been strained. The worst part was that Ken had not liked her large boobs and sensitive nipples.

      
        But with Ken gone, she was starting to discover that she really did love sex, even if it had to be solo. About two years ago, she had found that her nipples were often all she needed to get herself off - in fact she loved knowing that some slightly rough nipple play could take her over the edge at any moment. After Ken had died, she had bought sexier bras, which she alternated depending on her outfit.

      Today had been a shelf bra day, and while the friction of her opaque blouse on her nipples had kept them, and her, on edge all morning (for some reason, she had straightened her shoulders any number of times!), there had never been an opportunity to give those nips the attention they'd been calling for. Even in the ladies room, someone had always barged in at just the wrong moment.

      As she looked in the mirror, she shed the jacket, pulled the blouse tight, and gave her tits a shake. The starched blouse largely hid the stiffness of her nipples, but nothing could cloak her clit from the electric shock that went its way from her nips!

      Oh, you WANT to wear that bikini - but with John home, do you really dare? Still watching her reflection, she unbuttoned the blouse and gazed at her boobs.

      Her breasts really did look okay, despite her age, she had to admit. [Ken had colored her view of her tits - in fact, they were awesome!] The shelf bra pushed them up and give her pretty good cleavage. But, God, did she love her nipples, which had been peeking over the top of the bra all day!! They were as stiff as they'd ever been, and she gave her nubbins a little tweak before gathering her clothes and moving to the bedroom.

      John and Kelli simultaneously gasped when Marie entered the bedroom and turned on the lights.

      The parallel of John sneaking a look at his mother's tits was not lost on Orv. He kept reading and kept stroking his dick, hoping he could see how this story worked out before his own Mom came up the stairs. He paused ... crap - Kath was coming up!

      Orv quickly hit Ctrl N to open a new Word document, then quickly typed a few lines from memory based on notes he'd put on paper. Thank goodness for his computer training.

      "Orv, how's the work going" Kath called from the doorway.

      "Good - I found Mort's laptop, and it's going to make quite a difference."

      
        "That's nice," Kath said, stifling a yawn. "I think I'm going to get to bed. I'll come in for a kiss in a bit."

      "Sure thing, Kath - you had a trying day."

      "Don't remind me. Seriously, I want to put today behind me."

      "I understand. No harm meant."

      "Don't work too late - remember you've got a tennis match tomorrow afternoon."

      "Oh - yeah, that's right - thanks."

      With that, Kath shuffled away. And Orv hit Alt-Tab to get back to his reading.

      "Oh, my, would you look at that bra? Has she had her nipples out all day?"

      "Yes, she told me about buying that bra and how she loves the feel of her blouse rubbing her nipples. But I've never seen her nips before - they really are hot. By the way ... MY bedroom's at the other end of the house - have you been watching ME change for the pool, too?"

      "Ummm ... welllll ... guilty as charged," John whispered, giving his sister's nipples a hard tweak. "Are you mad at me?"

      "Oh ... that feels so good. I guess I'll forgive you, but only if you slide that hot, thick tool of yours back into me, and I mean right now!" With that, Kelli spread her legs and leaned forward, supporting herself with both hands on the window sill. She was very glad for virtual darkness that shade of the house and the shrubbery combined to provide, given how close she now was to the window. John lost his grip on Kelli's tits during this maneuver, so instead he put them on her shapely hips.

      "You got it Sis!" John shifted his feet and repositioned his dick; Kelli reached down between her legs to guide him home. He easily plunged his entire length and breadth into her. "Oh, you are sooo wet! And I must admit, this is a grade A ass." he whispered. "Mmmmm," was all Kelli had to say. She gave her dangling boobs a shake, delighted at how they slapped together. If her nipples could get any more stiff, they did. "Hold my tits and twist my nipples again, John." When he complied, he felt her pussy contract hard around his dick. "Mmmmm," she repeated.

      
        As they watched, Marie took off her prim skirt, under which she had worn a lacy pair of panties (a thong would not have worked with the needed panty-liner, although Marie had strongly considered it that morning). When the bra came off, both John and Kelli inhaled and tried to control their actions down below. Yes, Marie's boobs sagged, but only just a little - they looked awesome! And her nipples, maybe a bit shy of half an inch long, were tied up in such tight knots that her areolas were involved, too.

      Marie opened a drawer and pulled out the new bikini - what there was of it. The bottom was little more than a thong, which was hot enough. But when John saw the top, he let go of Kelli's tits and grabbed her thighs again, whispering, "Stop moving, Sis - just - stop for a minute. Unggghh ... oh, that was close."

      When Marie held the top up to her tits, all John could see was two florescent yellow triangles maybe three inches on each edge, plus various pieces of thick string that must somehow tie it all together. The two triangles, did, in fact, cover Marie's oversize areolas, but with not much to spare.

      "Sis..."

      "Yes? Can I move again?"

      "I think so. Except ... Are you on the pill?"

      "Heck of a time to ask, but yes, why?"

      "Well, I just had two contractions, and it sure felt like thick fluid escaping my balls, going down my dick, and coming out deep inside you ..."

      Dang, thought Orv, who had been keeping his dick on the breaking point for at least an hour. Same thing happened here. Except for the part about being inside a hot sister. And playing with D cup boobs. And her stiff nipples. While watching my Mom play with her own nipples. Well, at least that part should happen soon!

      "You didn't COME, though, did you?"

      "No, not really. I guess it was a miniorgasm? Glad your safe."

      
        "Hm. Didn't know that could happen to guys. But I'm glad it wasn't the BIG O - I want to feel your hard meat inside me for as long as Mom's in her bedroom. And don't make me have to play with my own nipples - although I'd be more than happy to."

      "You got it, Sis." With that, John's hands resumed cupping and hefting Kelli's hanging tits and brushing her very hard nipples. There was a decided schlrrrping noise from Kelli's pussy as they both restarted their slow motion fuck.

      Kelli cooed, "You know, you've already lasted far longer - and deeper - than Dick ever did; why did I wait so long?"

      "Orv? Can I come in?"

      "Sure - any time, Kath." Orv quickly shifted the screen back to the "homework." His dick rapidly (and thankfully) shrank when he turned toward his Mom. Kath was in one of her old, shapeless nightgowns again, and was almost surely wearing a sleep bra. Oh, well - Orv still loved her dearly. They met in the middle of his bedroom and they held a long, if not very exciting, hug.

      "Thanks for looking after me, Orv," Kath said. "You really are my rock. Oh - and when you have time, I think Angel also had a laptop in my room. Maybe you could teach me how to use it one day."

      "Sure thing, Kath, I'll look for it. Sorry it was a tough day, but tomorrow, things will look brighter."

      "I expect so," she said without much conviction. "Get some sleep."

      "Will do. I just need to spend some more time on this project - it's a lot harder than I expected." Orv smiled inwardly at his pun.

      Kath went to her bedroom and took off her watch. Glancing at the digital clock on the nightstand, she realized that daylight savings time had started that morning. She set the alarm and planned to reset her wrist watch in the morning.

      With Kath gone to her room, Orv went back to the story. It was just too hot to leave unread. He pulled out his cock, which was hard again in moments.

      
        Marie looked in the mirror and remembered how hot she'd felt trying the bikini on at the store. It had been her intent only to start wearing it when the kids had left for college. She now kind of regretted showing it to Kelli when they'd gone shopping last week. Now she felt a little trapped.

      How could she wear this in front of John, she thought. Well, Ken never paid much attention to my tits, but John sure seems to be eyeing Kelli's boobs a lot - especially on what Marie was now calling "braless T shirt weekends." She wasn't quite sure why, but even Marie had found today's outfit kind of erotic - despite the warmth in the room, Kelli's nipples had never gone down. Plus being able to tell where breast flesh stopped and areolas began made her tingle. She envied Kelli's confidence in her body. And with the crop top, it would be so easy to reach underneath ...

      Orv, as much as he wanted to keep reading, paused to ruminate. Poor Kath never had anyone build her up either. And just when there were signs that she might break out, Biff had to happen. But Amy had been a ray of light. He decided to write a note to himself, right in the text, in larger font so he could find it later (he was surely going to be re-reading this story!):

      COULD AMY HELP?

      Anyway - back to John - it might be nice having a man - he really is a man now - checking me out, even if he is my son.

      Then her mind pivoted again. But this is too much. The old one piece isn't so bad.

      "NO!" John and Kelli whispered simultaneously as they watched their Mom drop the bikini on the bed and reach back to the drawer. Still, they both loved watching the way Marie's boobs wobbled and bounced with the action. Plus her nipples were just as hard as before.

      "John, I've got to check something out, but we've both got to calm down a bit - trust me. Hold still, and take your hands off my nipples for a bit."

      "Um ... okay, I'm not on the edge anymore."

      "Trust me, you soon will be. But I've GOT to feel you." With that, Kelli supported her weight with just one hand on the window sill; the other she brought down, elbowing a boob out of the way, until her hand touched her belly softy at the very top of her slit.

      "You ready?"

      
        
      

      "Yeah, I'm not sure for what but ..."

      And then he felt Kelli's delicate fingers probing around her opening, attempting to circle his dick while feeling her own flesh right where his rod was entering his body.

      "You are so, so thick, John, and I really love feeling you at the entrance to my body. It's just sooo hot!" Kelli's pussy was twitching up and down the full, full length of John's fat dick.

      "Oh, god ... you'd better stop, you'd better ... oh, my god ..." With reluctance but with her sights set on feeling John's hard dick insider her for a lot longer, she removed her hand and regained her balance on the window sill.

      "Definitely another mini for me," breathed John, "and pretty darn close to the big one."

      "Just think about calculus for a minute. I sure don't want this to end quite yet."

      Meanwhile, Marie had pulled up the one piece and settled her tits into the cups. Looking in the mirror, she saw lots of cleavage - but at the same time, she felt her nipples deflating. The suit was pretty, but not hot. And Marie had spent too much time on edge today to lose that special feeling.

      Then, she had an inspiration - what if she cut the cup liners out? Then her nipples could, once again, rub against the fabric, and likely poke through as well. She reached into another drawer, took out some scissors, and lowered the straps, freeing her amazing tits. Her nipples re-puckered.

      "What is she doing?" Kelli wondered aloud.

      "I'm not sure, but I do love to watch her breasts bob around. And god, those nipples look SO hard!" An agreeing schlrrrp, schlrrrp came from Kelli's sopping cunt as the siblings kept rocking their hips. John tried to push deeper, but his dick could go no further.

      "Speaking of bobbing breasts, John, ... do you know why men evolved opposable thumbs?"

      "Say what? No. And what does that ..."

      
        
      

      Kelli cut him off. "The reason you have opposable thumbs is so you can get a good grip on my hard nipples. Now, I want you to hold my nipples real tight ... that's good, no tighter ... now pull my nips out to each side until you lose your grip on them, preferably at the same time."

      John pulled on her nipples until he could see Kelli's boobs on either side of her body, which he thought was really hot. When he could just see the edge of her areolas, he lost his grip on her nipples; then, her pendulous boobs swung back together with a resounding slapping noise when they met in the middle. A course of three or four pussy clenches rewarded Johns rigid tool, causing him to briefly convulse as well.

      "Ohhhh, you could do that again ... and again ..."

      "Umm, I will, but in a bit, in a bit."

      When the siblings focused through the window again, they saw the cup liners fall in the trash can and finally understood. Marie pulled up the straps and settled her tits into the unlined suit, pulling it tight underneath her bust line.

      She turned side to side, looking in the mirror, pleased with how prominent her nipples now were. She turned toward the door and flipped off the light.

      "Well, that's our signal to ... wait, she's coming back in!"

      Marie was definitely feeling the effects of her aching nipples, which were prodding her on to be more risqué. He's just my son - what harm could come from him seeing more of his old Mom than he bargained for? If he looks at my tits, great - it will feel nice to have a man look at me. And if he doesn't, well, I can make up my own fantasies later.

      Marie shed the one piece and stood naked again, staring at the mirror. Her kids would have been fogging the window were it not so warm out. Well, nipples, what do you say, Marie thought. With that, she cupped her boobs, running her fingers up to her nipples, then simultaneously she grasped the nips with thumbs and forefingers and combined a twisting, pulling motion. When her nipples popped free, she felt a mini-orgasm course through her, and she visibly recoiled from the pleasure.

      Marie took a seat on the bed, breathing heavily (which did wonders for her boobs, as John watched intently), and let the flush of the orgasm slowly fade.

      
        
      

      "My god - did she just have an orgasm by tugging on her nipples?" Once again, John grasped Kelli's hips to stop the motion on his turgid, oozing dick.

      "Sure looks like it. When I can't have a hard cock inside me as well, it's my favorite way to get off. Plus, unlike you poor guys, there's no limit to the number of times I can orgasm in a session." She paused, then pulled John's hands back up to her own aching tits and nipples. "You remember in high school when you commented that I always had good posture in English class?"

      "Yeah, what of it," John whispered, eyes still looked on his Mom's nipples, his hands still caressing Kelli's nips, his dick once again making schlrrrping noises as he slowly pulled it out and then pushed it back into her love tunnel.

      "Well, the thing is, I was the only one in that last row and my seat was against the right wall."

      "So?" Schlrrrp, schlrrrp.

      "Well, my good posture was just a ruse for allowing me to have nipple orgasms. See, with no one on my left, right or behind me and a thick book to block the view of anyone turning around - can you get any deeper? Oh, that's good. Now pinch my nips a little harder. Where was I?"

      "Um," schlrrrrrrp, "no one on your right or left?"

      "Yes. Oh, don't slow down. Umm. With no one to really see what I was doing, I could sit up straight and lean forward, with my left forearm on the desk. For one thing, I could lean my left boob onto my forearm and give it a subtle rubbing. But better - much better - was that once the class was taking notes, I'd ... whatever you're doing with my nipples, don't stop! When no one was paying attention, I'd undo a button or two in my blouse and sneak the fingers of my left hand inside. Works best on that side with women's clothes."

      "Oh, that IS hot. Look, Mom's standing up again. God I love her nipples."

      "Don't forget my own nipples, lover boy. How many things can you concentrate on at once?"

      "Well, here's the big one," schlrrrp, "and here are two amazing boobs," he said, cupping them, "along with two very stiff nipples - so do two boobs and two nipples count as four or just two? Anyway, there's Mom in there touching her nipples again ... plus your story about sneaking your hand in your blouse."

      "I wonder what's going on in her head. Yep, anyway, I decided early on that my bra was in the way of really stimulating my nipple. But no way would the school let me go braless!"

      "Yes, they kept an eye on all of us."

      "Sooo, I got out my scissors and a sewing kit and cut out a hole in my right bra cup for my nipple to pop through, then embroidered the hole so it wouldn't ravel."

      "Sis, you amaze me more every minute. Wait - she's picking up the bikini again!"

      "Oh, I really think you're going to love it. But anyway, I went through a ton of panty liners that year. I'd slide my fingers inside my blouse, then I'd start by touching myself on my bare rib cage. Then I'd find the underwire and slowly, slowly work my fingers up the silky underside of the bra cup, sort of pretending it was a guy trying to sneak up on my nipple."

      "Yes, I can identify with that. Dang, she sat back down!" John interjected.

      "Well, at least she hasn't picked up the one piece. Anyway, there were times that I'd take four, maybe five minutes just feeling the underside of my firm, plush boob in its silky container, stroking it back and forth, pushing in a little, weighing my heavy boob, just slowly working my way up and out ... out ... out to where my stiff nipple was waiting."

      Kelli interrupted herself to ask, "You do know that I'm a D cup, right?"

      "Ummm ..."

      "Yeah, I thought so. Next time you want to snoop in someone's underwear drawer, make sure you put things back EXACTLY as you found them.

      "Anyway, I really enjoyed building the tension as I worked my way up and out over my warm, firm boob. With a great cup size comes a great responsibility to go slow, to build the tension.

      
        "Then, when I could feel the embroidered edge of the nipple hole, I had to hold back, just to let the tension build. God, I get hot just remembering! But once I got to my nipple, there was no fantasy about a boy - it was MY bare fingertip on my bare and very hard nipple, and it was like a jolt of electricity to my clit! It was the same every time - first contact, first orgasm! It was SO hot - just me and my nipple and the big O - right in the middle of class, no one else the wiser!"

      Inside, Marie was once again debating with herself. That nipple mini- orgasm was beautiful, but that bikini is SO small. She looked down at her boobs. Screw you, Ken, I think they're very pretty. My nipples - oh, they are so hard! And I do so love to touch them. Maybe just a little more time playing with them. I'll tell the kids the office called back.

      "Oh, there she goes playing with her nips again. I'm so glad you dragged me over here!" Kelli moved her hips a little more violently, forcing John's massive prick almost all the way out, then all the way in again.

      "Man, is she hot. I just love the view from the side, where I can see both of her boobs in profile. Plus when she lets go of her nipples, they line up right at the end of her breasts, nothing behind them, just sticking straight out - amazing!"

      "Anyway," Kelli continued, obviously the better multi-tasker and anxious to finish her high school nipple orgasm story, "after the first orgasm, I'd wait a bit, then, at first, I'd use just my index finger, riding up over my nipple, pushing it down, then letting it pop out below my finger, then back down. Sometimes I'd just brush the very tip of my nipple - that was really hot! Other times, I'd bend it round and round, trying to touch every side of that pillar.

      "Then I'd get my middle finger going and pinch and pull my nip between the two fingers - sort of like you're going now! God, I loved getting myself off that way - fully dressed, bra included, in the middle of class, and no one knowing that I was playing with my bare naked nipple and having one private orgasm after another! When I was REALLY turned on and couldn't stop myself, I'd get my thumb inside too, so I could pinch my nipple harder. That was a little awkward, but so worth it!"

      "Very ... very hot, Sis. Just slow down again... "

      Inside, Marie watched the mirror intently as she tried straightening her arms, with her boobs caught in the middle. Wow! In an instant, she had a mile of cleavage, running right up to her collarbones. Her nipples and areolas stared back at her like two headlights. Why did I let Ken tear me down for so long, she thought.

      
        Then, she decided to try something new, even if she wasn't sure it was feasible. She took both hands and lifted her left breast, then tilted her head down while torguing her boob inward from underneath. She reached out with her tongue, and just managed to lick the end of her nipple. Instantly, her knees buckled as a larger orgasm overtook her.

      "Oh, my god, that looked amazing! I can't believe I never thought of that!"

      "Hold .. on ... Sis" was all John could manage.

      "I love the look on her face when she orgasms.

      "Where was I? Oh, yeah. Anyway, I loved my nipple bra so much! I had to hand wash that bra a hundred times and throw clean regular ones in the wash so Mom wouldn't know - but god, did I love to give myself nipple orgasms in class! Private orgasms every day, with no one the wiser. I think my record was 10 in one period, but after three, it was hard to count. My panty liners just gave up!

      "Most days, I'd come home, lock my door and take off everything but my special bra. Then I'd look in the mirror as I recreated my nipple orgasms from school, starting from below my bra just like in school, then working up and out till I hit my nipple. But instead of my nip being hidden, I could look straight at it or look in the mirror. Usually I'd come at least a couple more time.

      "You know, I tried cutting the ends off both bra cups, but somehow it wasn't quite as erotic as looking down and seeing just the one hard nipple sticking out. A real specialty bra. I found it such a turn on to have it on that I wore it just about any time of day. In fact, I've still got that bra, if you'd ever like to see me wear it."

      "Unnhh - that would be amazing Sis." Schlrrrrp, schlrrrrp. Then, suddenly inspired, he suggested, "Actually, I think I'd like to have you come into your bedroom dressed like you were for school, then strip down to just your nipple bra and then re-enact your afternoon routine of re-enacting your classroom nipple orgasms. And I'll watch through the window"

      "Ohhh, don't slow down. Yeah, that would definitely be hot. You know, I was 18 that whole year - when I write this day up for Literotica I can include that story."

      "Lit-a-what-ica?"

      
        "It's a ... I'll show you later. How about pulling my nipples sideways again? That is SO good! What is she doing in there?

      Literotica. Orv tried to process that. Erotic literature? Lit 15? Could this be Mort's 15th collection of stories from ... what - an erotic literature web site? Erotic? For sure. Literature? Mmmm - not so much!

      Hmm. I bet "Awakenings, Ch 4" would be there, along with this "Spying on Mom" thing. I love THIS one - all boobs, nipples, teasing and voyeurism. I hope this hack, whoever he is, didn't waste too much time with stuff like "character development" or maudlin diversions to make the characters a bit less fictional than these three; just give me the hot stuff! Must investigate. But later!

      The two watched as Marie was once again pulling and twisting her nipples. Schlrrrp, schlrrrp.

      "Did you know that there are 2500 nerve endings per square centimeter on your fingertips?"

      "Um ... no ... how many on my..."

      "I don't know the number, but I've got 10 times whatever that is in my vagina. A little harder please. Nice ... unhh ....

      "Anyway, in class, when I'd try to let me mind focus solely on my fingertip rubbing my right nipple, it was like that sensation took over my entire brain - it was - still is, when I do it - awesome. Plus they've found that the nerves from the nipples, the clit, and the vagina all converge in your brain at just about the same point - the 'genital-sensing brain area.' Kind of explains why my clit lights up so fast when I play with nipples."

      "Thanks for the biology lesson, Sis, but there's a whole lot of biology going on here that doesn't have to involve my head. I mean my brain, anyway. Looks like Mom is recovering."

      "And what about you? My GSBA has registered a distinct drop in sensory input. Do you REALLY think with your tool? Can't process new facts while you keep up the motion? Can you show me you can walk and chew gum at the same time?"

      "Anyone ever tell you you're a nerd? A sexy one - a very sexy one - but a nerd!"

      "I don't mind what you call me so long as you keep moving. Mmmm. Much better."

      
        
      

      Inside, Marie's resolve, along with her nipples, had further stiffened. The second nipple orgasm really did it. If her son liked what he saw, he was more than welcome to look. The erotic thrill of wearing the suit would have been enough with neither kid around, but the concept that John might find his old mother attractive would be a real bonus. She needed to be appreciated. Who knows, she might even try dating again.

      Marie lay the bikini on the bed, arranging all of the strands so that she could make sense of it. John, of course, was panting as he watched his mother's boobs hanging down, wobbling with every movement. He knew they were a D cup (he'd checked her bra size the same day he'd checked on Kelli's), but knowing that and seeing them in the flesh was two different things.

      John pulled Kelli's nipples out to the side a few more times, but it was .. um .. hard to know where to focus. Slap! Convulse, convulse, pause, repeat.

      With her nipples throbbing (two orgasms is enough for now, my precious nips - the kids are certainly wondering what's taking so long, and I'll get back to you, I promise), Marie took the two ends meant to go around her rib cage. Putting the cups (or rather, the cloth triangles) behind her, she glanced down between her breasts to make the first tie. Swiveling the top around (again, John had to pause the hip action between him and his sister as he watched his mother's hands pushing her tits out of the way, the backs of her hands mounding the abundant flesh and "inadvertently" rubbing her nipples), she next found the neck halter pieces and brought them up, quickly tying them behind her neck.

      "Holey crap - the whole underside of her boobs is open to the world!"

      "Pipe down, brother, and get those hands back on my own boobs, and let's have some more hip action. God, my - our - juices have run down to my knees." Schlrrrp, schlrrrp.

      With the halter tied, Marie looked in the mirror and adjusted the four strips of fabric connecting the base of the triangles with the band around her rib cage. While her areolas were fully covered, her nipples were poking through the thin fabric like tent poles. She couldn't resist giving them a quick tug.

      "You know, Sis, when I spied on you getting into and out of your bikini, I thought that was the best. You should check out the loads of sperm I've left under your window! Then when we were in the pool, and you pulled me inside you and then Mom popped out and you held my dick in your pussy while you talked with her like nothing was going on - I could not imagine anything more erotic!

      
        But now, here I am - my tool plunging the depths of your cunt, my hands holding your amazingly firm tits, my fingers tweaking your nipples - AND the two of us are watching Mom play with her own nipples - could it possibly get any better?"

      "By the way - while I love being inside you, playing with your boobs, teasing your nipples, and watching Mom - what's in it for you?"

      "Well, YOUR 'in it' for me, and I love what you do to my nipples. But as for Mom, we've started to get really close. Right, do that to my nipples again - mmm. She's lonely, and I'm hoping that wearing the suit will be a step toward getting her out of her shell."

      You know, Orv thought, that's all I really hope for for Kath, too.

      "Plus, I have to admit, I kind of like watching her play with her body - I've been sort of pretending that I was doing what she was doing to myself. And I'm DEFINITELY going to try licking my own nipples!"

      John had only minutes more to wait for an answer as to whether it could get better. Marie decided that, on closer inspection, the halter needed to be tied a little tighter - it would give more lift to her bountiful boobs. Plus it would show more underboob. When she finished retying the halter, she thought, now that's better - deeper cleavage above, more breast flesh below.

      Then, just to see what might happen if she dove in the pool, she raised both arms straight over her head. The result took her breath away - not to mention that of her kids.

      Oh, my! she thought. Looking in the mirror, she could see that the lower half of both areolas had slid from beneath the triangles - and lowering her arms had left them exposed. It seemed that her very, very stiff nipples, now just above the edge of the lower border of the patches, was all that had kept the fabric from slipping higher (or her boobs slipping lower, depending on your points of view). I'll have to be careful about that. Or, well, we'll see how the afternoon goes. Son, I'll be looking for a bulge in your swim shorts - love me, love my boobs, love my areolas, love my nipples.

      "That is SOOOO sexy," both brother and sister whispered, both now just an extra plunge from release. Somehow, while naked was awesome, it was even more erotic to be WEARING something designed to cover the sensitive (oh, so sensitive!) parts and then find that they weren't really covered! "Mom, I've always loved you, but I really, really love your boobs, and your areolas and nipples are amazing," whispered John.

      
        "I know how you feel, John," Orv whispered, putting himself in John's spot and seeing Kath's boobs and nipples in his mind. "Sure makes me wish I had a sister, though."

      Then, thinking of Kath, he added another note in the text:

      MAKE SURE SHE KNOWS I LOVE HER AND THINK SHE'S PRETTY

      "So - do you love her boobs, areolas and nipples more than mine?" Kelli taunted, with an extra wiggle of her rear end.

      "Oh ... hold on ... Whew! Another mini. Well, you are both pretty awesome, but what can I say? I'm deep in YOUR cunt, I'm holding YOUR boobs, and I'm twisting YOUR nipples - not much of a contest, right? Plus your areolas kind of mound up, which I find extra erotic."

      "I guess I'll let you get away with that answer - for now. Now pull my nipples out wide one more time." Slap! Schlrrrp, schlrrrp.

      Hmm, what if I were to bounce on the diving board, Marie thought. What might that do?

      "You are awesome, John. But can you try one more thing? First, I want you to pull your tool NEARLY all the way out. ... Oh, yeah, your dick head feels so fat at my entrance. Did I say to push it back in? Okay. Now, I want you to pull my boobs out wide again, but hold on tight to those nips. Mmmm - nice. Now, when I count to three, pull hard so my nipples pop free, and at the same time, ram your dick home, then grab my nips again as quick as you can."

      "That sounds real hot, Sis, but that might be too much."

      "Again, a risk I'm ready to take right now. Ohhh, I do love when you twist my nips.

      Inside, Marie lowered her arms and bent her legs. What happened next was burnt into John's permanent long term memory.

      "One."

      
        To start her hop, Marie quickly straightened her legs. The inertia of her tits caused them to lag, creating an even bigger bulge of boob below the bikini. Still, her nipples clung to the seam at the bottom of the triangles. Her feet left the floor.

      "Two."

      As Marie passed the top of her hop and started to descent, the reverse happened. Her boobs lagged behind her torso on the way down, creating an unreal profile - much like the shape of Kelli's boobs when buoyed by water back in the pool.

      Then, Marie touched down, but with more acceleration on her boobs than at the start of her jump. The breast flesh bulged further and further out below the overstressed nipple patches.

      "Three!"

      Finally, it all came together:

      Kelli's nips slipped from John's fingers, shooting another signal to her pussy. Her boobs slapped together, harder than before.

      John plunged his sopping, schlrrrping iron-hard dick into Kelli's pussy as hard and as deep as he could.

      And as Marie watched her boobs in the mirror and the kids watched through the window, the tiny patches of cloth gave up their hold on her super hard nipples, though the edge of the fabric gave them an incredible caress as they popped free.

      "Oh, god," said Marie, collapsing on the bed in full nipple orgasm. Nothing mini this time.

      "Oh, god," said both John and Kelli, who had unwittingly timed their erotic experiment to coincide with Marie's nipple release and orgasm - the haystack that broke the camel's back, as it were, of their hope of holding off from coming.

      Kelli clung to the window sill to keep from falling. But there was no controlling the muscles deep inside her, which milked and milked, and milked John's throbbing rod.

      
        
      

      John flailed with his hands and managed to catch Kelli's rebounding boobs and then her nipples all the while erupting inside her. Hot jets of jism kept spurting and spurting and spurting into her pulsating love tunnel, bathing her cervix for what felt like two full minutes.

      "Oh, god," whispered Orv, as he, too, could hold back no more, filling his foreskin to bursting with his own seed. Despite clenching the end of his foreskin, it capacity was exceeded and his semen dripped to the floor.

      The rest of the world had disappeared, blotted out by the intensity of the feelings and hormones pounding through their bodies. The three [four, counting Orv] were left panting, each reliving those final minutes, not even caring to think about what to do next.

      Orv closed the laptop, cleaned himself up, and crawled in the bed. He looked at the old style clock radio - late, but not as late as he feared. He set the alarm to give him time to watch Kath shower in the morning, then turned off the light and rolled over. With his release, he was able to quickly drift into a dreamless sleep. Not! His dreams were full of images of boobs and nipples, and of catching glimpses of them through nightgowns, windows, and mirrors. He couldn't wait for morning.

    
  
    
      Chapter 5

      
        When we last left Orv, he had lost control while reading Spying on Mom and had crawled into bed. His dreams were filled with images of his mom's nipples showing through her nightgown, of the feel of her breast in his palm, of her stiff nipple digging in, of Jan's translucent bra, with the color of her nipples at the end of her tit showing through.
      

      Needless to say, Orv was almost willing himself for the release of a wet dream when he woke up in a sweat. His dick was pulsing, but with wakefulness, he held back from cumming. Release is sweet, but the mess...

      Try as he might to get back to sleep, though, erotic images and stories plagued his mind. What the heck, he thought, as long as I'm awake...

      He opened up Mort's laptop again and found that the end of the Spying on Mom story was still open. Better be more careful to close things down, he thought; wouldn't want Kath to open that up.

      
        But then, he remembered that Kelli had mentioned submitting something to ... erotic something. ... Literotica - that was it!

      With trembling hands, he googled the term. "100% Free Sex Stories ... erotic literature."

      Did he trust Milt's anti-virus software? Well, it must have been okay for Milt. Orv clicked on the site. First, the warning about being 18 - got it covered. Then, a pile of "News" which Orv ignored. New Stories - now we're getting somewhere, he thought. But when he opened the first one and searched on "nipple," there were only 7 hits. He scrolled to check things out, but the story turned out to involve a woman experiencing pain while some jerk pulled on her "nipple rings," whatever those were. Ugh! Pain was not his style.

      Orv tried the next story, but was again disappointed - lots of screwing but no teasing with boobs, no stolen glances down a blouse. The third turned out to be about a man's nipples - gahh! Was there a "search" icon? No magnifying glass that Orv could find.

      But Orv was resourceful. He went back to google and entered "literotica spying on mom." Okay, "tags." A few interesting bits, but not the right title.

      Further down, he spotted a story called, "Spying on Mom." But Orv's hopes were dashed when the first page contained only a single "nipple." Not Mort's story. Same with the next one.

      One more try: Spying on Mom Ch 2." Paydirt! 67 nipples on the first page! Orv read a bit, then realized that this seemed to be a continuation of the story that had pushed him over the edge earlier that night.

      Chapter 2. I wonder how many chapters there are? He hovered his mouse over Tedluvs38C and saw that it was, indeed a link. Cool! 15 stories, including another chapter of Spying on Mom.

      Hold on! Next to Awakenings Ch 3 it read, "Orv and Kath learn more about themselves - and their house!" Orv and Kath??!!

      He opened the story and read, "Orv woke up with a full bladder, a raging hard on, and a vague recollection of a dream filled with generous boobs and stiff nipples, softly swaying under a thin nightgown. He was also disoriented - the feel of the bed was different, and his right side was against a wall that shouldn't have been there."

      
        WTF??!! A story about a guy with the unlikely name of Orv? Who had a dream just like his from a few days ago??

      Skipping down he read, "Why, her tits were easily as large as ... as ... what was her name? Amber! Right, the first girl who had ever "shown him" her fully naked breasts, her magical nipples. But she was a model in a magazine and his mom was real. But would he ever see her nipples like that again? Ever feel the swell of her breast in his hand? Not much chance of that, he thought with a sigh."

      The hairs on the back of Orv's neck went up, and he almost reflexively swiveled around to see if someone was watching him, or to look for a hidden camera. But no camera could have read his mind like this - like this "Ted" guy, whoever he was.

      Orv hit Page Down some several times, when this paragraph caught his eye: "Kath felt her breasts lift and her nipples harden - a very new experience for her. Her breathing quickened. She looked down at herself and the prom dress was gone, replaced with a nearly transparent nightgown. The color of her areolas and nipples shown through clearly, and she found her hands reaching up to hold them, to lightly pinch the nipples. She started to feel wet."

      Holy smokes! Was "Ted" inside Kath's mind as well?? But dang, it was the middle of the night and he had to get some sleep. He'd try to figure this out tomorrow, if he could. He popped a couple of melatonin tablets and lay down. At the last minute, he remembered to set the clock forward.

      The alarm beeped, and Orv reflexively hit the snooze button. Then, his mind kicked into gear - Kath would be up soon, taking a shower!

      His bladder was close to setting off alarms itself, but he heard Kath stirring, walking to the bathroom. He quietly moved from his bed to the closet, positioning the stool in front of the one-way mirror. Orv's dick was at full staff in moments, but when he heard the potty flush and saw Kath move into view, he had to pause. Yes, Kath was his mom, but when she reached down and pulled the nightie over her head, he had to stifle a moan - and had to stop rubbing his dick.

      Her boobs. He was transfixed. Yes, Kath was his mom, but boobs were boobs, and her breasts, when her tits came into view, were magnificent! Yes, he'd seen her breasts and her nipples through her nightgown, but, save for the one-way mirror, these were the first live bosoms he'd ever seen fully naked. Her tits were breath-taking, and Orv paused the stroking of his prick to take in their beauty.

      With her hands over her head, as she lifted off the nightgown, there was no sag in her boobs to be seen. He tried to memorize the under-curve of her amazing tits, curving out, out, out, then curving up to her nipples, which seemed to be tightening. As she leaned over the tub to start the water, he was treated to a view ("Up" would have been Mort's label) of her magnificent tits hanging down, wobbling just a bit as she adjusted the hot and cold. Her right nipple seemed a bit stiffer than just moments earlier. Whatever the water temperature, Orv was definitely "hot."

      For reasons unknown, Kath's mind had gone back to the movie about the son watching his mother take a shower while he spied on her. Keith? Was that his name? Whatever. Kath felt her nipples knotting up as she stepped into the warm shower. The bathroom door was closed, so she knew that Orv could not be watching her. But the erotic nature of the movie she'd seen crept into her mind. What would she think if Orv somehow was watching? In her head, she wasn't sure; but in her nipples, there was a clear constriction of blood flow.

      Whoa! My mom is so hot, thought Orv. Such glorious boobs and stiff nipples! Then he furtively looked behind him to be sure no light would be coming through the mirror to give him away. Satisfied, he turned back to watch, and thanked his dear uncle for the steps he had taken to, presumably, watch his very hot daughter, Angel.

      For, not only was the bathroom side of the mirror not fogging, but he must have also treated the shower doors with some kind of "sheeting" material which shed the water droplets almost as soon as they landed. Because there, not more than 7 or 8 feet away, was the most beautiful naked woman Orv had ever seen!

      Okay, fine - the only naked women Orv had ever seen. But what a beauty she was. Long hair streaming down her back, long, lithe legs disappearing below the tub line ... and most important, those amazing bosoms, wobbling around as she washed her hair. Despite what was presumably a warm shower, her nipples seemed to be getting stiffer as he watched.

      Orv likes to look at me, Kath was thinking, a lot like how Keith, or whatever his name was, enjoyed looking at his own mom. And Keith's mom was okay with that. What was the harm of letting her son ogle her naked breasts? What if Orv was somehow watching me take this shower? Would there be any harm? He's my son; I love him and he loves me. Who would be hurt if he were watching me wash my bosoms? And as she cupped and raised her full boobs, she felt her nipples stiffen even further.

      Ohhhh..... Geezuz! What an erotic sight, Orv murmured to himself, as he watched his mother's boobs slip through her fingers and fall back into position. He paused stroking his dick, letting the contractions ooze some precum into the tissue in his foreskin.

      Meanwhile, Kath was reliving some of the movie scenes from the night before, and quite without planning it, she found herself getting very high. She began, quite on instinct, to pull on both of her stiff, soapy nipples, which very quickly slipped from her grasp. But OMG [assuming she knew the acronym, which she didn't], what was that amazing feeling that had just coursed through her body, centering on muscles "down below" that she never knew existed!

      Orv, very stiff dick in hand, winced as he saw Kath contort her body as her nipples slipped from her grasp. What was happening to his mom? Was she alright? Did she need help? But what could he say if he burst in? Are you alright, Mom, I saw you... No, give her a minute. But geez, was that hot!

      Kath recovered, wondering what had happened and why she felt so very hot all of a sudden. But after a moment's reflection, she decided to give in to the feeling. Thinking about how Keith had watched his mom in the shower and of how erotic the scene was, she fully gave in to the obvious option in front of her. The option in front of her was her tits.

      Orv was, presumably, still asleep. Even so, he'd never interrupt her shower. Then, thinking about how "warm" it had made her feel to know that Orv was admiring her breasts (well, really her stiff nipples and her breasts) and remembering how Keith's mom had seemingly enjoyed having Keith watch while she played with her boobs, Kath surrendered to what, in the back of her mind, were her hedonistic impulses, and pulled on her nipples - hard. Over and over and over again. She cupped her boobs, lifting her tits up while looking at her cleavage and the stiff nipples at the ends of her tits. Her breasts were covered in soap, and as her bosoms slipped out of her grasp, she felt her stiff nipples rubbing against her palms. Signals from her nips seemed to be connected to her - her private area, where she felt some unfamiliar pulsations.

      But while she was beginning to love the feel of her firm breasts in her palms, it was her nipples that seemed to be much more sensitive. Inspired, perhaps from the movie, she tried pulling her very stiff nipples up until her nubbins slipped from her grasp, eliciting a stronger contraction down below. Next, she was pulling her nips to the side so that her boobs slapped together when they slipped from her fingers, then holding on to her nipples as she wound her breasts in circles as they followed her tightly held nipples. Until... until "Unnggghhhh! Ohhhhhhhhhhh, my goodness! Ooooooohhhhh! Crimminey!" Her body nearly crumpled as the waves of ecstasy washed over her. She clutched her boobs tightly, her nipples still throbbing, as she fought to keep her balance.

      Needless to say, poor Orv had melted into a puddle. Or, at least, there was a small puddle in front of him, despite his best effort to keep his seed from spilling out of his foreskin. He cleaned up as quickly as he could, then crawled back into bed, his head spinning. Had his mom just had an orgasm? Was that what it was like for a woman?

      Truth be told, yes. Her first. And she realized that she had liked it. A lot.

      *****************************

      
        
      

      At school that day, Orv was distracted. Even more distracted than usual. He had discovered that "Ted," whoever he or she was, seemed to know what was in his mind. And Kath's mind. And ... Jane's? How crazy was that??? But, more to the points, he had watched Kath in the shower reaching what, based on his very limited knowledge, seemed likely to have been an orgasm, just by pulling on and playing with her nipples! He had taken sex ed, of course, but it was all centered around males and females, around penises and vaginas, and love and babies. Nipples were for providing milk to babies, as far as he knew from academics. But clearly, Kath's nipples had had other plans in mind!

      Of course, he knew that he could orgasm on his own (too many wet dreams to deny that!) but could women climax without a man? And what was this whole deal with the author "Ted," or whatever his or her name was, knowing what was in his mind? And Kath's??? That day, in particular, it was, in a strange way, comforting that everyone knew he was a bit "odd;" when the teacher asked a question, no one raised an eyebrow when it took him three extra seconds to move from visions of Kath's stiff nipples to the answer of some mundane question.

      [Sci-Fi Interruption, next five paragraphs]

      When it was his group's turn for lunch, his mind was still confused about what was going on with him, and "Ted" and Kath, while also musing about Kath's boobs and nipples. There were two guys in front of him, though, who were talking about some Sci-Fi show - "Star Trek" vaguely filtered into his consciousness. But it wasn't until he heard them talking about some rerun they had both watched when his mind fully tuned in.

      "So, this dude, all in 17th century regalia, becomes 'aware.' His whole life is a holodeck program, something Data cooked up. You know, like, he's a hologram, but he doesn't know it! Thinks he's real flesh and blood. Then he becomes aware of his 'virtual' situation, but tries to figure a way out. He manages to get control of the ship and demand his "freedom' to live out his 'life!' Have you seen that one?"

      "No, dude, that sounds far out. [Yeah, I'm old - don't know what Gen Z kids' lingo is!] Hey - that sorta reminds me of the Spock's Brain episode from the original - you know, when he thinks he's breathing and pumping blood, when he's just managing the HVAC and water for that planet? - Sloppy Joe, thanks - I mean, who's to say my brain isn't in a petri dish somewhere, and all that I think I hear, see, smell, feel, and taste isn't some weird experiment with some 'superior being' feeding signals to my neurons to see how I react?"

      Orv's mind was spinning. The cafeteria lady called out, "Hello?! Next in line??" twice to get his attention. "Yeah - sloppy joe." "Star Trek?" "Holodeck?" "Data," as a person? "Spock?" While knowing who or what they were might have helped him with context, the concepts were disturbingly familiar. Was his brain in a petri dish, while "Ted" manipulated what his senses were telling him?? He pinched himself, then realized that, of course, Ted could have made him do that.

      He wandered out into the dining area while affirming to himself that he, Orv, was real, that this was his life, and that he would make of it what he would.

      As his mind came back to the real world (he assumed), he was at least partly startled to find Jane, sitting alone, catching his eye, and motioning him over to sit with her.

      "Hi, Orv, how are you today?" Jane asked innocently. It dawned on Orv that he had not even tried to glance through the gaps in Jan's blouse to see if her nipples were visible through her bra last period. Dang - let's get back to living and taking mental boob pics when I can! And in an instant, his memory turned on the video of Kath having what he guessed was a nipple orgasm. But here was Jane, wearing a tight blouse and sweater, her bosoms bulging. And then there was Kath...

      "Um... Hi, Jane. Thanks for saving me a seat. I'm ... alright," was the best that Orv could muster. His face turned red at the thought of his mother rubbing her tits and nipples, a memory that had reverberated through his mind all morning, when he felt Jane's warm, soft, bosom pressing into his left upper arm.

      "Well, I hope that what happened yesterday is something that ... that, well, we can put behind us."

      Orv needed most of a moment or two to recompute and to try to think along whatever line Jane was thinking. Along the way, he realized that "Ted" could have insights to share. He'd have to dig deeper into Literotica when he got home.

      Pulling his thoughts together as best he could, he replied, "Jane, that could have been the most embarrassing moment of my life," his face turning even redder at the memory. "Look - I know that I'm an 'odd duck' - it's been the story of my life. But rather than call me out, you covered for me. I don't know why you did that, but, whatever happens going forward, I am eternally grateful."

      Jane was truly touched. "Orv, since I turned 13, I've had boobs. I expect that you might have noticed." I've pined for you since before you had boobs, Orv was thinking. "And while having boobs early can be a blessing, it can also be a curse. You have no idea how many guys seem to pay attention to me only because of my tits."

      Orv searched for something to say, but when nothing came to mind, Jane continued. "Orv, this may seem sudden, but I feel like you are the only guy who pays attention to me aside from the fact that, from what I hear, I have great tits." Yes, Jane knew she had great tits, but self-deprecation seemed in order here.

      Crap! I wish I'd read more of Awakenings! Then I might know what she was thinking! Long pause. "Jane, I've known you from the third grade, long before you started to blossom." (Blossom and bosom - such close relatives!) "You're smart, you're pretty, and, at least based on what happened yesterday, you have real empathy. Yes, you are a very pretty girl, but I like you for what I think you have inside." Pause. With heart in hand, "Might I ask if you have a date for the prom?"

      Jane, who had prepped for lunch by removing her bra, slid the side of her cardigan aside to reveal her stiff left nipple. "Take a look, Orv. Does the sight of my nipple give you any ideas?" Her left hand landed on Orv's thigh and drifted north.

      Orv's eyes were riveted in a microsecond, his dick rising only slightly slower (dang the delays in physiology!). "Um... geez, Jane! You are so beautiful! But aside from physical beauty, I think that are also beautiful on the inside. I've endured lots of cruel jokes, but I want to believe that this is not one of them. If you really mean it, if that is your true intent, then, yes, it would be my honor to take you to the prom!"

      Only a dork would phrase things that way, but from Orv, somehow it was touching. Glancing around to see that no one was watching, Jane lifted Orv's left hand to cup the underside of her left boob. "Orv, while we've been together in the same classes for many years, I feel like I'm just beginning to know you. But yes, I, too, would be honored if you took me to the prom!"

      ************************

      When Orv got home, he quickly pulled up "Awakenings, Ch 2" and started reading about "Fun with (Orv's) Dick and Jane('s Nipples)." Again, his mind whirled with the weirdness of it all. Parts of the story he had lived through, and they seemed incredibly real - and so weird to find in print for all the world to see. WTF!? But other parts, including erotic but strange insights into Jane's parents, seemed just weird. Could all of this drivel be real? But reading about Jane sunbathing and developing a tan line across her nipples - well, true or not, Orv found that amazingly erotic!

      But at the end of the chapter, Jane and Jennifer had talked about that jerk Griff (Orv decided he'd really need to do something about that brute) before Jane had gone home and had a nipple orgasm while thinking about Orv nibling on her breast, tonguing her nipple!

      Everything Orv had read about both Kath and Jane (and himself) seemed real. But how could that be? And, should he make use of the apparent insights he had into both Kath and Jane?? Orv turned these questions over in his mind, but eventually settled on two points (no, not nipples!). First and foremost, he resolved that whatever he might think he knew about the two ladies in his life, he would never use presumptive knowledge for anything but above-board purposes. He knew that he loved Kath, as his mother, and he had inklings, even before "Ted's" insights, that Jane was special. Whatever he thought he knew, he would never use it for "untoward" purposes.

      Second, while "Ted" might somehow know what had been in his mind, and those of his two dearest ladies, the future was yet to be written - by "Ted," by god, or whoever. He would be his best, true self, and "Ted" could write his story after he had lived it. Still, this was all really weird to think about.

      ***********************

      Kath, getting out of the shower, was not at all sure what had happened to her. Something had driven her to play with her breasts and especially her nipples. She was acutely aware that her nipples had never really gone down; what was more, rubbing her boobs and nipples with the towel gave her a pleasant warm glow. Some long slumbering part of her physiology had somehow been awakened, or so it seemed.

      But what could or should she do about it? She knew that this was all sexual, but it was so, so different than the painful hurt that had been her experience with Biff. The memory made her shiver, not in a good way, and she vowed to suppress that memory as best she could.

      As she closed the door between the bathroom and her room, she heard Orv going in. Thankfully, he must have changed his clock.

      But as she dressed in her staid uniform for work, she thought more about Orv, and how just the thought of him watching her shower through an unclosed bathroom door seemed to have been a trigger that had started her down the road to - what was it? She guessed it must have been an orgasm - she'd picked up enough through the years to know that the word meant something about a "climax" of sexual pleasure centered in the genitals - but she'd sort of figured that was a guy thing, you know, when they - when their sperm came out. But could a women have an orgasm? Still, there was no getting around it - something akin to that had happened to her. If that happened for all the men and women who had sex - real sex, hopefully with tenderness and love involved - then it was no wonder the world had 8 billion people sucking up its diminishing resources.

      Kath had little choice as to what to wear for work (well, okay, she could wear a sexier bra under the opaque white top), but her mind drifted toward Amy's offer to let her "shop" in her closet. Her nipples tightened as her mind wandered down a road that led to her revealing more of herself (i.e., her boobs and nipples!) to Orv. She wondered what Amy might have to offer, and resolved to get in touch with her.

      
        
      

      She was torn, of course. After all, she had lived such a prudish life since - well, since high school, and here she was thinking about "teasing" Orv, if that was the right term.

      She tried to think analytically - what were the risks, what were the downside, and what were the rewards and the up sides?

      As to risks - well, there was the chance that Orv might realize that she was showing more of herself than ever before. And to what end? But that could be countered in two ways: first, they had always lived hand to mouth, so if Amy was willing to give her some clothes, that was in keeping with how they had always lived. Second, she had known Orv his entire life; there was not a mean bone in his body. So, she had absolutely no qualms about whether Orv would do anything - well - unseemly. Just not in his nature.

      As to rewards and up sides, she knew that having Orv ogle her breasts and nipples had been a real high. Even thinking about it made her nipples stiffen. So, the rewards, in the short term, included "teasing" Orv and remembering, later on, how that had made her tingle.

      Plus, for Orv, if he liked looking at her - well, her boobs and nipples - then "teasing" him ought to be something he would feel was a positive, too. I mean, he's my son, he'd never hurt me, we'll never actually do anything physical, but if he likes to look, it should all be good, right?

      Beyond that, Kath's reserve about possibly meeting a man her own age were starting to melt. Walt, while taken, certainly seemed decent enough. It would take a long time, she knew, but the old folks she worked with were always telling her to "put herself out there" and see what happens. He-who-shall-not-be-named was always in the back of her mind, but if there was an older, and available, version of Orv in the real world, then there was a chance. Surely there were more guys like Orv and Walt, right? On her lunch break, Kath called Amy, who was delighted to hear from her, and they arranged to meet over the weekend.

      Kath was daydreaming about how that meeting might go, wondering about getting a more daring wardrobe, one that revealed more of her boobs and nipples, even if only Orv might see it, when Olive, one of her favorites, piped up and said, "Who're you dreaming about, Miss Kath? Must be some hot guy the way your nipples have popped up," she said in her usual irreverent manner.

      "What ... Oh my," Kath muttered, realizing that even with her staid bra and uniform, her nipples, were, indeed, poking out. "No. No, I'm sorry, I was ... well my new house has a poster of this really handsome guy..." She was relieved to have made up a story, but still, her nipples had really given her away.

      
        
      

      "Some movie star, right? Girl, you gotta get out some, you hear? You're such a fine looking woman, you shouldn't be letting your 'ass-ets,' and particularly your 'front-sets' be wasting away."

      "I'd love to meet someone, someone nice, but when all you see is old folks - no offense Miss Olive - but I don't have a clue how to meet someone..."

      "Well, you got any hobbies, girl? You bowl? Play tennis? Play bridge?"

      "No, not really... Bridge? It's a card game, isn't it?"

      "Yes, cards. Why, girl, that would be a fine game for you to learn. We gots folks here, play every day in the game room. I'm sure they'd be happy to teach you. Then find a local club, you know, not this old folk's home, and that could be your ticket. Don't let them fine titties go to waste, girl! I mean, if I had your puppies, I'd be havin' guys do me ever' night!"

      "Gee - I'll give it some thought, Miss Olive, thanks."

      ****************

      For the rest of that week, Orv was up every morning to watch his Mom take her shower; in fact, he had a, well, a hard time sleeping in anticipation of the boob and nipples show. Sure, there was an occasional twinge of regret - I mean, spying on your Mom while she brings herself to a nipple orgasm is not what Orv counted as being a good son - but where was the harm? He loved her, and she was beautiful and getting more sensual and adventuresome every day. On Thursday, she came perilously close to putting a hand between her legs, but seemed to think better of it and went back to twisting her nipples.

      For her part, Kath was following a parallel path. Her long-buried sensuality had been awakened, and she was finding greater and greater pleasure in her body. Again, her reasoning was, where is the harm in surrendering to the amazing sensations that coursed through her as she played with her breasts and pulled and twisted her nipples? While she toyed with leaving the door ajar so that Orv might "accidentally" see her naked body, she could not quite rationalize that move. Still, she continued to think about Orv somehow spying on her, and that just heightened the pleasure she got from playing with her bosoms, from twisting her nipples. Her nipple orgasms were getting more intense, and she was now finding she needed to have the release of a nipple orgasm before she fell asleep every night.

      
        She was also anticipating, with a mixture of dread and excitement, meeting with Amy to enhance her wardrobe. How would that go? What might Amy have to offer, and what might she select? Kath had no (grown up) male friends, so, who was she purporting to dress for? Yes, she wanted Orv to notice, but what would she tell Amy? Maybe Amy knew where she might meet some nice 30-something guys? There was the bridge club angle though - she'd keep that in mind.

      Even though Orv most often orgasmed along with his mom, he stayed in the darkened closet to watch his mom towel off afterwards. It seemed that Kath was really starting to believe that she was beautiful, which Orv counted as a good thing. She would look in the mirror while she stood there, naked (and with Orv no more than four feet away) while she looked at her body with seeming admiration. She would twist left, then right, appraising herself in the mirror, or so it seemed. Despite having just emptied his balls, Orv was mesmerized at the sight of Kath's profile, with both bosoms all but lined up. From his vantage, though, he could see the underside of each tit, and both nipples (still quite stiff!) lined up at the end of each tit. His seemingly endlessly horny dick, fully reinflated.

      And then, there was Jane of the braless big tits and stiff nipples. Their lunchtime routine was getting better every day, and Orv was getting more comfortable talking with - let's face it - a real live, very sexy girl who seemed genuinely interested in him. Amazing! Jane nearly always had a hand on his thigh (or higher!) and Orv even risked putting his own hand on Jane's thigh. More to the bulge, Jane loved leaning into him so that her bountiful right bosom pressed into Orv's upper arm. Frequently, she'd turn toward him so that her stiff nipple would rub against him. On non-gym days, when Orv went commando, Jane would rub his dick slowly but persistently. She learned Orv's signals to back off, though, so there was never another mess on the floor.

      When Saturday finally arrived, Kath had never come up with a great story, so she figured, the truth is always best (even if she only provide half of it). She announced to Orv that she had had such a great interaction with Amy that she was going over for a visit. If there was an exchange of clothes, she'd explain that later. Kath's nipples had been tight for some time, thinking about what Amy might show her, and she was pleased with Orv's response.

      "Oh, that's great, Mom! Amy does seem really nice. I might go over and see Jane while you're out. We're doing a science project together." While partly true, Orv was thinking more about a "biology" experiment!

      Amy, dressed in a tight, bright green blouse that showed more than a hint of cleavage, greeted Kath with a warm, bosom-to-bosom hug at the door. "I'm so glad you came over, Kath, I've been thinking about your situation all week, and I'm hoping I can help you out." Kath's nipples, inexplicably responded to the boob hug, leaving her speechless for a moment. "By the way, Walt is off playing golf, so it's just us girls for the afternoon!" Amy announced with a big smile.

      
        "Amy, you are being so kind! I only briefly met you, and yet you are so welcoming that I don't know what to say." For reasons that escaped Kath's understanding, she glanced down and noticed that Amy's nipples seemed to be stiff through her blouse and bra. The observation made Kath's own nipples engorge in response.

      "Oh, Kath, don't think a thing about it! I've known a lot of young girls who needed help, and I'm just glad that I can be here for you now. Come on upstairs and let's go 'shopping!' "

      Kath followed Amy up the steps, marveling at Amy's long, shapely legs and the way her tush stressed the short shorts she was wearing. Is this just "weekend wear" for her? Am I really ready to get that, well, seductive? Or am I the one out of step? Her nipples stiffened a bit more.

      Amy's bedroom was light and airy, spacious, and, well, "feminine," was the only description that came to Kath's mind. There were two comfortable looking chairs sitting near the window, with a small table between them. She entered, rather timidly, and stood anxiously with her hands clasped in front of her, her eye downcast.

      "Oh, Kath, Kath, Kath," Amy said, after a quick appraisal. "You're nervous, and I understand. In fact, I anticipated it. You do drink wine, don't you?" After a silent nod, Amy continued, "Well, I like this white, but I brought a red along as well, if you prefer."

      "White is fine," Kath murmured.

      "Okay, tell you what - you have a seat over there, and let's have a glass of wine and just chat for a bit, then look at clothes later. How does that sound?" she continued while pouring two healthy glasses.

      Kath's shoulders relaxed, and she met Amy's eyes as she took the glass. Amy was as chatty and friendly as the first time they met, and without her really realizing it, she was soon into her second glass of wine, recounting some stories from her past - which were few once you exclude Biff. Amy listened with interest, asking leading questions so that she better understood her subject.

      It dawned on Kath that she'd been doing all the talking while Amy had said little about herself. When there was a brief pause, then, Kath started on her third glass of wine (now feeling the effects, but not really caring) and tried to find out more about Amy.

      "So, tell me a bit more about your life? You're such a pretty lady, I bet you had lots of boyfriends." By chance, Kath's gaze had drifted briefly to Amy's cleavage, to her bosoms, to the hints of nipples showing through.

      
        
      

      "You mean my boobs? Well, yes, ..." Amy started.

      Kath, red-faced, realized what she'd done, "No, no... I mean, yes, you have lovely breasts, but your face, your hair, your whole figure, is ..."

      "Well, I don't have to tell you, but while teenage boys and young men like a pretty face well enough, it's the tits that really draw them in! I learned that early on, with boys trying to 'accidently' rub an elbow into my boobs, looking at my nipples instead of my face. I found myself getting withdrawn, feeling like it wasn't worth it.

      "But then one day, I was washing my tits in the shower, and all of a sudden, I got this incredible feeling in my," here she paused, looking around, then continued, "in my pussy. I hope you don't mind the language, but Walt won't be home for hours." Kath's breathing started to quicken, and her own nipples began to tense - this sounded so familiar.

      "Anyway, it was like a light switch had been thrown! I began to, at least in private, love my big bosoms. I would play with my nipples every chance I got, and, would you believe it? I found that I could have an orgasm just by twisting and pulling on my nipples!" Kath's breathing was getting labored, and she found that her right hand had started to reach for her left tit. Stop that she admonished herself!

      "But then, I started to realize that, so long as I was in control, I began to enjoy having guys stare at my boobs. I'd known most of the kids, like, forever, so I knew that I'd be safe teasing the nerdy kids, but I was always careful with the guys who thought they were 'cool.' "

      Kath recalled her walk to the grocery store, with no panties and an inadequate bra, and how she had begun to enjoy the looks of, well, the gentlemen. Also, the thought of Orv somehow watching her shower while she experienced her own nipple orgasms added to her level of excitement.

      "I mean, there were even times when I would be the one to initiate the boob-to-elbow contact in the lunch line! That's when I started to wear tighter sweaters, or blouses that were just a tad too small, you know, so that guys could probably see my right bosom through the gaps between the buttons. It was so funny! I mean, they'd be pretending to look at the teacher while actually looking at my tits - and they were so focused on my boobs that they never knew that I was watching their eyes caress my boob. If I could have gotten away with going braless, I'm sure they would have cum in their pants!"

      
        Kath was taking in this monologue with stiff nipples, a quiet smile, and an occasional nod. She began to wish that she had been so bold back in high school, but that was too long ago. But then, she did have Orv; where might this all lead?

      "Anyway, yes, I found that I enjoyed being a 'prick tease' for a while, but then I met a fellow who was actually interested in me - who I was, what I liked to read, my sports, the whole thing. Yes, he gave my body the careful appraisal, but he was a gentleman about it, or at least as much of a gentleman as an 18-year-old boy can hope to be.

      "So, he was my first, and then there were a few other through college, but in between, I could still satisfy myself with my nipples, and I still love, to this day, to tease guys with my body. Especially with Big Walt beside me, I feel very comfortable." She can satisfy herself with her nipples? Does she have nipple orgasms, too? Maybe I'm not a freak that way, Kath mused.

      "Would you listen to me prattle on? Must be the wine - here, have a bit more. But, as I told you, I'm moving in with Walt. This is my old place, but I've got it for another month, so, I figured, why rush? Now, I love Walt, but he's been a bachelor for a while, and his place is only about half the size of mine, so it seems I've got a lot of paring down to do. So, you'd actually be helping me out if you took part of my wardrobe off my hands!"

      "Now - who are we dressing for? Have you figured out how you're going to put yourself out there? Yes, you could certainly use more comfortable everyday clothes, but those won't get you very far in terms of getting a man in your life - or in your bed!" she said with a wink.

      "Oh, Amy, just having a man to talk to once Orv is gone would make my life so much less dreary. But men being men, I suppose the bedroom will always be on their mind."

      "Now, Kath, don't tell me you have no sex drive of your own! My Mom told me that back in the '60's, they used to say, 'If it feels good, do it!' There's no shame in giving yourself pleasure!"

      With this statement, Kath started to turn quite red. Before Milt's house, she'd never thought of the pleasure that her body could give her. But now, she was having orgasms every day in the shower from playing with her breasts and nipples.

      "Why, there are times when Walt travels, and sometimes we talk sexy on the phone. You know, he'll ask me to play with my nipples while he plays with himself. He loves to know that I'm 'getting off' from just playing with my nipples! He worships my breasts, and that's fine with me," she finished with another wink.

      
        
      

      Kath heard the air quotes around "getting off" and caught on to the meaning - Walt loved knowing that Amy was having a nipple orgasm, even when they were apart. Interesting!

      Kath was relieved that Amy appeared not to have noticed her embarrassment, so she tried to pivot. "You know, one of the old ladies I care for suggested that I might learn how to play bridge - that there are clubs where I might meet someone who might be interested in more than just my boobs," she said, feeling a bit awkward for using the term. "It sure sounds better than going to a bar," she concluded.

      "Yeah, I can't quite see you, or any woman, really, going to a bar to pick up a serious man. And bridge is a great idea! Walt and I know how to play, not well of course, but it could be fun to teach you and Orv how to play. I know a lot of kids played bridge when I was in college - some to the point of flunking out, but, knowing Orv as I do, he'd keep his studies first.

      "Okay - so we need something casual and a bit sexy, but not over the top. First, though, we've got to start with a solid foundation. You can't build an edifice on something that won't support it, right? So, let's see what you've got underneath now."

      While Kath had an inkling that something like this might happen, she was nonetheless startled. Somehow, she thought, she'd get undressed in private. "You want me to take off my clothes?? Here?" she said meekly.

      "Well, I can't really help you until I see what I'm working with, now can I? Come on, it's just us girls. If it will make you more comfortable, I'll take off my clothes, too." With that, Amy topped off their wine glasses from the second bottle, figuring that might ease the process.

      "I don't know, Amy, no one except ... no one has ever really seen me in my undergarments," she said, as her nipples stiffened. "But I guess this is how it needs to be, right?"

      "Okay, I'm with you, Kath. Blouses first," she said, undoing the buttons on her top. Kath turned away and undid her own blouse while Amy tossed hers over the back of a chair. Why were her nipples getting so stiff, she wondered.

      "Now, Kath, I know we haven't known each other very long, but I somehow feel like we've made a connection. Can you trust me? If I'm going to help you awaken your sexy self, which I truly believe is within you, we need to forget taboos and just move on, okay?"

      
        "Well, I trust Orv, and he's had nothing but good things to say about you [mostly stimulated by her low-cut blouses, although Orv somehow never brought that up], so okay - I put my body in your hands." Although Kath had not intended the double (yes, 'double" entendre) they simultaneously had images of holding each other's boobs.

      "Well, alright then. Turn around so I can see you."

      As Kath turned around, she took in the view of Amy, still in her shorts but only wearing a lacy, mostly see-through bra on top. Kath couldn't help but stare at Amy's nipples, which got even stiffer.

      "Well, yes, that is certainly a - um - a conservative bra. Let me see what I have in my bra drawer. Take that off, will you?" Amy turned toward her dresser, knowing that this would be awkward.

      Kath turned red, and thought about protesting, but then, why was she here? She turned away from Amy and unhooked her bra. Her nipples tightened up, but what was she to do? She covered as much of her generous boobs as she could and turned around.

      "Kath, it's okay - it's just us girls. But I really need to see your girls to see if we're on the right track. Here - I'll take my bra off, too, so we're on a level playing field, okay?" [Actually, the playing field was rather hilly!]

      Kath, still covering as much as she could of her bountiful bosoms, watched shyly as Amy stripped down. When her wobbly boobs were revealed, Kath drew in her breath. Amy may not have had tits as big as the porn girl, but her breasts were definitely generous, and, despite the warmth in the room (and the warmth provided by the wine), her nipples were at least a little stiff. Probably from the rubbing of the bra being removed, Kath rationalized.

      Then Amy further surprised Kath by running both of her hands up from the bottom of her rib cage, cupping her tits and giving her boobs a good rub. "Oh, sometimes it just feels so good to take your bra off, doesn't it?"

      Kath realized that she was staring at Amy's tantalizing tits, with nipples that now seemed fully engorged. Shifting her gaze to Amy's eyes, she murmured, "Yes, I know what you mean," even though Kath had worn some kind of bra for over 23 hours a day for - well, for many years.

      "Alright, now, I've shown you mine, time for you to show me yours!" Amy said with a smile and another wink.

      
        
      

      Reluctantly, with nipples throbbing and her face turning even redder, Kath lowered her arms, revealing her bountiful, upturned breast, with her aching nipples pointing straight at Amy. She cast her eyes to the floor.

      "Oh, my, Kath, you really are an exceptionally beautiful woman. Your breasts are so full, and yet your boobs hardly sag at all." Not said was Amy's admiration of Kath's very, very stiff nipples. "I work in a school, not a lingerie store, but I'm guessing that you and I actually do wear the same size bra - 36D, right?" Kath, still red faced, and still torn between looking at Amy's nipples and her eyes (why am I drawn to her nipples, Kath wondered) just nodded.

      "Well, let me see what I've got in my bra drawer," she said, wobbling over to her dresser. She came back with a handful of bras in various colors and degrees of opacity - but mostly on the diaphanous side. "Here, start with this one," Amy prompted, handing Kath a full-cup white bra, but one which Kath realized she could easily see through.

      Kath nervously took the bra, pulling the clasps around in front of her, then awkwardly clipping it together while pushing her boobs up with the backs of her hands. It was a maneuver she'd done thousands of times, but she fumbled and felt her nipples stiffen as Amy watched. Finally, the clasps were done and she swung it around and settled her bosoms into the cups, thankful that her nipples were finally covered.

      But when she looked in the mirror, she realized that while there was a layer of fabric over her tits, it did little to hide the color of her areolas and nipples! "I think that's a keeper, Kath," Amy commented with a smile. "It gives your chest great shape, it gives you some nice cleavage, and it just really looks pretty on you. Don't you like the lacy pattern?" she queried.

      Kath was quite distracted by how obviously her nipples showed through, but ... well, why was she here if not to sexify her wardrobe? "It's - um - more daring than anything I've ever owned, although it is a bit [but only a bit] more conservative than what I found in Angel's dresser." Orv would certainly like a veiled view of my nipples, she thought. [And in fact, the bra was very similar to the style that Jan wore, the bra that had gotten him so stiff, while going commando in class, and he'd seen glimpses of her nipple through the gap in her blouse. Yes, Orv would approve!]

      "Oh, my, well maybe I'll need to come to your place and help you go through Angel's collection! But here, try this one," she prompted, handing Kath a flesh-toned, rather flimsy-looking bra. "Walt likes me to wear this one when we're alone, but it doesn't give my much support for these puppies. But with your firm bosoms, you might be just fine."

      
        Kath, getting more used to the situation, put this bra on without fumbling. But when she looked in the mirror, it was almost as if she were nude! Yes, there was a tint to the material, but it matched her skin tone so well it almost dissolved. And then, of course, her areolas and nipples shown through, plain as day. This would certainly give Orv a "hard time!"

      "Amy, this bra feels quite comfortable, but how will it look with a blouse over it? I mean, there's not much between your eyes and my nipples," she explained, with both women catching their breaths a bit as Amy did look at Kath's very obviously stiff nipples.

      "Well, Kath, I expect that if you were to put your blouse back on, no one would ever know how sexy your bra is. But you'll know won't you!" she said with a smile and another wink. "For me, that's part of the fun - knowing that I've got a sexy bra on, and, sometimes, no panties - but nobody knows it by me! So, even if you don't leave with some of my more 'enchanting' blouses, you can still know how sexy you are!"

      Kath took another sip - no a gulp - of wine while processing this tidbit. She remembered walking to the grocery store the other day, with no panties and a sexy bra, and remembered how much she had, after a bit, enjoyed it. Knowing that she was only very partially dressed, while, on the outside, she looked - well - mostly prim and proper. And did Amy also get a thrill out of going commando? [Not a term Kath knew, but...]

      "Yes, that sort of happened the day I was grocery shopping, sort of by accident, since I only had one of Angel's bras to wear..." Kath was not ready to tell Amy about the lack of panties.

      "Right, I'm thinking Angel could be a real, well, 'angel" here. Now, give this one a try," Amy suggested.

      Kath turned to face the mirror as she was putting it on, and went light-headed when she took in the design. "Why, Amy, this doesn't even cover my nipples!" which had gone quite stiff. In a flash, her mind was watching the movie where Keith spied on his mom when she put on a similar shelf bra, nipples exposed on top. The mom had liked knowing that her son was watching her, spying on her naked, stiff nipples. Kath had found herself rubbing her nipples at the time, and the thought of Orv seeing her, spying on her in this bra was making it hard to breath. Or even to keep standing upright.

      As it turns out, Amy had quietly walked up behind her to look in the mirror as well, but Kath hadn't noticed. When she quickly turned around, the combination of the surprise of Amy being so close, the wine, and actually being light-headed, caused her to stumble. Amy, who held her liquor better, quickly put her arms out and caught her, preventing a fall.

      
        But in the process, the two women ended up in a boob-to-boob embrace. While Kath had on a bra, of sorts, her nipples were poking out over the top of the half cups, while Amy's bosoms were still quite naked. Since Amy was maybe an inch taller, the minor lift from the bra meant that their nipples were in direct contact with each other.

      Kath, already dizzy, nearly swooned. It had been - well, she actually had no memory of hugging anyone to her naked body except Orv, and she had given up breast feeding when he turned one. After that, nada. The feeling of her flesh, her boobs, her nipples being pressed to another naked body - male or female - touched on human connections that have worked to let mankind bond, to enhance connections, to identify as a group, to procreate into the billions. More to the points, she felt Amy's stiff nipples poking into her boobs, felt her own swelling nipples pressing into her breast flesh. It was magical!

      For Amy, feeling her soft breasts puff up against Kath's firm, yet yielding boobs awakened a different realization. Amy had a strong nurturing streak, and she had been drawn to Kath from the get go. Kath, so alone, aside from Orv, for so many years, was a lost puppy. But feeling their bosoms pressing into each other, feeling her own nipples indenting Kath's tits, while registering Kath's own nipples, amped up her feelings. To her surprise, she was feeling more than a bit aroused by the contact.

      Both women were taken off guard. They did not break the embrace for several seconds - it just felt too good for both of them, each in her own way. "I'm ... I'm sorry, Amy," Kath said while not yet backing away, "I guess I'm not used to that much wine. Perhaps I'd better lie down, I'm feeling a bit dizzy."

      "That's fine, dear, I'll help you over. Yes, you do look a bit pale," Amy commented while sliding her arm through Kath's. Kath walked a bit unsteadily to the bed, while Amy was enjoying the feel of Kath's right boob on her forearm while she stole glances at Kath's still stiff, still naked nipples.

      Amy had considered herself "straight" her entire life, and she certainly did enjoy having Walt play with her boobs and nipples while he pumped his big cock into her tight pussy. So, this seeming physical attraction to Kath - what was that about? She did remember, as a senior in high school, sneaking sidelong glances at the other girls showering after gym class, though. Especially the few girls with mature looking boobs - tits that had fully filled out, with large areolas and succulent nipples. At the time, she had chalked it up to still being just 18 and curious as to how her own curvy body stacked up against the other girls who were - well, "stacked."

      "Here - sit down on the bed and let me take this bra off for you, you might be more comfortable with that off," Amy volunteered. Kath nodded her ascent, and Amy worked on the front-clasp bra. She found herself distracted by Kath's nipples, though, and ended up struggling a bit, which resulted in the backs of her hands rubbing into Kath's bosoms. "Sorry, it's not as easy from this side," she apologized, "although I do have to say, you look stunning in this bra. I think it's a keeper, myself. Once you find the right fellow, I'm sure he'll be like putty in your hands whenever you wear this. Until he turns to stone, that is!" Amy said with a half-drunken giggle.

      Kath looked up at Amy and gave her a smile, then started to glow a bit when she noticed that Amy's eyes were darting from one nipple to the other as she worked, finally getting the job done. Kath's nipples stiffened a bit more.

      "Okay, now you just lie still for a bit. I won't offer you more wine right now, but I think I could use another sip." A large one, as it turns out!

      Kath lay on her side watching her new friend. "Amy, would you sit next to me for a bit," she asked a bit shyly.

      "Of course," Amy replied, returning to the bed with wobbling boobs, nipples still stiff, to sit close to Kath's hips. "Are you starting to feel better?"

      "Yes, thanks, Amy. You are being so kind. We've only been together for a few hours, really, and yet I feel like I could tell you anything."

      "Please - whatever you want to say, I'm here - and I promise to keep it between us girls, okay?" Amy reached out and rubbed Kath's arm, marveling at how Kath's boobs lay one on top of the other on top of the bedspread. This created cleavage that went nearly to her chin, and Amy loved that both nipples were visible to her. And they were so stiff. Why was she noticing this?? Maybe she was a bit bi?

      "That feels nice," Kath murmured, almost purring at the contact, innocent as it was.

      Kath then collected her thoughts for a few minutes, and then explained, "I was going to say, 'I don't know what came over me' when you caught me and we hugged for a bit. But I think maybe I do. I mean, you love Walt, and I've always hoped to meet a nice guy, but when I felt your flesh - your naked flesh - against my chest - our bosoms together, it was like part of me woke up from a long, long nap. I mean, it's supposed to feel good to hug another naked body, right? But there's just never been anyone for me."

      "I know, Kath, and I'm so sorry... But yes, that flesh-to-flesh feeling should feel good. No worries there. I kind of liked hugging you, too," she admitted, with some trepidation.

      
        "So, um, do you wear a nightgown to bed? Does Walt wear PJs?"

      "Oh, no!" Amy exclaimed, a little relieved by the shift in topics. "Walt hated it when I wore a nightgown, and he's slept naked since he was a teenager - said that the clothing got bound up when he'd turn over in his sleep. I've gotten quite used to sleeping naked now. And when Walt is away, sleeping naked means that I've got easy access to my boobs. I do quite like rubbing my bosoms and nipples, even when Walt is around. Why? How do you sleep?"

      "Well, forever, I wore a heavy nightgown and a sleep bra..."

      "A sleep bra?? Wow, when I get home from work, the last thing I would want to wear would be a bra of any sort - 'let the puppies go free,' Walt likes to say. Sorry, I interrupted you."

      "No problem, Amy. But since we've moved, for various reasons, I've just been wearing one of Angel's flimsy nightgowns. Sometimes, there a bit see-through," Kath said, although she stopped short of mentioning how much her nipples had been catching Orv's attention.

      "Yeah, well sometimes Walt likes me to wear a negligee - you know, a flimsy, short, see-through kind of thing that leaves my nipples basically naked - but he only lets me wear it while we're having dinner or watching a movie. Well, I sometimes watch the movie, but Walt mostly watches my boobs, always asking me to get him a drink or something just so he can watch my bosoms wobble around. Says that the tease is what really gets him turned on, even more than as if I were naked. 'Course, he's always got his arm around me, reaching over or down to tweak my nipples, just to keep my nips perky, he says."

      Kath was processing all of this, thinking about how she had come to really like having Orv checking out her breasts and her nipples. But he's my son, she thought; is it right for me to "use" him for my own pleasure? Still, he does seem to love looking at my boobs, my stiff nipples...

      "So, do you two cuddle on the couch a lot?" Amy nodded, smiling. "And in the bed? Do you spend all night hugging and cuddling? Naked?" Kath was imagining having a naked man in bed with her and how good it might feel.

      "Well, often, there's some good, yes naked, sex to start, but I do love to have him cuddle and curl around me whether we've fooled around or not. Spooning is a term some people use, you know, with his front against my back. And of course, he might start with his hand on my hip, which is nice, but most often he reaches around to cup my left boob, which feels really nice. Often, I'll pull his hand to my boob anyway, 'cause I like it so much. Sometimes, I'll drift off to sleep that way, but then I'll find I'm having a dream about playing with my nipples, and then I wake up to discover that my man, my sweet Walt, has been the one playing with my nipple while I slept! Sometimes, he'll even get hold of my right bosom, too, and get both nipples all worked up. Those are some hot dreams! If I'm too tired then, I'll make him roll over, but sometimes, we'll fool around, even twice in the same night!

      "Then, there are other times when I'm just too worn out to stay awake to make love. But he'll ask if he can just 'come inside me' while I fall asleep. And it always feels good, so I'll lift my leg and guide his big tool inside me while he cups my left breast, but I make him promise to let me sleep. Sometimes I fall right to sleep, and in the morning, I'll have an extra-large load of his cum oozing out of my pussy. It makes me smile to know that my body has pleased him even if I wasn't awake to enjoy it. I used to tell him that I felt a little guilty that I couldn't respond to him, but he told me that I was being silly and that he just loves holding me, loving my body, and cumming inside me while I sleep - he says it's really special for him. So now, I just smile at the extra cum he's left inside me and I'm content - no, more than content! - just knowing that my nipples and pussy have made him happy.

      "And I've come to believe that he really does enjoys screwing me while I sleep - very much so, in fact - since there are also times that I'll only pretend that I've fallen asleep. It's sort of an erotic challenge for me. We'll both lie there, perfectly still, with his fat, hard cock deep in my pussy - he always pushes it all the way in when we do this - and his big hand cupping my soft bosom, my semi-hard nipple in his palm, while he waits until he 'knows' I'm asleep. Sometimes, he'll twitch, just because he finds it so erotic, but aside from that, he doesn't move 'cuase he's promised to let me sleep.

      All the time that I'm trying to control my breathing, I'm get higher and wetter, and my nipples get a lot stiffer, even without him stimulating my sensitive nubbins. Then, ever so slowly, he'll start to work his dick in and out of my pussy, pausing if I so much as twitch, since he's promised to let me sleep. And at the same time, he'll start playing with my left nipple, rolling my nip around, squeezing it, gently pulling my nipple out, rubbing my stiff nubbin back and forth, teasing the end of my nipple with his fingernail. I can feel my nipple getting so stiff, and it gets me so hot! He tells me he loves making my nipple stiff while I sleep, wondering whether I'm having a sexy dream. I just smile, even though I'm awake some of the time.

      Now and again, he'll stop moving in and out, and when that happens, I can feel his dick pulsing, twitching, and I know that he's trying to hold back from cumming. He does that when I'm wide awake, too, and it makes me high to know how close he is and how much he loves loving me, but is trying to make it last a little longer. Sometimes, I can't help it, and my pussy will twitch around his cock in response, making him twitch a few more times himself.

      "I can feel my nipple get stiffer while he squeezes my nip between his fingers, and I know I'm getting even wetter around his dick. He tells me that sometimes he can even hear our fluids slurping as he slowly pumps in and out of me. It makes him higher to know that my body is reacting to the nipple play and his dick even when I truly am asleep. Then, he'll use two fingers to squeeze my nipple while he uses his index finger to tease the end of my sensitive nip. By then, it's hard to hold still, but this is the game I like to play. And I love it when he stops rocking in and out of me to reach down to find my right nipple, too. First, he'll push his dick in as far as it will go and leave it there, which feels so nice! Then, he'll stretch his big hand down, gently pulling my right boob off the sheet. Then he'll trace the underside of my tit, gently feeling its soft firmness, moving out until he's got both of my nipples in his fingers! I'll feel him twitch a few times, holding quite still, but then he'll get it all going at once - manipulating both of my nipples and slowly pulling his dick almost all the way out, then pushing just as slowly back in until I'd swear he's trying to poke through my belly button!

      "I try to hold still, and breath deep and even, but it's just so hot to feel him having his sweet and gentle way with my nipples and pussy that sometimes I can't stop my pussy muscles from twitching. When that happens, I can feel his dick twitching in response! It's so hot! Sometimes I'll pretend to be dreaming and I'll mumble, like, 'Feels so good,' just so I can tease him and make his dick twitch. This will go on for a good while, with him plowing into me so slowly, oh so slowly, playing with my nipples the whole time, until finally he'll lose control and he'll push extra hard into my pussy, spurting his load deep, deep inside me, all the while trying to not 'wake me up.' Then I'll use my pussy muscles to milk every last drop of his cum. Sometimes, I'll just purr and drift off to sleep, like maybe I was dreaming of having sex, but other times, I'll murmur, 'That felt so good, my love.'

      "Then, there was one other time when Walt actually did fall asleep with his big dick inside me. I was drifting in an out of sleep myself when I felt his hands twitch on my nipple, and that woke me up. I clenched my pussy muscles to see if he was still there, and while his prick was still inside my pussy, it had shrunk way down. But then, I heard his breathing catch, and I was sure he was awake. Then, the most amazing thing happened!

      "First, he started to gently play with my nipple again, which was great. But the best sensation was feeling his cock inflate inside me! As he grew bigger and bigger, I could feel his tool pressing more and more into the walls of my love canal. At the same time, the head of his prick was moving relentlessly deeper into my pussy, even though he wasn't even moving his hips! It was just his cock reacting to the idea that he was still inside me, that I was still 'asleep,' and that he could softly screw me one more time! He told me later it was the most erotic way to get a hard-on he could imagine. He filled me with a bucket of cum when he finally got there that night, playing with my left nipple almost too hard for me to pretend to be asleep."

      Kath was captivated by Amy's joyous descriptions of having Walt's big dick insider her, her pussy twitching in delight around his tool, relishing the feel of his orgasmic contractions. So different from her only memory. She vowed to imprint Amy's story into her concept of what sex might be like. More than that, she was begging to develop some hunger to have her love canal similarly filled.

      While telling her stories, Amy had been staring into the distance, which helped her to recall the titillating details of her story. Without even realizing it, though, she had been rubbing her bosoms and toying with her now quite stiff nipples. Kath, meanwhile, had also found herself quite turned on by the erotic accounts of Walt loving Amy's bosoms, nipples, and pussy - not to mention the sight of Amy touching her tits and nipples.

      
        Then, without letting go of her boobs, Amy turned to look and Kath and blurted, "But listen to me prattle on about my lovely sex life while you ... " And that's when Amy realized that she been toying with her nipples - and also that Kath had been watching her do so and had also been enjoying her tits. Both ladies froze for a second, then lowered their hands. A second later, Amy burst into a fit of laughter, causing her boobs to jiggle and wobble delightfully! It took another second, but Kath joined in, too.

      "I guess those were some pretty erotic stories, huh? I'm glad you're not too embarrassed, but hey - if I can love up my breasts, you should feel free to do the same, right?"

      "Yes, I'm a little embarrassed, but with you, I'll be okay. But yes, I really enjoyed hearing how two loving people can enjoy each other. I had no idea it could feel so pleasurable. I'm so glad that you've got a man who loves you and loves your body so much, while also being so very caring. Until you hugged me only just a while ago, I couldn't imagine that touching someone else's naked flesh could feel so good." She paused, but Amy could sense there was more, so she waited. "Amy, I know we're both girls, but ... But - well, I'm not sure how long it will be before I find a man - or even if I can - who will treat me like Walt treats you. And your stories made it seem so wonderful to be in another person's arms, to have them holding your breasts, playing with your nipples. I'm sure it's the wine, but ... well, I have an unusual favor to ask."

      "Kath, I've been more open with you than anyone else I've ever met, save Walt. Favor away," she said with a warm smile and a rub of Kath's arm.

      "Well, you've got me longing for, well, for some of what Walt gives you. And while I never dreamed of 'hugging' another woman ... Would you, um, would you lie down beside me and ... well, can you 'spoon' with me for a bit? I'll close my eyes and pretend you're my 'dream lover,' a big handsome guy who loves me, who loves my body, my bosoms, my stiff nipples, and who also still treats me gently. Could you do that? Just for a while?"

      Amy processed the request for a moment, but only for a moment. This woman was in need of feeling loved, caressed, cared for, and not mistreated. Amy already cared for her, so why not? She wasn't sure whether her body would react, but what the hell if she did?

      "Sure, Kath, it would be my pleasure. But to really spoon like Walt and I do, we need to both get fully naked. I need to start with my hand on your naked hip. Needless to say, I don't have all of Walt's equipment, but I'd be happy to love you up. But first, I'm feeling like a bit more wine." Both women felt their nipples tighten, not knowing how this would go, but anxious to find out; they quickly drained their glasses.

      
        "I guess getting naked makes sense, Amy. I'm a little embarrassed, but here goes." With that, Kath slid off her slacks, revealing a waist high, opaque pair of panties, which she then quickly slid off while facing away from Amy.

      "Whoa, Kath, our next step really needs to be to work on your panty selection, girl! But that is one fine looking tush!" As she said that, Amy slid off her shorts and small, white, frilly panties.

      Without giving Amy a full-frontal view (she just wasn't ready), Kath climbed under the covers and settled into the middle of the bed. "Are you sure about this, Kath?" Amy queried.

      "I think so, Amy. I'll let you know if it feels too weird. I'm just going to close my eyes and pretend you're ..." Orv was the name that came to her mind, with Walt a close second (but that would be inappropriate!) "that you're name is Wilbur, or Wil, and that you're a handsome bridge pro who's fallen head over heels for me."

      "Okay, Wil it is. Here we go. No 'safe word' [WTF thought Kath, without the vulgarity], just push me away or say something if you're not happy."

      With that, Amy slid over until her very stiff nipples made contact with Kath's back, causing both women to suck in their breaths - which, of course, pushed Amy's boobs further into Kath's back. She inched closer until her boobs were pressing softly into Kath, and she could feel their thighs beginning to touch. The flesh-on-flesh contact was searing Kath's brain with hitherto unknown and very pleasurable signals, and her nipples were beyond stiff. Amy had described even more erotic scenarios, but this was an amazing start. She took another deep breath.

      "You good?" Amy asked pausing for a moment. Her own nipples were boring into Kath's back, so she was hoping that things would continue.

      "Very much so," was Kath's response, as she heaved a sigh.

      Amy's right arm was pinned on the bed, but she managed to reach up and rub Kath's right shoulder. "That's nice, Wil," she murmured.

      Then Amy took her left hand and laid it gently on Kath's naked hip. Kath felt goosebumps raise up over her whole body, although she certainly wasn't cold. Amy began to move her hand along Kath's side, dipping down to her waist, then running gently up the side of her rib cage to her shoulder and back again, this time going partway down her thigh. "I love when Walt touches me like this - soft and gentle, while he traces the curves of the side of my body."

      
        
      

      Kath had her eyes closed, trying to think that this was "Wil" touching her, but it wasn't working. "You know," she said, this 'Wil' thing isn't cutting it. You are you, and even though you're a woman, or perhaps because of it, your touch is just wonderful, Amy. The sensations are just so totally new to me. I never imagined that skin-to-skin contact, even with a woman, would feel so - so amazing! You've got me tingling all over, and my brain can barely process the sensations. Anyway, I'm just going to relax - well sort of," (her nipples were definitely not relaxed, that was for sure), "and let you touch me the way you know you like to be touched, okay?"

      "I'm good with that," Amy cooed, moving in even closer to Kath, so that their bodies were in contact from boobs to toes, her crotch nestled in against Kath's soft round tush. Almost instinctively, she kissed the back of Kath's neck, sending a shiver down Kath's body. Amy, too, was having a hard time processing how sensual, how pleasurable it was to touch the naked skin of another woman.

      "Wow," Kath murmured, her nipples getting stiffer, "that was a surprise - but a very pleasant one." Amy kissed her again, and Kath sighed.

      Meanwhile, Amy's left hand was starting to roam, moving slowly from Kath's side inexorably toward her front. Amy was a bit startled when she realized that she had skimmed the fringes of Kath's pubic hair. "N ... Not there," Kath protested softly. So Amy's hand moved north, now reaching the edge of Kath's left boob. Both women drew in their breaths in anticipation of the next steps.

      Amy now followed the contour of Kath's left bosom, carefully tracing the junction between breast flesh and rib cage. Amy considered asking permission again, but the ground rules had been set, so she moved her fingers further up and out, softly pressing into the warm, yielding flesh of Kath's tit. She was surprised at how pleasant if felt to touch the other woman's breast. She knew the feel of her own boobs, but this was different; no internal neural connections, just the sense of touch from her own fingertips. She closed her eyes, letting her mind turn its focus on those sensitive pads. To her surprise, she was really enjoying the experience. She noticed that Kath's breathing rate had increased.

      Now, she opened her hand more fully, cupping the pendulous underside of Kath's left bosom, squeezing the boob gently, lifting the tit as if to heft its mass, relishing the feel of Kath's boob sliding across her palm. Kath started to almost purr, assuaging any concern Amy might have felt about proceeding.

      It was time. Amy swung her arm further out, this time moving her hand in between Kath's boobs, feeling the soft presence of her right breast on the backs of her fingers before letting the left boob slide on her palm until - oh, my! - until she felt Kath's very stiff nipple edge into her palm. Kath was starting to feel very wet "down there" and involuntarily clenched her thighs together as incredible sensations coursed from her left nipple to her right nip, to her brain's now hypersensitized erotic centers and down to her pussy. A low moan escaped from her lips.

      Amy realized that her breathing rate, too, had gone up, and she rotated her body slightly to let her own nipples rub against Kath's back. It was a unique scenario for her - being sexually stimulated while not having either Walt's hands or her own loving up her nipples. She kissed Kath's back again, her hot breath also vaguely registering in Kath's brain.

      But now, it was time to use her fingertips on Kath's nipple. Resting her palm on the underboob, Amy found the turgid nipple with her thumb and first two fingers, giving the nubbin a slight squeeze. Kath broke her silence at this point. "Oh, my god, Amy, only a few weeks ago, my nipples seemed no more sensual than my elbow. Now, I've learned that I can pleasure myself by touching my own nipples; but having you touch me takes it to a whole other level! I guess part of it is the mystery - I'm not in control, I don't know your next step. It feels amazing!"

      "Your boobs and your nipple feel awesome to me, too. I think I understand, at least a little, why Walt loves to touch my bosoms so much. But hush, now."

      Amy went on to give Kath's nipple the full range of manipulations that she knew Walt used on her own nipples (and that she used as well!). She twisted Kath's nipple left, then right, she spread her fingers and slowly ran the tip of each finger over the nipple, feeling the nip pop up, ever stiffer, in the space between, she squeezed the nipple between thumb and middle finger, using the nail on her index finger to scrape the sensitive tip of the nipple.

      By this point, Kath had given up any pretense of not being turned on. Her breath was ragged, with little whimpers whenever the signals from her nipple stimulated a twitch in her pussy, and she found that she was rubbing her thighs together to increase the stimulation on her clit.

      But when Amy grabbed her nipple and pulled it straight out until it slipped from her grasp, it was a full-on nipple orgasm! She writhed and whimpered as her whole body tensed with the sensations. Kath had given herself numbers of nipple orgasms by this point, but having Amy do the trick was even more wonderous!

      Amy, who had also gotten quite high, started to move her hand away, hoping to play with her own nipples a bit. But Kath quickly grabbed her hand and brought it back to her own bosoms. "No, Amy, please - I need more! Can you - can you reach both of my nipples? You know, the way you talked about Walt doing it while you pretended to sleep?"

      
        Amy was a bit frustrated with not being able to love up her own nipples, but this was Kath's day, so she settled for rubbing her boobs and nipples into Kath's back and gave her another kiss. "Well, my hands aren't as big as Walt's but touching both of your nipples seems like it would be worth trying."

      "Here - I'll pull my right boob up a bit, maybe that will help. Now pretend that I'm sleeping."

      Amy processed that last bit for a second, and then realized that Kath wanted a slow, sneak-approach to her right nipple. So, she went back to cupping Kath's left boob, gently toying with the very stiff nipple again. Then, she worked to capture Kath's nipple in the crook of her thumb while stealthily reaching down with her fingers, soon finding the line of cleavage between the two big, soft, quivering bosoms.

      Next, she reached further down to trace the underboob curve of Kath's right breast, really beginning to revel in the soft, sweet firmness of her friend's bosoms. She walked her fingers slowly up that generous slope, just as Walt might have done while Amy "slept." Kath's breathing amped up again. But with the size of her hand and the size of Kath's boobs, she was having trouble locating the nipple. Finally, she resorted to pulling the breast flesh up by alternating fingers until - there it was! A throbbing tower of erotic, fully-engorged, neuron-filled nipple!

      But wouldn't you know it - with that last stretch, she lost her grip on Kath's left nipple! Dang her small hands. Well, she thought, I'll rub that nipple with my wrist and concentrate on the right nipple.

      It wasn't all that Kath had hoped for, but it was enough. It took no more than a few minutes, but when Amy pulled out on the right nipple while wrist-rubbing the left nip, Kath spasmed again, even harder this time. "Ohhhhh ... oh sweet geez..." For a full minute, Kath's consciousness was consumed with the feelings flooding in from her nipples and her pussy, which twitched and contracted, empty though it was. The rest of the world, even Amy, were beyond her brain's ability to process.

      Amy continued to softly squeeze Kath's boobs, running her hands from one tit to the other, but her own nipples were calling out for attention, so she kept rubbing her nubbins into Kath's back. It only served to intensify her needs, though.

      After some moments, Kath's feelings broadened from her own nipples and pussy muscles enough for her to feel Amy's hard nipples rubbing against her back, and it dawned on her that Amy must be horny as well! She quickly rolled over, ready to apologize, when her eyes were filled with the vision of Amy's two bulging bosoms, laying against each other, with nipples and areolas crinkled into knots. Some primal instinct took over, and she slid down in the bed a few inches and captured one of Amy's nipples in her mouth.

      
        "OHH, gawd!" Amy exclaimed, partly out of surprise, but mostly in response to seeing Kath's pretty face pushed into her bosoms and soft wet lips pulling on her anxious left nipple.

      Concerned, Kath pulled away, leaving Amy's nipple wet with saliva, asking, "Are you okay? Is this okay? You just made me feel so..."

      "Yes, Kath, yes! I didn't expect that, but, yes, my nipples need attention, and I do love having my nipples kissed and licked and nipped and sucked! Go for it, girl!"

      With that, Kath put both hands around Amy's left bosom and guided the nipple back to her mouth. She kissed and licked the nipple, then remembered Kath had said, "nip," so she bit down in the nipple.

      "Ow - that's good, Kath, but a little too hard."

      Kath cringed and backed away. "Sorry, Amy, but I've never..."

      "Don't fret, sweet Kath. But I just had an idea. I mean, I've never kissed another woman's breasts before either, but with as much as Walt has loved up my nipples, I think that we could learn together. I'm not sure that this is a skill that either of us will ever use again," Amy was surprised to be thinking, please, let's do this again, "but I really need to have my nipples played with, so let's try this..."

      With that, she got on all fours, boobs wobbling and stiff nipples pointing straight down, and shifted herself to a diagonal position on the bed. At the same time, she directed Kay to scoot around in the opposite direction. When they got settled, Amy's feet were at the top right of the bed while Kath's were at the lower left end of the bed. But the points of the maneuver, as it were, is that Amy found herself staring at Kath's bulging bosoms, while Kath was lined up with Amy's tits. A nipple 69, if you will. All four nipples were beyond stiff!

      "Okay, Kath, follow my lead for a bit, then do what feels right." With that, Amy cupped Kath's right boob, which was lying delectably on top of her left tit. Then, she licked the bosom from its base all the way up to the very stiff nipple. Kath did the same to Amy's mammary. Using the tip of her tongue, she twirled the nipple round and round, leaving the nip wet with saliva. "Mmm, that's right," she murmured as Kath figured out what was going on. (Actually, she had stolen a glance down between Amy's bosoms [four tits so close together - quite a sight] to get her first inkling).

      Then, partly because it was what she wanted Kath to do, Amy opened her mouth wide and sucked as much breast flesh into her mouth as she could, rubbing part of the soft orb with her tongue until she felt the nipple on the roof of her mouth, then rubbing her tongue all over the stiff nubbin. Kath turned out to be a quick study, and both women started to moan through their noses as the nipple play continued.

      Amy pulled her head back while maintaining suction on Kath's boob, letting the wet orb slowly slip out, until the stiff nipple finally escaped. That definitely caused a twitch! She repeated the maneuver several times, ever more quickly, watching as Kath's boob wobbled back into place against the lower tit.

      Using just her lips, Amy surrounded Kath's nipple and rapidly attacked the sensitive end with the tip of her tongue. Both women were now clutching their thighs together. Then, ever so gently, Amy bit down lightly on the nipple while continuing the tongue lashing. This time, Kath got it right - so, so right!

      Then, because her own right nipple was demanding equal time, Amy shifted her mouth to Kath's right nipple, using both hands, at first, to get the boob in a good position for attack. Once she latched on to Kath's right nipple, though, she used her right hand to continue playing with the saliva-drenched left nipple. "Oh, my god!" Kath whimpered, briefly letting go of Amy's bosoms before following Kath's lead.

      "Mmmmm," Amy concurred, as a set of contractions coursed through her body. By this point, both women just went to town, with one boob getting sucked, nipped, and tongue-lashed while the other bosom got cupped, stroked, and wobbled around in between erotic attacks on the nipple. Their juices were flowing freely, with mini-orgasms briefly wracking their bodies.

      Kath was momentarily surprised when Amy's mouth fell away from her right nipple, and then she felt her bosoms being twisted. She paused to glance past Amy's tits to her own, where she saw that Amy was pushing the inner edges of her tits in toward her chest while the outer curves of her mounds pulled in as well. "I've often wondered what this would look to Walt," she whispered as she applied enough torque to bring Kath's engorged nipples within striking distance of each other. Or almost. With a second effort, though, she succeeded in rubbing one stiff nubbin against the other! One pillar of engorged flesh was pushed into the upper edge of its areola while its opposite number pushed into the lower portion of its areola, then the reverse. "Fascinating!" she murmured, briefly channeling Mr. Spock.

      And then, she dove in, managing to suck both of Kath's nipples between her lips at the same time, whipsawing her tongue back and forth over the sensitive nubbins. With that, Kath came more intently, losing her grip on Amy's tits as she moaned and writhed.

      Amy kept licking Kath's nipples, hoping Kath would soon come back to her own aching nipples. And indeed, once Kath came back to reality, she dove into the twin pillows of Amy's delicious bosoms, licking deep into her cleavage, flicking her tongue from one boob to the other, working her way up and out to the nipples. She grabbed hold of the soft mounds, twisting the breast flesh in as she'd seen Amy do, but she couldn't quite get the nipples to touch. "Your boobs are too big!" Kath complained.

      "Not according to Walt," Amy chuckled, before going back to bathing Kath's nipples.

      Kath settled for alternating kisses and nips to the pair of tantalizing nipples - close, but not close enough for the simultaneous nipple-suck. This brought Amy was close to the big one, but not quite there.

      Then, she had another idea. "Let's try this," Amy suggested. With that, she had Kath lie flat on her back while she again got up on all fours, with her boobs hanging down over Kath's face, with her own mouth hovering over Kath's bosoms. "Walt loves it when I do this," she explained, as she swung her torso left and right, raking Kath's face with first her right tit and then her left, stiff nipples running across Kath's mouth, chin, nose, and eyes as she maneuvered her boobs both north and south as well as east and west.

      "Ohhh, your titties feel so good batting me back and forth, and your nipples are so stiff," she enthused, reaching out to lick a passing nip. Meanwhile, Kath had begun cupping her own boobs, offering the tasty morsels up to Amy, who eagerly lapped and sucked on the stiff nipples.

      "I've got to feel more of your nipples on my face!" Kath exclaimed. Abandoning her own boobs, she reached up to grasp Amy's right tit with both hands. Then, using her grip on Amy's mammary, she proceeded to rub the stiff nipple all over her face, running the nip across her sensitive lips, touching the nipple to her cheeks, her nose, her forehead. Inspired, she brought the nubbin close enough to her left eye that she could blink her eyes and give the nipple an eyelash rub.

      "Wow, that's a new sensation," Amy exclaimed. "I like it! But now, see if you can't capture both of my nipples. With my boobies hanging like this, it might be easier." Kath then captured both swaying orbs above her face. With the help of gravity, Kath found it a little easier to bring Amy's titties together, and on the second try, she got both stiff nipples in her mouth! She was really beginning to enjoy the taste, the feel of nipples on her lips and on her tongue! She bit down softly on the nips and rubbed the sensitive end with the tip of her tongue. With that, Amy exploded with an orgasm as powerful as any that Walt had given her.

      For Kath, it was an awesome moment. She had had numbers of nipple orgasms on her own, and this afternoon, Amy had given her several more. But for her, Kath, to bring another person such obvious pleasure made her heart race with joy!

      
        
      

      After some several seconds, with her pussy still in overdrive, Amy commanded "Keep sucking! Keep sucking," while she, herself lowered her head and engaged Kath's nipples in an all-out rapid-fire attack, nipping, sucking, and biting Kath's boobs, then pulling one boob after the other up with her mouth suction. In just a few moments, Kath, who'd been beside herself with lust already, came hard one more time, writhing, moaning, and spasming more intensely than she ever had before.

      Amy collapsed on the bed next to Kath, both ladies panting, their boobs wobbling as they did so. They were still at face-go bosoms level, so it was quite a sight. Kath reached her hand across her body to stroke Amy's face. Then she said, "Amy, I never understood what sex and caring was all about, I mean aside from loving Orv, but you've opened my eyes and my senses. Watching you orgasm, and knowing that I had brought you there, gave me an intense warmth. And I'm not talking about sexual warmth, it's knowing that my touch, my caress, my fondling - the whole nine yards - was enough to get you that high.

      "But I don't know whether to thank you or curse you." Amy startled at that, but Kath quickly went on, "You see, now that I've learned about how two people can connect, about how deeply pleasurable it is to touch another person's skin, to hug and be hugged, especially naked, well - I just know that I can't keep living the way I have been, closed up within myself. And especially with Orv leaving, I'm going to have to find some way to connect with another person who can touch me, who can be with me the way we were just now."

      "Well, Walt plays golf most every weekend," Amy said with a grin, leaning over to kiss the side of Kath's nearest boob.

      Kath grinned at Amy and smiled. "You know, we never got very far in working down your excess of sexy clothing, so I guess I'll just have to gather a few bras and come back, won't I?" But next weekend seemed a long way off, after the experience she'd just had. Could she wait that long? She got thinking of wearing a few things for Orv, of seeing whether she could actually wear some of Angel's outfits. And that got her thinking about Amy's amazing stories of Walt filling her up with his big dick. She loved to feel her pussy muscles clenching together, but what would it feel like to be filled with a hard, thrusting, tool, belonging to a man who cares for her, to clamp down on his rod, to feel him release his seed inside her. As her imagination ran off in strange, perhaps even incestuous directions (could she really do that?), her hands found their way back to her boobs, her stiffening nipples. Maybe she and Orv could cuddle on the couch, watching a movie one night. And maybe he'd end up cupping one of her bosoms. Toying with a nipple... She sighed contentedly.

    
  
    
      Chapter 6

      Jane's nipples were at full attention as she opened the door for Orv the afternoon that Kath was visiting with Amy. Fact is, she'd been pinching her nipples for a good 20 minutes, anticipating how the afternoon might play out. Her braless boobs swung freely under the crop top that she was wearing, and Orv, standing on the porch a step below the threshold, wished that he weren't quite so tall, since her underboob was not quite visible to him. Still, this vision-of-a girl took his breath away! After a quick glance at her pretty face, Orv's focus was solely on her tits and the way her nipples poked through the top.

      Kath, as well as Jane's folks (out for the afternoon), believed that the two teenagers were going to be working on a "biology project." But the first biological reaction was a rapid inflation of Orv's dick. Since he was commando and since his shorts were roomy, his erection was quickly noticeable. Jane felt her areolas tighten up as she noticed his reaction to her bosoms and nipples.

      Since Orv was tongue tied, his mouth hanging open, Jane stepped in and gave him a cheery, "What's up, Orv? I mean aside from that tool of yours! Better come on in." She held the screen door for him, which meant that, with Orv's broad shoulders, he had to turn a bit sideways to enter, rubbing his arm and back against Janes bulging bosoms accidentally. Sort of.

      With the door now closed, Jane turned to Orv, spread her arms, and moved in for a big boob hug. "I've been thinking about this hug for a long time," she murmured, as she pressed her tits hard into Orv's chest. Inching her pelvis forward, she also pressed her lower belly into the now fully inflated member tenting Orv's shorts. "Oh, but you do feel good, Orv."

      "So, how long do we have? When will your folks be back?"

      "They're playing bridge for the afternoon, then having dinner - so no worries for some hours."

      "You feel wonderful, too, Jane, but let's get this project out of the way first, okay?"

      Jane sighed as she released her grip on Orv, but maintained the boob contact. "Once a nerd, always a nerd," she commented, "but I do mean that in a good way. You're right, let's knock this out so we can really relax. Or not!" she said with a wink.

      The desk in Jane's room was big enough for them to sit together, and they compared notes and were quickly working through the task. Of course, every now and again, Jane would rub her right boob into Orv's arm, and now and again, she would reach over to give his dick a fondle through the cloth of his shorts. "Cut that out, Jane, or I might need to reach under that crop top of yours and play with your bosoms. And those stiff nipples."

      "Is that a promise, big guy?" she said with a wicked grin while gripping his tool even more tightly.

      
        
      

      "Gawd, Jane, you do make it hard some times. Yes, pun intended!"

      He was about to reach under Jane's cantilevered crop top when he stopped, his hand on her bare belly.

      "What's wrong? Do I need to stroke you a bit harder?" she asked with a smile.

      "No, it's just that... well, it's probably not news, but I've never touched a girl's bare bosoms before..." While Orv had dreamed about touching Kath's boobs, as well as Jane's, actually touching naked titties was... a hurdle.

      Jane reluctantly let go of his dick, which might have flagged just a bit, and leaned in to hug him. "Orv, you are special, and I think that's one thing that has attracted me to you. And I do mean 'special' in a good way. Most guys" (and mentally she ticked off every guy she'd ever dated) "would have been cupping my boobs and fondling my nipples in a heartbeat. But they are all selfish horny jerks. We've got all afternoon, let's carry on. But I hope you won't mind if I continue to rub your amazing tool!"

      "I'm good with that, Jane, just look for my signs. After all those encounters at lunch, I think you know the drill."

      With that, Jane rubbed her right boob into Orv's upper arm, and they went back to work.

      In another 15 minutes, the assignment was done. Jane turned to Orv and asked, "Did you bring your bathing suit, like I asked?"

      "You know, Jane," Orv replied softly, looking down at the desk, "I'm embarrassed to admit that I never learned to swim." Orv had grown up with his mom scraping pennies together, and since there was no public pool nearby, no need to buy a swim suit. "But I did bring my tennis shorts. Will those be okay?"

      "Sure, Orv. In fact, since my folks are away, we could swim naked, for all I care!"

      A vision of Jane naked, boobs wobbling and nipples stiffly pointing forward flashed through Orv's mind. But again, a big step. "Maybe another time..."

      
        "Okay, another time," she said, masking some disappointment. "So - you change in the bathroom, and I'll change here, okay?"

      "Alright, see you in a bit."

      Feeling horny when he prepped for the visit, Orv only had to strip and pull up his white tennis shorts. No jock strap, no jockey shorts, just his naked body and semi-hard tool. Could he really wear these, with his tool tenting the left leg of the shorts? Well, there wasn't much choice at this point!

      When he opened the bathroom door, there was Jane, in a too-tight bikini, her boobs welling up in between the cups. While her areolas appeared to be covered, there couldn't have been more than a few millimeters to spare! Since the cups were unlined (Jane had cut them out), her stiff nipples dented the delicate fabric. Orv's dick more fully inflated in a matter of a few heartbeats.

      "Are you glad to see me, or is that a banana in your pocket?" Jane queried with a wink.

      "You look beautiful!" Orv uttered.

      "And you look like a stud," Jane replied, taking in his broad, well-muscled shoulders, his trim waist, and - of course - the bulge in his shorts.

      When they got to the pool, Jane said, "So, you've never learned to swim?"

      "''Fraid not."

      "Alright, step in here, and I'll teach you the 'breasts strokes'"

      "You're putting me on, right? The 'breast strokes'?"

      "Well, sorta. I mean, 'breast stroke' is the official name, but it's more fun to make it plural."

      With that, Jane waded in, and demonstrated the breasts stroke. "So, I'm supposed to push the breasts out of my way? That doesn't sound like fun!" Orv protested with a grin.

      
        But in a matter of minutes, Orv had mastered the breasts stroke, and the two friends were going lap after lap, with Orv eventually establishing a lead. "You're a natural, Orv!" Jane enthused after three laps.

      "I guess running around on the tennis court got me primed," Orv replied. "But how about a break?"

      "Sounds like a plan," Jane replied. And with that, she pulled her body out of the pool, and headed for the pool chairs. "Oh, yes, it's time for a breather."

      Despite the physical workout, Jane had never lost track of her plan to get Orv more deeply into her life, if you will. Her nipples were ever so stiff when she lay down in the lounge chair. And with the lining gone in her bikini cups, her nips poked out noticeably. In fact, as she settled into the chair, she wiggled around enough to be certain that the very edge of both of her areolas was visible. And maybe a bit more!

      "Wow, you do look amazing!" Orv enthused as he took in the erotic vision before him.

      "Thanks - you're quite an erotic sight yourself!" she replied, staring at Orv's now semi-transparent tennis shorts that all but fully revealed Orv's massive tool. The water made the shorts cling to his lower waist and the tops of his thighs, revealing his dick in sharp contrast to the fabric clinging to the rest of his body.

      "Oh, my god, Jane - do you actually have a tan line across your areola? That is so sexy and so erotic!"

      "Do I?" she said with feigned innocence before sliding her left shoulder strap down, revealing the entire upper surface of her boob. Sure enough, her bosom was still white where the cup had covered it, but there was a stark dividing line between the tan on the inner surface of her tit and the white, untanned breast flesh. And wouldn't you know it, the tan line did cut through a half inch of areola that had clearly seen its share of sunshine! "Well, I guess you're right." And just then, her nipple popped free of the cup, standing tall and proud, most of a half inch in height. "Oops," she said, although she seemed in no hurry to cover that stiff nubbin.

      Orv's mind was swimming, and his dick was rapidly inflating. "Oh, my god, Jane..." Then, thinking quickly, he said, "I've never seen a real, live nipple in the flesh before," discounting the many times he'd looked through the one-way mirror at Kath's sensitive nipples as not being "in the flesh" - technically true, at least. "And your nipple is so stiff. Are you chilly? Do you need a towel?" But while he offered to help, his eyes never left Jane's stiffening nipple. And speaking of stiffening...

      
        "Well, actually, Orv, seeing how you respond to my big tit is more than enough to bring my nipples to attention." And with that, she reached out to touch his throbbing member. "I've shown you my nipple, can you show me what you're hiding under those shorts?"

      "Out here?? Gosh, I don't know. Maybe we should go inside..."

      "Well, those evergreens give us plenty of privacy, but if you want." And with that she led the way back to her bedroom.

      But, as they walked through the house, Orv felt it might be time to own up to some misgivings. "Jane, you know I think that you're special, and I think I've told you that you caught my eye when we were in grade school. But I think it's time you knew more about my family - or maybe my lack of one."

      By the time they sat down on Jane's bed, Orv had largely deflated. He had proceeded to tell Jane about Biff, and how Kath had raised him as a single mother. He had had no father to guide him on how to treat women, and with Biff's genes in his body, he felt a responsibility to treat all women with total respect. Yes, he lusted after Jane (and Kath as well!), but did he love her? He didn't know. And then, where do you draw the line in relation to what is okay, at 18 years of age, and what is not? Especially for a first relationship.

      Part way through the monologue, Jane had covered her nipple, which was no longer stiff. When Orv seemed like he'd finished, Jane reached out and took one of his hands. "Orv," she said, "I can't think of another guy I know who would be so honest and so caring. I agree, it's too early for us to profess to be 'in love' with each other. Hell, I don't even know how my folks figured it out. So, all we can do is to try to treat each other - or really, everyone - with love and respect. 'Love' in the sense that we're all human and deserve that.

      "So, how about this: I respect whatever boundaries you want to put on how physical we get, and, as an outer limit, I think that vaginal sex is okay to put off until we're truly committed, or engaged, or even married if you want. But trust me, I know that you would never hurt me, and that's what is important. Still, I don't want to go through our time here together with you asking, 'mother, may I?' I think I know you well enough that, if I pushed your hand, or any other part of your body away, I trust that you won't overstep what I'm comfortable with. Deal?"

      Inexplicably, Orv found that tears were forming in the corners of his eyes. "I'm good with that," he whispered, "and can I have another hug?"

      
        And with that, Jane slid closer and they hugged. Tightly. Orv let out a brief sob, and Jane clutched him even tighter. But after another little bit, biology started to work its wonders. As Orv felt Jane's boobs press into his chest, his mind first went back to hugging Kath and suddenly finding her bosom in his hand, her stiff nipple in his palm. "You do know how to hug," he whispered into her neck.

      "Likewise," she murmured.

      And as the hug continued, Orv found his hands running up and down her all but naked back. And the feel of flesh on flesh - something really new to him - got his hormones back in gear. He had read in Literotica or somewhere else that women liked to have their necks kissed. Instinct took over, and he started to nibble and gently suck on her tender neck.

      Jane found that her nipples had sprung back to life! "Ohhhh... you do know how to kiss a girl's neck," she murmured. "Are you sure I'm your first girl?"

      "The only other woman I've ever kissed is my mom," he replied, with libidinous thoughts about Kath briefly intruding. Although Jane would have never guessed.

      "So, how about this for a baby step," Jane said. "You've already seen my nipple, but I have yet to see your 'manhood'. Maybe I can take this top off and you can take your shorts off, and we can sit at opposite ends of the bed? Would that work for you?"

      "That seems innocent enough to me," Orv managed, although he was truly anxious to see Jane's fabulous tits naked.

      Thinking ahead as to what might come next, Jane confessed, "I guess maybe I should explain that I have very sensitive nipples. And it turns out I can actually cum just from playing with my nipples!"

      Orv's mind jumped back to "Ted's" literotica stories, where many of the characters could orgasm from nipple play. And also to the many times, he guessed, he had watched Kath bring herself to nipple orgasms in the shower. But he needed to sound innocent. "Really?? You can orgasm just from playing with your nipples? If I could watch you do that, you can't imagine how happy it would make me."

      "Alright, but fair is fair is fair. I'll show you mine if you show me yours."

      Despite all of their touching and groping in the cafeteria, this was another step.

      
        
      

      "I guess I can't argue. And I really do want to see both of your naked bosoms, and those amazing nipples."

      With that, Orv stood up, unzipped his tennis shorts, and slid them to the floor. His manhood, only at half-staff, was still impressive. "Sorry if your blankets got a little wet, but they should dry okay," he murmured.

      "Not to worry, not to worry," Jane replied, her eyes glued to Orv's lengthening manhood. Reaching between her bosoms, she undid the clasp holding her bikini top together. With a bit of theatric flare, she lifted her boobs with the bikini and did a creditable titty drop.

      Orv's dick immediately jumped. "That was amazing," he murmured. "And I guess your not cold..." he said, focusing on the pair of stiff nipples in front of him.

      "Nope - not cold in the least. Will you play with yourself while I play with my nipples?"

      Not wasting breath, Orv sat back down and, ever so gingerly, started to rub his prick.

      "Maybe I shouldn't admit this," Jane intoned, "but you're the first guy I've been with who's been content to just watch me."

      "Jane, I'm no fool. You're a very sexy young woman, and I have to guess that you've already 'had' your share of guys."

      "Well, you're half right, Orv. There's been many a guy who would have liked to 'have' me, but no, I am actually still a virgin."

      "''Nuff said."

      "So, you really like my tan lines," Jane asked with a smile while starting to pull and twist her nipples.

      "Oh my god, Jane, to think that you sat by the pool - trees be damned - with your areolas naked to the world - or at least to the sun - that is incredibly erotic!"

      
        
      

      "And what I'm finding erotic is how you look at my big bosoms, and my stiff nipples, and it makes your big dick sooooo, very stiff! I know it's early, but can I ask a favor?"

      "Name it," Orv replied, while slowly and carefully stroking hid prick.

      "When you're ready, would you cum on my tits?"

      Orv paused, trying to think of what made sense to say. When Orv actually had thought about cumming on Jane's (or on Kath's) tits, it had struck him as selfish and dirty. But here was Jane suggesting it! Still, he had to come clean. "Jane, I'd be a liar if I didn't admit that cumming on your bosoms hadn't crossed my mind. But wouldn't that make you feel... what's the right word?... used, or debased, or objectified, or..."

      "Orv, Orv, Orv - take a step back and don't spoil the mood. You're not a creep or a perv. You're the boy who's going to take me to the prom, the guy who's treated me with more respect than any guy I've ever met. And who asked who about spewing your cum on my tits?"

      "Points taken," Orv replied, his eyes bouncing from one of Jane's points to the other. "Sorry, it's just that this is all so new to me, and I want to treat you with respect - but also to make you happy." While Orv's dick had briefly flagged and Jane's nipple had minorly shrunk, all was right again. Nipples and prick on the rise.

      "Well, trust me - having you cum on my bosoms would be hugely erotic - a physical sign that you lust after me and like me a lot."

      "Well, that's the truth."

      With that, Orv stood and moved over to Jane, who focused her eyes on his tool, and the motion of his hand, while pulling, tugging, and twisting her engorged nipples.

      "You're so beautiful," Orv whispered.

      "Just shut up and watch me play with my tits."

      
        And as Orv watched, she focused on his mammoth prick while tugging, strumming, and pulling on her nipples. After a few minutes, she pulled her right bosom toward her mouth and licked her nipple. Kath had her own methods of nipple play, which briefly crossed Orv's mind, but better to focus on the live girl allowing him to watch this erotic display of nipple play.

      "Ohhh, that is so hot!"

      A moment later, Jane switched to the other nipple, fully sucking that anxious nipple into her mouth while pulling the other nipple straight up with her other hand. When that nipple escaped from her grasp, she started to spasm. "Ohhhh, - gawd that feels so good! Come with me, Orv, come with me!"

      In fact, there was no holding back, given the erotic scenario in front of him. Orv's sperms were already making their way to the exit, joined by a seeming pint of seminal fluid. "Sooo, sexy!" was all Orv could manage as he directed his discharge over Jane's amazing boobs. The first ejaculation overshot the target, landing on her sheets, but the next spasms landed on her big boobs and those amazingly stiff nipples, as well as splashing against her cheek, since she was still sucking on one of her nipples. As Orv continued to pump, Jane let go of the nipple and began to lick the semen from the upper slopes of her tits. She then paid special attention to cleaning the cum off her still very stiff nipples. Talk about afternoon delight!

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 7

      Kath's nipples were stiff. Very stiff! And it seemed that her nipples were destined to stay engorged for the foreseeable future. And she liked it!

      The "new" bra, the see-through bra that Amy had given to her, provided decent support (although her firm, D cup boobs didn't really need much), but it was flimsy enough that her bosoms wobbled around a bit, jostling against each other, and the sensation was still fresh enough that it fed directly into the newly-awakened erotic centers in her brain, with signals from there running back to her nipples. It was something of an oxytocin-modulated positive feedback loop in that the stiffer her nipples got, the more she enjoyed the wobbling sensation from her tits, and the more her boobs wobbled, the more tightly her nipples contracted. Some feedback loops are better than others!

      As she walked home, she mulled over all that had happened while she was visiting with Amy. She had orgasmed from having Amy play with her nipples! For sure, she had grown to love, in fact to need her own private (or so she thought!) nipple orgasms, but having Amy touch her, play with her bosoms, and suck on her nipples - that had felt more special than she could have imagined! And, most importantly, she had come to appreciate the sensual feeling of flesh on flesh. She really felt the need of more human, more flesh-on-flesh contact.

      She had heard about how glorious it felt to Amy to have Walt love her body, love her boobs and stiff nipples - even slowly thrusting his big cock into her and exploding gloriously, all while she was asleep! And, perhaps most importantly, she had learned that all men were not crude jerks. That there were decent, honorable men who could love a woman for who she was, and not just because she might have a beautiful body.

      Kath was still working on whether that last construct applied to her, but it made her nipples stiffen to think that there might be men who could love her - and her body. Well, she was certain that Orv loved looking at her tits and her now seemingly always stiff nipples, but what 18-year-old would not love a chance to ogle big boobs and aroused nipples! As she walked, she allowed herself to be aware of, and even enjoy, the feel of her bosoms wobbling inside her bra. She wished that she could play with her stiff nipples right on the street, but her nips would have to wait. Oh, but what do you know? There was some "lint" on her blouse which needed to be brushed off, coincidentally, directly over her left nipple. Then, checking her right bosom, more lint! Another rough brushing with her fingers brought her nipples to full attention, and she felt herself getting wet. She picked up her pace, anxious to get home for some private time in the bathroom. Her bosoms were truly bounding around now, catching the eyes of the passing men. It surprised her to know that she actually liked the attention her big tits could attract!

      And then, thinking of how she planned to play with her nipples as soon as she could got her to thinking about sleeping in the nude, like Amy. With no nightgown in the way, it certainly would be easier to play with her big boobs and her newly awakened nipples. If she were careful, Orv might never know - but she would!

      She also had some sexy bras in her bag, bras that were so transparent that her nipples had looked all but nude, along with - what was it called? Oh, yes, a "shelf bra", a bra that literally put her boobs on a shelf while fully displaying her pert nipples. And then, Kath remembered there was also a mysterious gift that Amy had slipped into the bag just as they were leaving her bedroom. "You'll figure it out," Amy had said mysteriously but with a mischievous grin. Kath was excited and nervous to learn what it might be.

      .................

      As for Orv, he had had an amazing afternoon with Jane. He had gotten a very close look at her naked bosoms, with a suntan line running across her areolas - soooo sexy! He had watched her orgasm just from nipple play, and he had cum on her boobs and stiff nipples. He had felt awkward about that last bit, but the way Jane smiled at him and licked up his jizz was putting him at ease. On a deeper level, though, did he love her, or just lust after her? Well, he figured, time would tell. But for now, at least, they seemed to be "an item." They both liked each other quite a lot, and at 18, what more could you expect?

      And then, as he approached the front door, Orv turned his thoughts to his newly sexy mom Kath - the woman he spied on as she showered every morning. While she played with her own beautiful bosoms and brought herself to seemingly more intense nipple orgasms from one day to the next, Orv beat off in the privacy of his closet. Where might things go with Kath?

      Orv was home an hour before Kath, and his curiosity about the stories from this guy, "Ted" drove him to pull up Literotica. At this point, "Ted" had 23 published stories. But then, Orv happened to look at the dates that the stories had been "published." The first "Awakenings" story was made available on June 18, 2015, and the last one (Chapter 6) had not appeared until November of 2025! Orv's mind went spinning into an existential crisis. I know I'm alive, and I know that it's 2015! WTF!

      Looking more closely, the next to last chapter of "Awakenings" had appeared in "2023." But there were many more stories, such as the whole "Big Bosomed Becky" series that had appeared in 2025! And a Halloween story as well. All had an "H" designation, which Orv figured meant "hot." He glanced at a few, and found, by searching on "nip," that each had several dozen words including "nip" (e.g., nip or nipple), some with close to 100. He skimmed through a few and came to the conclusion that "Ted," whoever he might be, had the same interest in big bosoms and stiff nipples that he did.

      Or was he, "Orv," a construct that "Ted" used for his own erotic simulations???

      
        
      

      Well, all Orv knew was that he felt real, and that the timeline of his life seemed to flow as might be expected.

      Then, he dived into the most recent chapters of "Awakenings." Chapter 6 was all about him and Jane. He had lived it, as far as he knew, just this afternoon. While it was interesting to read about what was going on in Jane's mind, he was more curious to read about what had happened to Kath in Chapter 5 - a much longer chapter. There was a lot to unpack.

      He learned that his mom - his mom! - had apparently been watching a porn channel, where the plot revolved around some lady with big tits who knew - who knew - that her son was spying on her, watching her play with her boobs in the shower, and then while she tugged on her nipples in front of her dresser. And Kath was ruminating on those scenes while she learned to bring herself to a nipple orgasm! A sensation that she realized she liked a lot. And she was wondering what it would be like if Orv could somehow watch her strum and pinch her nipples - which he had been doing! And, she ruminated, what would be the harm if she let Orv see her bosoms and nips? Orv's mind was spinning, but he had the same thoughts - they loved each other, and what would be the harm?

      Then he read that she needed a nipple orgasm every night before she could sleep! That made him hot just to think about it!

      Then, he got to the section where Kath and Amy were getting to know each other. Orv began scrolling with his right hand and quickly learned how to whack his dick with his left, letting the head of his tool thwack into his right thigh. So much talk of big bosoms, nipples, and nipple orgasms!

      And then, Amy had Kath try on some bras - one nearly transparent, and another "Ted" called a "shelf bra," which apparently, by design, did not cover her nipples! The concept had Orv fighting for control, and then he read how Kath got light-headed thinking about Orv seeing her bare, stiff nipples over the top of the bra cups! Whoa!

      And then there was stiff nipple to stiff nipple contact, and both women were surprised at getting turned on. It struck Orv as a bit odd, true, but thinking about four tits and four stiff nipples all jumbled together was amazing, regardless of any lesbian overtones. I mean, both women clearly loved men, so why not let himself fantasize about seeing two women rubbing their bosoms and nipples together?

      Next, there was the sleep sex section, which Orv found fascinating. Amy would pretend to be asleep, all the while reveling in feeling Walt fill her pussy while surreptitiously playing with her nipples, before releasing his load of sperm deep inside his "sleeping" wife. That all sounded very hot to Orv. And then, Kath was beginning to think of having her own pussy filled?

      Then, oh, gawd - the concept of "nipple 69", with both women licking the nipples of the other, was almost too much for Orv! And then, Kath sucked both of Amy's nipples into her mouth at the same time?! So hot!

      The chapter ended with Kath brining home some of Amy's sexy bras, and with this final thought: "As her imagination ran off in strange, perhaps even incestuous directions (could she really do that?), her hands found their way back to her boobs, her stiffening nipples. Maybe she and Orv could cuddle on the couch, watching a movie one night. And maybe he'd end up cupping one of her bosoms. Toying with a nipple... She sighed contentedly."

      Orv's mind spun with the possibilities, with the knowledge of what Kath had had running in her head. But this was forbidden knowledge that he had to use with discretion. But to cup one of Kath's naked bosoms, to toy with her nipple? Sweet jeez.

      Then he considered the phrase, "perhaps even Incestuous directions??" He quickly searched on "does incest imply intercourse" and found it might mean any kind of "sexual activity," although intercourse was the biggie. Was caressing a tit, rubbing a stiff nipple "sexual activity??" Orv had not been able to bring himself to touch Jane's naked bosoms, just this afternoon; yet here he was considering holding his own mother's breast.

      Hmm. Jane was a girl his own age, a girl he really liked. Their relationship had the potential to go on for some time. Who knew for how long or where it might lead? Had he been trying to show her respect, or was he just being a prude? Well, letting her watch as he played with himself and eventually spewed his jizz all over her naked tits could hardly be considered prudish. And she had wanted him to touch her breasts. Well, next time, assuming she offered, he would follow his instincts, be they "baser" or "loving."

      As for his mother, he loved her and wanted her to find happiness. She knew nothing of dating, of how men might react to various situations, of how it might feel to have a man (or an 18-year-old, anyway) caress her in a loving way. Maybe he could serve as her gateway to actual dating? Whatever might happen between them would end when he went to college; except, of course, his true love for her as his mother. Could he touch her breast? Finger her nipple? She did not know of his knowledge of what was going on her mind. He would have to be careful. To follow her lead, but not to act in a way that would startle her, make her think ill of him. To put him in a class with Biff.

      But the more he read the bit about watching a movie with him and about him being able to cup one of her bosoms, play with her nipple - Orv found himself stroking his hard dick, gently, gently...

      
        
      

      Just then, Orv heard the outside door open. He feverishly switched the laptop screen to the biology homework and repositioned his dick inside his shorts. It was touch and go (or touch and explode, if you will!) for a moment, but he held back.

      "I'm home, Orv, but I really need the bathroom," she called out.

      "Okay, I'll be down in a bit." With that, Orv figured, what the heck, and went back to check out A Very Happy Halloween. After searching on "nip" to highlight any instance of those three letters, he started to skim the story, which he agreed, rated a "hot" rating. In fact, when he read, "Oh, sweety, my nipple orgasms are the best! Especially when I lick and suck my own nipples. I kind of save that for the end, when I'm really ready," Orv had to close his eyes and try to think about calculus to avoid cumming on the spot. This D'Donna girl could lick and suck her own nipples?! Sooo, hot! Orv idly wondered whether Kath, with her D cup bosoms, could reach her nipples with her tongue or lips.

      Meanwhile, Kath, in the downstairs bathroom, quickly removed her top and the transparent bra Amy had given her (her nipples did show through so erotically, she thought). Wasting no time, she began to frantically pull, tug, and strum her nipples, thinking about all that had happened with Amy, about Amy and her stories about Walt playing with her bosoms and nipples while she "slept," and about the guys watching her boobs sway and spotting her stiff nipples as she walked home. In no time at all, she was cumming, hard, stifling her moans and whimpers as her body convulsed and she continued to finger her nipples. It might have been her imagination, but it seemed that her nipple orgasms were getting more and more intense. This she did not mind. In the least.

      After regaining control (sort of - her nipples were never going to relax, it seemed), her mind went to the "surprise" that Amy had slid into her bag. It was a heavy, unmarked box about 8" long and maybe a bit over 2 1/2" wide. When she opened the end and slid the contents out, she gasped and felt her nipples and even her areolas tighten. Because what she had in her hand was, as best she could tell, a life-size (or maybe larger than life? she wondered), anatomically correct replica of an erect penis! She had seen Orv's penis as a child, so, despite the immensely bigger proportions, that had to be what this was. The head looked huge. And it was so thick. With trembling hands, she examined the length, the girth, and both ends of the device. There appeared to be a button at the base of it, and when she pushed it, the whole thing started to vibrate, with an audible hum. Desperate not to have Orv come by with it buzzing, she pressed it again - but it got louder and vibrated harder! It took one more press before it went blessedly silent.

      Could something that big actually fit inside her pussy? It was hard for her to conceive it, but she knew she had to try. But for now, she put it back in the bag and covered it with the bras. After cleaning up her juices, she stood up and reached to pull up her new, red panties. But, with her mind running in all directions sexy, she remembered the delicious feel of walking to the store the other day with no panties on. She slid the panties off, put them at the bottom of the bag as well, and donned the bra. A glance in the mirror showed her nipples plain as day, poking their rigid length into the flimsy material. But when she pulled on her own blouse, she found that the color of her nipples did not show through anymore, although, if she pulled the blouse tight, her sturdy nips did dent into it. She realized that she was a little disappointed that she couldn't see her nipples. Anyway, with her skirt pulled up and the old blouse on, she outwardly looked like the women who had left Orv early in the afternoon. No panties and a sexy bra, which kept her heart rate up (along with her nipples), but maybe she should change into something sexier before the day was over.

      When Orv heard the toilet flush, he reluctantly closed errant websites and left the legitimate biology work on his laptop, then headed toward the stairs. His dick though, stubbornly refused to fully deflate - so many images, descriptions, and experiences focused on big boobs and stiff nipples.

      They met in the middle of the stairs, and both noticed that the other looked a little flushed. But each also realized that, because Kath had been playing with her nipples and Orv with his dick, it might not be wise to mention the flushed look of the other. Kath briefly glanced at Orv's shorts and noticed that his tool was wobbling a bit, while Orv noticed, as Kath took a deep breath in response to the sight of her son's dick, that her nipples were poking through at least a little bit. His prick twitched minorly, despite his efforts to control it.

      They stopped when they shared the same step and both started to say, "Did you have a good..." before pausing and chuckling, which caused Kath's boobs to wobble deliciously. Orv leaned over and gave Kath a kiss on the cheek before responding, "I had a great afternoon, and you?"

      "It was quite an afternoon," Kath managed.

      Orv, who actually (he believed) knew all about her afternoon of bosom and nipple play, smiled and said, "Great, I'd like to hear about it. I'll pull out some leftovers." He was curious how edited the discussion would get!

      "That would be nice. I'll just put these things away and be down."

      As Kath put her haul away (hiding the dildo at the bottom of her underwear drawer), she was thinking about what a kind - and handsome - and, she had to guess, well-hung - boy her son was. Her thoughts of cuddling with him on the couch came back to her, and she felt her nipples harden at the thought, even if it only turned out to be innocent hugging. When she pulled out the panties that she'd removed downstairs, her breath caught and she shivered involuntarily at how wonderfully naughty it felt, even if Orv would never know. Yes, she would definitely sidle up next to Orv's manly body on the couch, and revel in her sexy secret.

      
        "I poured you a drink," Orv announced when Kath came into the room, her bosoms swaying softly in the flimsy bra. Orv's gaze was drawn to her tits, her nipples just barely visible, but he forced himself to look in her eyes when handing her the glass. He could not risk a full-blown erection while standing up, so he turned to pick up his own drink. They clicked glasses and Orv toasted, "To the end of high school, just around the corner!"

      "To the end of high school," Kath said, although the tone of her voice suggested that her mood seemed to have turned suddenly somber.

      "You alright, Kath?"

      Kath signed deeply, and Orv risked another look at her amazing profile, her fading nipples still poking through a bit. "Yes, it's a wonderful accomplishment, and I'm very proud of you. But come the fall, you'll be in Cambridge, and this big house will feel awfully empty."

      "Oh, Kath," Orv murmured while instinctively moving in for a hug. A mistake. Kind of. Orv felt the softness of Kath's plush bosoms pressing into his chest, and Kath felt Orv's tool pushing into her lower abdomen, pulsing in response to the boob hug.

      A moment passed, and then Orv, searching for something positive to say, said, "You'll be alright, and I'll call and visit whenever I can. And maybe Amy and Walt could turn into good friends, and when Milt's money is freed up, you could spend more time making new friends and less time working. Maybe find a gentleman to be a friend." Both Kath and Orv were loving the hug - the boob and prick contact especially.

      "I know, I'm being silly," Kath managed as both reluctantly gave up the embrace, imprinting the feel of bosoms and dick in their respective memories for, well, for later use. "And you're right, Amy is an incredibly nice lady, and she certainly seems to have found a treasure in Walt. Maybe there's a 'Walt' for me somewhere, too." Someone to spoon with her, plunge the depths of her pussy, and play with her tits and stiff nipples...

      As they sipped on their rum and Kahlua drinks, they had some crackers and cheese while moving food to the table. "So, tell me about your afternoon with Jane," Kath prompted. "Did the biology work go well?"

      Orv's mind worked quickly on how to summarize the afternoon. "It was great. The biology work took up most of the afternoon, but we figured out how make it all come out right." Boy, did "it" cum out right, Orv thought with an inward smile - all over Jane's amazing tits and stiff nipples.

      
        "Can you tell me a bit more? Just curious."

      Orv, thinking quickly, replied, "Well, the topic was all about meiosis. It's really an incredibly complex process where the germ cells figure out how to separate the 46 chromosomes into two separate bundles of 23, each group in their own new cell, and with a nearly infinite combination of possible arrangements. Then, while some germ cells retain their mitochondria, others only need them for motility before they're discarded..."

      "That's okay, Orv, I think my high school biology is too far behind me now. Was there time for anything else?"

      Okay, Orv thought, I side stepped mentioning that all that had to do with sperm formation and how he had ejected some hundreds of millions of them on Jane's boobs and stiff nipples, so what else? "Oh, yes, they have a pool, and would you believe that Jane was able to teach me the breasts - I mean, the breast stroke?" Oops.

      When Kath heard "breasts" and "breast stroke," she felt her nipples harden, but was there a twinge of jealousy? "The..."

      "The breast stroke - sorry for the slip. That's when you keep your head up, do a funny kick with your feet and move your arms around like this," he said while demonstrating. "I guess the name comes from how you bring your arms in close to your... to your chest," he explained.

      Kath tried to mimic Orv's moves, then found that, for her at least, it really did involve stroking her breasts with her upper arms. Needless to say, her nipples responded and her nips wanted more. "Interesting," she murmured while taking a big slug of her drink.

      "It's not a fast stroke, but maybe she'll teach me others over the summer. I might have to pass a swim test at Tech, I'm not sure. So, tell me about your visit? Was Walt there?" Orv drained his drink, then made seconds for both of them.

      "No, he plays golf on Saturdays. But I had a really good chat with Amy. She is so kind, and so easy to talk to."

      Easy to talk to - or at least listen to - indeed. Orv's mind turned to Amy's monologue about her sleep sex experiences, with Walt toying with Amy's nipples while he slowly, slowly screwed her wet pussy. He was glad that his erection was hidden by the table.

      
        
      

      "She's also very sympathetic and empathetic. When I told her some of my life story, she gave me some very nice hugs." Very nice hugs indeed, both thought. "I've never had anyone but you to hug before, and while I love your hugs, I got thinking that I need more. More hugs, that is, from someone kind and gentle. Well, of course, you fit that bill, too, but, you know, when you're off to college. But it's sort of like some part of me had been asleep for 18 years, and now it's awake. Hugging, like we did just a bit ago, really does wonders for the brain. And the body. I realized that that's a feeling, a need, that has not been possible to fill for so long. Skin to skin contact," Kath finished without quite realizing what she'd said. Looking in the distance, Kath felt her nipples stiffen when she remembered how Amy had made her cum by sucking on her nipples. Yes, desires had been awakened.

      "Skin to skin contact," Orv thought. Yep, there'd been quite a bit of that at Amy's for sure. Along with nipple to nipple and mouth to nipple contact. Orv was quite glad that he was sitting down!

      "One of the ladies where I work suggested I learn to play bridge. There might be clubs where I could meet other singles, maybe a nice guy. And if I do, I'll want to know how to - well - how to make him think I'm... make him think that I'm sexy, I guess, when the time is right. That's one reason I went to see Amy. She has some... some lovely clothes."

      "Oh, Kath, I know that I'm your son, but you are a very beautiful woman, regardless of what you're wearing." And you're simply amazing when you're naked in the shower playing with your bosoms and stiff nipples! "You've got a soft, feminine face, your hair is awesome, especially when it's down, and well, you have a gorgeous, yes, sexy figure, if I'm allowed to say so," he said while giving himself permission to look her up and down, while lingering on her bosoms. From what "Ted" had written, she liked the fact that he ogled her, so why not play that up?

      "Orv, you're a kind boy, and it's nice to know you think I'm pretty," she said, while relishing the attention he'd given to her bosoms. "Anyway, Amy did give me some of her clothes for when I want to get a man 'more interested,' is I guess what I mean."

      Orv thought for a moment, then figured, what the hell. "Kath, I'm 'only' your son, but if you'd like to model these new clothes for me, I'd be happy to give you my feedback."

      "Oh, my... some clothes kind of fall into the 'intimate apparel' category, but I'll think on it." Her nipples went into overdrive and she felt herself getting wetter at the prospect of modeling Amy's sexy bras. Maybe she could wear some of Amber's tops so that, especially with the shelf bra, her nipples wouldn't be entirely naked. Although that concept intrigued her, too. Or maybe one time she could wear something loose, so Orv could look down her top kind of accidentally and see her boobs and nipples.

      
        Snapping herself out of it, she moved onto the next part of her plan. "But you know what might be fun tonight? Maybe you and I could watch a movie together on the TV - something new for us. Do you have any more homework to do?"

      While Orv had considered reading more stories on his laptop, he remembered that Kath had mused on cuddling with him, and maybe having him feel her bosom, maybe toy with her nipple. "Nothing that can't wait, he replied," while trying to ignore how hard his prick was getting in anticipation.

      "Oh, good. You try to find something while I take this bra off. I hope you won't be offended, but after a while, this new bra gets a bit uncomfortable." Amy was glad that she had found a "normal" channel on the cable, and hoped that Orv wouldn't stumble onto the porn channel she'd watched. The bra really wasn't uncomfortable, but she had decided that she wanted the extra thrill of having no underwear on at all! Her nipples tightened again in anticipation.

      Kath braless, and before bed? "No... no problem by me," he replied, the possibilities going straight to his dick.

      Orv cleaned the kitchen quickly, then moved to the couch where his erection would be less noticeable. He, too, had wondered about the porn channel being on, but was just as glad to see an assortment of normal movies to choose from.

      As he started to scroll, his attention was grabbed by a movie called "While You Were Sleeping." Cripes! Could this be anything like Amy's stories about Walt playing with her bosoms and nipples, slowly screwing her while she was sleeping?? But he found that it had a PG rating, and the plot summary seemed benign, with a "romantic comedy" tag. Orv wondered if the title would hit Kath the same way!

      Upstairs, Kath took off her top and once more admired the way Amy's bra (sort of) supported her while leaving her nipples totally visible. She removed the bra and briefly thought about another nipple orgasm. Then circled around and thought, why not? She would flush the toilet and explain to Orv that she had to go. Then, thinking about how good it felt to have Amy sucking her nipples, she eyed her stiff nips and thought, well it was worth a try. She lifted her right bosom upward as much as she could, then stuck out her tongue. Close, she managed to lick the upper slope of her tit, but not quite to her nipple. Another try and she managed to actually lick her nipple! She felt herself getting wet. Using both hands to lift her precious tit and really craning her neck brought her lips in direct contact with her now very stiff nipple! A couple of quick sucks was all it took to cause her to spasm. She promised her left nipple equal time, but later, she needed to get down to Orv. She used some tissues to dry her slit, pulled the skirt back into place, and put on the top. But, oops! She "forgot" to button the top two buttons.

      
        The sensations from her braless boobs wobbling around was now feeling almost normal to her (well, she was getting accustomed to feeling sexy, she guessed), but the way her nipples rubbed against the blouse really had her nips on edge. She took a deep breath, looked down, and definitely saw her stiff nipples poking through the blouse and wandering left and right as she approached the living room. Orv looked up and was transfixed by the sight of his sexy mother. Seeing her braless tits and stiff nipples wandering around under the top was truly amazing! "Did you find something good to watch?" she asked.

      "Well, it's 20 years old, but it's got a good 'rotten tomatoes' rating, whatever that means. It's a rom-com, I think the lingo is, and it's called 'While You Were Sleeping.' It has a PG rating.'"

      Kath visibly paused on her way to the couch, thinking, as Orv suspected, about the things that Walt had done while Amy was sleeping. Had she looked, her areolas would have been wrinkled up along with her nipples. To cover her hesitation, she asked, "'Rom-com?' 'Rotten tomatoes?' 'PG rating?'" as she lowered herself onto the couch a scant six inches from Orv. They had only sat in separate chairs at their old place and had never really used this living room before tonight.

      "I think 'rom-com' is short for 'romantic comedy.' As for 'rotten tomatoes,' I'm not really sure. But in ancient times, didn't they throw tomatoes on stage when the live show was bad? Maybe it means that not many rotten tomatoes would have been launched at the actors and actresses. I'll look it up later if you want. And I think PG stands for 'parental guidance.' Maybe it might be questionable for young children."

      "Ah - okay, I guess that makes sense. And a romantic comedy sounds like fun," she continued, sliding over toward Orv until their thighs almost touched. Almost. "Go ahead and get it started, then. Oh, and thanks for the extra drink," she said, taking a sip, "although I've probably had enough." Her boobs bounced a little when she settled back down, giving her nipples a bit more stimulation.

      [Rather than recap the movie, look it up. It's sweet and silly, and innocently romantic.]

      Orv and Kath were quickly drawn into the movie and marveled at the plot twists and misunderstandings that kept piling up. "This is crazy! Poor Lucy - I have no idea how this is going to turn out for her, but not likely well," she commented while taking another sip of her drink. She was getting quite relaxed, and it took her a full 30 seconds to realize that her legs had splayed a bit, bringing her left thigh into partial contact with Orv's thigh. "Oops - sorry, didn't mean to encroach on your space," she murmured, drawing back a little.

      "That's okay, Kath," Orv said, wondering whether or not the contact actually was accidental, given Kath's musing about snuggling on the couch, "In fact, that felt kind of nice. Slide on over if you'd like."

      
        
      

      "Alright, if you don't mind. Like I said before, human contact is something I realize I've denied myself for too long." And with that, she sidled over so that they really were in close contact, from arms to hips to thighs. She felt her nipples tighten, and reminded herself that she had no panties on, adding to the sexual tension she was feeling.

      A bit later, she leaned forward to get her drink, which she polished off. As she settled back down, she said, "Orv, I know I'm your mom and no substitute for Jane, but would you mind putting your arm over my shoulder? We always hug before bed, but I think it might feel nice to start early."

      "Of course, Kath, I'm always good for a hug," he replied, his prick rising at the possibilities that this might open up. He circled her shoulder and lay his forearm over her upper arm.

      "You feel so nice and warm. And strong," Kath murmured. But in maybe another ten minutes, she said, "I'm sorry, Orv, this really is a good movie, but I don't think I'm going to be able to stay awake to see the end."

      "Oh, do you want to get up and go to bed?" Orv asked, trying to sound solicitous but hoping she'd stay.

      "No, if it's alright, I think I'll just doze on your chest. After all, I'll need you to tell me how it all works out." While Kath had pondered over having Orv touch her bosoms and maybe play with her nipples while they watched the movie, she really was exhausted from all the adventures with Amy, and the booze was pushing her eyelids closed. She lay her head on Orv's chest and heaved a contented sigh. "You are such a nice son, Orv..."

      "Love you, too," he replied.

      It didn't take long for Kath to slip fully asleep, with low, steady breaths. But now what, Orv asked himself. There was her right bosom just inches from his hand. And with the top two buttons undone (on purpose? Orv mused), he could see the cleavage created by the way her boobs were pressing together and into his chest. What could he do or say should she wake up and his hand wasn't where any son's hand ought to be?

      But what they hey? He could feign having fallen asleep as well. With that, he slowly, oh, so slowly moved has hand from her arm toward her right tit, rubbing as he went. "While you were sleeping," indeed!

      
        "Tha feels so ni..." Kath murmured in her sleep. Orv had frozen with the first sound from her lips, but this sure felt like permission to continue. Her breathing went back to slow and regular.

      Shortly, he found his thumb and forefinger were now touching breast flesh through her blouse. His dick twitched, and his heart rate went up. He moved his left hand down to his lap and began to carefully rub his swollen prick. He slowly moved his right hand further over, until his hand had fully left her upper arm. Using his fingertips ever so gently, he probed her mammary in search of her right nipple. There it was! And as he gently rubbed his finger over the end of her nipple, it seemed to him that it was beginning to stiffen.

      A slight panic swept over him, since his entire consciousness had narrowed down to the sensations coming from his finger pads, he had to pause and double check. Yes, her breathing was still slow and regular, and the movie was still rolling. He tried to absorb a bit of the plot so he'd have something to tell her when it ended.

      But for now, with his senses more in tune for potential danger, he went back to rubbing her nipple. Yes, it was definitely getting stiff. And as Amy had revealed, a woman's nipples can react to stimulation even if she's asleep.

      But he wanted to feel more of her bosom, so he slid his hand down a bit lower, allowing him to fully cup her precious tit. Her breast felt so glorious! He could feel her stiff nipple pressing into his palm. And as opposed to the chance feel he'd gotten on their first night, he felt like he could take his time. He slowly worked his fingers, one by one, pressing them into different parts of her glorious globe. It seemed that, when he stilled himself, his nerve endings acclimated, and the sense of what he was doing faded a bit, but with slow movements, he really could feel how her big boob filled his big hand. And how her stiff nipple was pushing into his palm. So good!

      About then, Kath began to dream - a dream about Orv holding her bosom and playing with her nipple. Her breathing became more ragged, and muscles in her arms and legs began to twitch. Orv froze, then tried to move his hand off Kath's wonderful tit. But in her dream, she wanted the bosom caress to continue, and she physically reached up and covered Orv's hand with her own. "Don't... don't sto..." she got out before slipping back deeper into her dream.

      While Orv was definitely on edge, wondering what might happen next, he figured he could pretend that he was asleep, too, so he left his hand where it was, cupping her bosom, slowly moving his fingers, and relishing the feel of her stiff nipple pressing into his palm.

      But Kath had been in this position too long, and it had gotten uncomfortable. So, she roused herself awake enough to shift herself to a new spot, mumbling almost incoherently, "Got... got put my head down," she managed. Orv was concerned that she might go upstairs, but instead, she slid her tush away from Orv's hip, then twisted and slung her legs over the end of the couch while lying mostly on her back. Then, she lay her head down on Orv's lap, twisting her head around a few times to find the most comfortable position, since there was something hard in the way.

      As you might have guessed, the "something hard" was a highly excitable and almost fully engorged dick, so when Kath settled her head in, Orv nearly lost it. [You might find Free Willy - the Road Trip of interest here!] Oh gawd... of gawd... not now... not now! But our hero held off, only to be startled again when Kath reached for his right arm and lay Orv's forearm across the front of her chest at shoulder level. "Oh, tha's good, Orv, jus' hold me," she managed before slipping back to sleep.

      When Orv had regained enough control, he looked down at his sweet, sweet mother. She had settled into position that had part of her back resting on the back of the couch, so something of a 45-degree angle. With the top two buttons of her blouse undone, her breasts were only partially covered, and the angle of her body had her right bosom lying partly on top of her left boob, creating some glorious cleavage. And there, right by the edge of the fabric, was a slice of her precious areolas, both left and right being partially exposed.

      Orv started by rubbing Kath's left shoulder in a circular motion and was rewarded with a low, "Mmmm," and a big sigh. But that sigh proved too much for Kath's nipples, both of which eased out from behind the blouse and into the dim light, the nipples seeming to stiffen as Orv watched.

      Orv kept checking Kath's eyes and her breathing, but all seemed quiet as he slowly inched his right hand inward and downward, leaving Kath's shoulder behind as he reached the top of her left bosom, his eyes never leaving the stiff nipples now fully on display. Her bosom was so velvety soft! His first feel of a naked boob! He was tempted to touch his prick, but feared how fast he might react and the very messy, awkward situation that might result. He edged toward her cleavage, reveling in the feel of her right boob under his fingertips while the back of his finger nudged into the flesh of her left tit. Her left nipple was now just inches from his fingertips.

      Still quiet, aside from the noise from the television as the movie continued. Ah - Lucy was falling for the brother.

      But Orv's objective was Kath's left nipple. He eased his hand outward, outward, until - sweet geez - he felt his first naked nipple! He paused to engrave this erotic image in his mind - his hand on his mother's naked boob, his index finger touching the edge of her nipple. And then, like a slow-motion film of a flower blooming, he watched as that precious nipple expanded, growing to its full height and rigidity in maybe three heart beats, the surrounding areola crinkling as well.

      He had watched Kath play with her nipples through the one-way mirror many times, but he had always longed to actually touch her nipples - and here he was, the fantasy fulfilled!

      
        
      

      He took his index finger and pushed the nubbin slowly to the left. It felt so hard! And it was fascinating to watch that stiff nipple depress the areola down into the supporting breast flesh. As he pushed further, he felt the nipple slip past the end of his finger pad, finally popping up as his finger went by. He watched in disbelief as the areola further knotted up with excitement, pushing the nipple to even greater heights.

      Status check - eyes still closed, breathing regular. Condition green. And while Lucy kept digger herself deeper into trouble while her "fiancé" was sleeping, Orv was skating on the edge of trouble - and loving every second - while his mother was sleeping!

      With Kath's super stiff nipple now between Orv's index and middle fingers, he slowly brought the two digits together, trapping the rigid nubbin between them. A gentle squeeze revealed how stiff the nipple was - amazing. He glanced over at her right nipple to find that it, too, was fully engorged, although that areola was still relaxed. If he only had two hands available - but there would be no explaining that should Kath wake up.

      He used his fingers to squeeze her left nipple, then pulled up gently. When the nipple slipped from between his fingers, Kath stirred and raised her hand to Orv's. He once again fought to control the bucket load of sperm anxious to be released and wondered whether the jig was up. But Kath's eyes remained closed, and instead of moving his hand away, she actually pressed down on his hand, pushing it more firmly into her bosom, moving it back to cupping her tit, the super stiff nipple back to digging into his palm. She went "Mmmm" once again, and moments later, her hand slipped away under its own weight.

      At this point, Orv resumed the squeezing routine he'd used half an hour ago, but this time, it was a naked tit in his hand. Sooo delicious!

      He kept that up for a few minutes, but the nipple kept calling to him, so he slid his hand back up to the point where he could bring his thumb into position with his index finger and began to play with the nip more dexterously. Opposable thumbs were a great evolutionary leap, he mused! He gently twisted the rigid pylon - but then Kath's breathing caught and her arm twitched!

      Orv froze, then checked her eyes. They were still closed, but her eyeballs were moving all around under the lids. Rapid Eye Movement (REM) sleep, Orv realized; she was dreaming. Pleasant dreams, he certainly hoped!

      In Kath's dream, Amy was spooning with her, cupping her big bosom, feeling its heft. Then Amy had moved on to playing with Kath's nipple. It felt wonderous to have another person loving her nipple, but she wanted more. "Both nipples, Amy," she said out loud before her voice faded to an indistinct mumble and a moan.

      
        
      

      Orv froze for a moment, but this was clearly a dream, so he went back to playing with his mother's left nipple, squeezing the rigid pylon now between thumb and middle finger while brushing the sensitive end of the nipple with the fingernail of his index finger. This elicited another moan, and Kath moved her head from side to side as something of a nipple orgasm overtook her. Orv cringed from the massage her head was giving his very ready prick. "Both..." she managed again.

      Well, when a woman is in need... When he was back in control, he reached across his right arm with his left and managed to just reach her right nipple. While that nip had been stiff before, the nipple very quickly further engorged to match its partner. Orv briefly worried about what he would do if Kath woke up, but she seemed totally in dreamland. And her boobs and nipples just felt too good!

      In her dream, Amy was now somehow licking both of her anxious nipples at the same time. "So goo..." And then, her fantasies took over, and it was Orv running his tongue over the end of her nipples. "Don' stop Orrr..."

      WTF? Was she now dreaming about him and not Amy? Well, maybe "Ted" could shed light on it in the next chapter, assuming there was one, but for now, he kept up the careful caresses of her nipples. This was more than he could have imagined!

      But the booze was now having its way with Kath's excretory system, and the need to pee joined her hungry nipples in her dream. "Where's your bath..."

      And with that, Orv guessed it was time to withdraw his left hand and to go back to a simple cupping of Kath's left bosom. He slumped a little, hoping to seem like he'd fallen asleep, too.

      Kath's mind swam back toward consciousness. But before she moved a muscle, she had to take stock of things. Was she at Amy's place? No, she was on a couch - her couch in the new house. She remembered falling asleep on Orv's shoulder, but now she was lying mostly on her back, with her head in his lap. She didn't remember it, but she must have repositioned herself. She moved her head back and forth while moaning softly, pretending to still be asleep. Yep, there was definitely "something" hard pressing into her scalp! What a delicious, if vague feeling. Too few neurons up there.

      Orv heaved a gentle sigh of relief. Awake or not, she had not jumped up, protested verbally, or swatted his hand away. He did his best to mimic a slight snore. But his hand never left her boob. A few "sleep twitches" kept his neurons fired up from the delightful feel of her very full breast.

      
        Then Kath remembered that she'd been dreaming about Orv licking her nipples! And now, yes, there was his big hand cupping her left bosom! It felt so good! While she did need to pee, she soaked in the feeling of a man - well, Orv was 18, so... - of a man holding her tit. Had he "taken advantage" of her while she slept? If so, she loved it! After all, that had been part of her fantasy. Then, back to her dream, she had imagined that Orv was sucking her nipple. Clearly not the case, but maybe he had been pulling or twisting her nipple, and in her mind, it felt like her nip was being sucked? That must be what had been happening. If so, then it seemed unlikely that the nipple play had happened while he was sleeping.

      She felt her nipples come to full attention at the idea that Orv had been purposefully toying with her nips. But had she told him not to stop the nipple play in her dream? Then, maybe he was, well, kind of blameless. I mean, she thought, I was the one who came downstairs with no bra - and wait, no panties either! And two buttons undone. I sort of seduced him, she thought. Well, blame it on the booze - or rather, bravo to the booze! His hand felt so nice on her big, soft boob. This was what she had fantasized about before, although Orv would have been awake. She brought her hand up and gently covered his, pressing it gently into her breast. She was loving the feeling.

      Perhaps more important than the fact that it felt wonderful to have Orv's hand on her bosom, sending erotic signals to her nipples and her pussy, was that she felt - what was the best word? - comforted! Yes, having Orv's hand on her boob, playing with her nipple or not, brought her a sense of inner peace and contentment. True, her sexual side had definitely awakened since the move to the new house, but the love, the bliss, of human contact like a man's hand on her tit just made her feel warm and cozy inside, feelings lacking in her life for - well, forever. She risked a slow gentle sigh.

      Just then, the movie ended, and the credits started to roll, and with the increase in volume, Orv "startled awake," immediately shifting his hand back up to Kath's shoulder and straightened a bit. "Sorry, Kath - you awake? Sorry - I guess - I guess I fell asleep. You okay?"

      Kath gave a big stretch, even though she'd been awake for a bit, and replied, "Just fine, Orv, I'm just fine. But I really do need to pee. Oh, my, I guess my top wasn't well buttoned," she murmured, slipping the edges back over her nipples. "I hope you weren't grossed out by seeing too much of your old lady mother."

      "Wha... Oh, Kath, I've told you before, you're a beautiful young woman. And I hope you won't mind my saying so, but I do take some pleasure in looking at your very fine body. Crap - must be the booze loosening my tongue, I shouldn't said that."

      Kath, though, took it in and felt radiant. Whether Orv had touched her bosom by accident or not, she'd never know, but his statement was from the heart, booze or not. He must have seen her naked bosoms and her nipples, which were presumably stiff. And he had declared that she had a "very fine body." She was glowing inside! "Really got to go," she said, hurrying down the hall, anxious to play with her nipples. While she was still a bit unsteady from the sleep and the alcohol, her dreams had not yet faded, and she was anxious not to lose that sexual edge she was feeling.

      As she was peeing, she reached inside her blouse and used both hands to tug and twist her nipples. In moments, she was climaxing, with a weird combination of signals coming from her nipples and her nether regions - it was glorious! And then, she remembered Amy's gift, and was anxious to see whether she could actually wiggle that huge mechanical prick into her well lubricated pussy!

      Orv, meanwhile, had closed his eyes to recall the look and feel of his mother's big, soft bosoms, and her very stiff nipples. And Kath seeming to moan for him to play with her nipples while she slept. A smile crossed his face as he thought of the name of the move that had been running. He rubbed his very stiff prick through his shorts.

      In the background, he heard an ad on the television for a movie called Back to the Future! with a character saying, "Wait a minute, Doc - Are you telling me that you made a time machine... out of a DeLorean?!" Orv opened his eyes in time to see that the movie would be on tomorrow, in advance of the 30th anniversary of its release. That could be fun, Orv thought, then closed his eyes again to think of the feel of Kath's nipples under his fingertips. He went back to massaging his dick.

      But then, he heard Kath walking back into the room, so he quickly tried to rearrange himself while keeping his eyes closed feigning sleep. He wondered how much of Kath's boobs might be showing and whether her nipples might still be stiff.

      "Orv?"

      "Huh? Yep," Orv managed, straightening up on the couch and rubbing his eyes before stretching.

      "I think the drinks have really gone to my head. Maybe I'd better give you a hug now, rather than wait until you've brushed your teeth, and get myself to bed sooner rather than later." Plus, that would get her into the privacy of her bedroom faster!

      Orv turned to face Kath, taking in her voluptuous form. He noted that her braless bosoms were still wobbling, and that her nipples lightly tented to blouse she was wearing - still with two buttons undone, and the inner curves of her bosoms showing in the gap. But now, Orv realized he had a problem - a big, stiff problem - with the idea of a hug. But thinking fast, he said, "Well, this is a bit embarrassing, but it seems that I really need to pee as well, and, um, you remember when I was young and had a 'problem' when my penis wouldn't go down when I needed to pee?"

      
        "Oh - my," Kath said as she took in the bulge in his shorts when he stood. With Kath looking at the bulge in his pants, Orv scanned her nipples once more, which seemed a bit stiffer than moments before. "Yes, I remember. Well, I'm okay with hugging you like that."

      She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him tight, loving the way her boobs pressed into his chest as well as how his prick pushed into her lower abdomen. Her lower abdomen, over which she had no panties, she reminded herself, feeling a bit wetter down there. "Orv, I'll take hugs from you any way that I can. My time with Amy made it clear to me that touching and hugging go a long way to lifting my spirits. I love you, my son."

      Yep, Kath and Amy had certainly done their share of hugging. And feeling. And licking of nipples, Orv thought, with not a drop of the blood trapped in his tool returning to the general circulation. He twitched a bit thinking about the scenes of "nipple 69" he'd read about on Literortica. "Love you, too, Kath," Orv said while the hug continued longer than he'd hoped.

      "Alright, see you in the morning. I'll call when my teeth are brushed," Kath finally said, reluctantly breaking the contact between their bodies. Her nipples were stiff and in need, that's for sure.

      "I'll go ahead and pee down here, but give me a call when you're out of the bathroom upstairs."

      Kath brushed and flossed quickly, then called down, "Okay, Orv, I'm out. Pleasant dreams."

      "You have pleasant dreams, too, Kath." He wondered whether they might both end up dreaming of him sucking and playing with her nipples. Maybe "Ted" would fill him in later.

      In her room, Kath was naked in a flash. I mean, with only two items of clothing, there was no time wasted between her closing the door and the strumming of her stiff nipples. She lay on the bed, and then remembered her promise to her left nipple to kiss and suck the precious nubbin. She was struck with the idea of using her pillows to prop her head forward a bit more to maybe make things easier. When she had done so, she had a tantalizing view down her body at her ample breasts and her throbbing nipples. "Well, here goes," she whispered while grabbing her left bosom in both hands and lifting the tit toward her face. As before, she managed to lick the upper slope of her boob, but not quite the nipple. She grabbed her breast a little lower, pushed down on the upper slope of the tit with her thumbs, and lifted her underboob with greater force than the first time.

      And there it was - her nipple pushed between her lips! Oh, what a glorious feeling! She opened her mouth a bit wider, and applied some suction to the end of her tit, managing to pull her nipple between her teeth. She bit down gently, then flicked her tongue over the sensitive end of the nubbin. "Oh, gawd," she moaned quietly as a mini-orgasm washed over her. She switched to her other bosom, snagging the stiff nipple on the first attempt, and a more intense wave swept over her. She pulled on the other nipple, now wet with saliva, and the nipple orgasms began to pile up.

      Meanwhile, Orv, teeth also quickly brushed, found that his head was still full of images of Kath's naked boobs and nipples. He also reveled in reliving the feel of her tits and stiff nipples as he stroked his very ready prick. He debated whether to go straight to bed and just close his eyes while replaying the day, or to read more of "Ted's'" stories. Yes, he was tired, but also very horny. In the end, he opted to read some of the Big Bosomed Becky stories. Only 28 nipple references on the first page, but 44 nipples on the second. In scanning the actual story, he learned how Ted (was this autobiographical by "Ted" the author??), who was married to Rachel, had managed to rub Becky's bosom (and stiff nipple!) at a party at Ted and Rachel's place, with Becky just rolling with it! Very hot to think about. Also, he reflected, had Kath truly been asleep the whole time he was clutching her bosoms and playing with her nipples? Or was she allowing the nipple play, like Becky?

      Then, he learned that Becky had been taught to dislike her big bosoms! Orv definitely agreed with Ted that that was a shame. It seemed that, for the rest of the story, Ted was dedicated to teaching Becky about how glorious it could be to be proud of her big tits, and to love playing with her nipples. Again, Orv realized that there was something of a parallel with Kath, who had buried her sensuality and strove, for most of two decades, to hide her bosoms from the world. But now, her senses had been awakened, and she seemed interested in not only showing off her sexuality, but also in physical contact - skin to skin, fingers to nipples, nipples to lips - first with Amy, and then tonight, with him.

      Orv also learned that the character Ted really enjoyed going commando, as did Orv. It was also intriguing that Becky enjoyed watching his big dig move around in his shorts, and that they enjoyed masturbating for each other, sort of like Orv and Jane, with Becky getting more and more in touch with the erotic feelings from her big bosoms and sensitive nipples.

      While Orv was definitely horny enough to want a release, he also knew that he'd be in the closet in the morning, watching as Kath again played with her big boobs and perky nipples. He decided his own orgasm would be more intense if he were watching his own sweet mother and her amazing bosoms and stiff nipples. Might tomorrow's nipple orgasm be even more intense than before? Plus, maybe by tomorrow, "Ted" might have posted a story about today's adventures, and he could better anticipate how to see, and hopefully touch, the wonderful breasts and nipples in his own house, while not overstepping what his beloved Kath might really want. He settled into bed, giving his dick a few more strokes before sleep overtook him.

      After countless nipple orgasms, Kath finally remembered the vibrator. With wobbly legs she retrieved that big device and lay back down. Could it possibly fit? With her head on the pillows again, she brought both arms down toward her crotch, which caused her boobs to mash together into a glorious double mountain of tit flesh, both peaks tipped by throbbing nipples. She realized that she couldn't really see where she was putting the vibrator, but, like Amy had said, she expected that she'd "figure it out."

      
        
      

      When the dildo touched her lower lips, she shivered, in part because it felt cool where it touched her, and in part because of her level of excitement. She worked it around her clit, and wondered how it might feel when she put it on vibrate, but for now, she wanted to find her opening.

      She worked the head around a bit, getting it well coated with her juices, then slowly tried to ease a bit of it inside herself. She wished that she had more hands so that she could play with her hungry nipples, but for now, she focused on getting the first inch of that big head into her pussy. She felt the invasion with wonder and anticipation. There were spasms from her vagina, and more fluid eased out of her. She worked to coat the fake head more thoroughly, then held her breath while applying steady pressure to get it past her opening.

      And then, it slipped in! She felt the stretch, but realized that there was more pleasure than pain, and that the pain quickly receded. At this point, she brought her left hand back to her bosoms, cupping her tits and tweaking her nipples while feeling the fake cock, just barely inside her.

      Time for more, she decided. Using gentle pressure and something of an in-and-out motion to assure lubrication, she gradually worked another inch, then two, then three inches inside her pulsing pussy. She could not imagine feeling this full! When she pulled out on one of her nipples, she felt her vagina contract around the vibrator. Oh, did that ever feel good!

      Maybe five minutes later, she had fully inserted the fake dick, and now the orgasms from her nipples brought her incredible sensations as it almost seemed that she was trying to squeeze the dildo back out.

      And then, she remembered how glorious it felt to suck and nibble on one of her nipples. She raised the pulsing bud to her mouth, took the end between her teeth, and rubbed the end of the nipple with her tongue. At the same time, she used her other hand to push the dildo in to the max, inadvertently turning on the vibrator. The combination of sensations from her pussy, her clit and her nipple almost had her screaming! She held her breath for a moment, then gasped as quietly as she could as her entire body convulsed. The hand holding the vibrator in rose to clutch her other boob and pull on the pulsing nipple and as a result, she did in fact squeeze the dildo fully out of her sopping vagina. She came and came and came for long, joyous minutes, the rest of the world lost to her consciousness. All she could think of was the pulsing of her vaginal walls and the glorious sensations from her throbbing nipples, which she continued to lick and tug until her spasms finally slowed down.

      When she regained her senses, exhaustion finally overtook her. She realized that she was still naked, but that had been part of her plan anyway. She pulled the covers up, cupped her right breast, one finger still on a receding nipple, and went to sleep in mere moments
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