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Cheryl looked at a bra she bought last year and wondered, had her tits ever really been small enough to fit that bra?

She struggled to recall a time when she was different, when she wasn’t a big boobed bimbo, but she couldn’t remember it clearly. Couldn’t remember a time before him. Everything before him was a haze.

It all started when she and Aaron became friends with benefits.

They’d been friends forever and she had to admit there had always been some chemistry between them, but it had never worked out. Sometimes she had been in a relationship or, less likely, he had been in one of his rare relationships. Sometimes neither of them were actually looking for a relationship. 

She found him attractive, even if he wasn’t exactly boyfriend material. The way that he was constantly changing girlfriends. Or too busy hanging out with his friends to spend any time with his girlfriends. And especially the way he pretty much openly admitted that he was only ever in it for the sex. Not exactly her type. But she had to admit that he was hot.

And he clearly found her attractive too. He had never been shy about letting her know this, even if he sometimes made some crude jokes about her needing a boob job. But she explained to him that she was actually satisfied with her breasts as they were.

But still, there was this chemistry. 

So they hooked up. It just sort of happened one night, after he invited her over for dinner. He clearly knew his way around a kitchen, because she vividly remember practically moaning with pleasure with each bite of food. Afterwards they talked, one thing led to another and suddenly she was naked in his bed.

She might not have liked his womanizing ways and the jokes he sometimes made about her breasts, but she had to admit she definitely liked how he fucked her. 

She couldn’t remember the last time she had orgasmed like that. Or that many times.

So naturally they hooked up again. And again. And again.

And each time he fucked her senseless. Had her do things she never would have tried before, but which felt amazing with him.

Eventually she started listening to his suggestions for how to become happier. Less stressed.

“Talk less. Smile more.” He had said.

At first she was offended, but after thinking it over for some time, she started to actually see the point in his suggestion. The more she talked, the less people seemed to like her and the less fun she had. Everyone reacted like she was some opinionated bitch, even if that couldn’t be farther from the truth. She just didn’t like keeping quiet about things that upset her.
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