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INTRODUCTION
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My name is Nickie and from the time I was little, I had been fascinated by women’s breasts. In the pre-internet world of the 1950’s, it was not until I got hold of a buddy’s ‘men’s magazine’ that I actually got my first look at a pair of round, shapely beauties while looking at the picture of a smiling, sexy twenty-something whose demeanor indicated that she was just as thrilled by me viewing her as I was to do it.

As I grew older, my fascination and adoration of the human breast steadily increased until it became a passion. I never made love to a woman without thoroughly enjoying her wonderful breasts whether they be ‘raisins on cookies’ small or ‘two hands are not enough’ large.

It was not until I was in college and rented a room that I was introduced to a woman who seemed to both understand and appreciate my addiction. During the two years I was in that rented room, I felt like an alcoholic with an unlimited supply of booze. If it had been possible to overdose on breast adoration, I would have been a very happy dead man at the hands of my landlady. Looking back on it, I’m sure that our dalliance brought her a great deal of excitement and ego boost also. I hope you enjoy my story as much as I did the experience.

Being a writer is a bit like being the captain of a submarine. You do everything in your power to be the best at what you do, but you are always ‘flying blind’. Until the periscope is raised and it is possible to actually see where you are going, you cannot know if you are exactly where you want to be or if you are headed for the rocks. You, dear reader, are my periscope as you provide me with your input. If you enjoy my stories, let me know why. If you hate my stories, let me know why. You are the true pilots of my submarine.

Best wishes,

J. R. Shane

If you have questions or would like to submit your feelings, thoughts, or experiences, you can reach me at jrshane64@gmail.com.
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Chapter One
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Hi, I’m Bonnie Blazick

Late in the summer of 1967 I had to begin my regular search for a room near my university campus. I had done one full year of university dorm housing and found that I did not care for either having a roommate or the chaotic atmosphere of noise and movement at all hours. It was like sharing a room at the hotel for the criminally immature. Once my year of required residence was completed, I began looking for off-campus housing.

That would turn out to be a long and difficult quest on its own. My first year off-campus would see me living in the private home of an elderly ‘Old Country’ couple who scrutinized my every move. That quickly grew old and led me to move to a room in a building with a yellow “This Building Has Been Condemned” sign tacked to the front door. By the time I got used to flickering lights and occasional water outages, the school year was done, and I was home for the summer. Searching the classified ads of a newspaper that covered the area of the university, I managed to find two rooms available for the coming fall term of my junior year. Both were within walking distance of my classes and both were in my price range.

After making the two-hour drive from home, I met the first landlord at his shop below the three-story building. With his mass of curly hair and curly beard, I could not help feeling that I was talking to a Brillo pad with eyes. The apartment he showed me was unfurnished, had been spray painted with swatches of psychedelic colors, and reeked of marijuana. I knew in an instant that place was FAR too ‘groovy’ for me.

The next place was not far away. It was also a three-story building with apartments above a business. This landlord was a slender, white-haired man who seemed very mainstream. I followed him to the third floor of the old building. From what I could see, the building appeared to be well cared-for and clean. At the top of the third-floor steps, he opened the door to a room and we went in. To my surprise, it had a kitchen stove, refrigerator, and sink, along with a small dinette set, a bed, a dresser, and a closet. I immediately knew that this was where I belonged.

The landlord explained to me the amount of the rent and when it was due. He told me about other renters in the building and several conditions, all of which seemed very reasonable. I gave him the rent in cash and he handed me the key with the understanding that I would move in in the middle of the month. I left and drove home feeling comfortable with the room I had found.

****
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By the time the fall term started, I was all moved in and ready. I walked to my class buildings to see how long it took while noting the restaurants and shops along the way. Finally I felt sure that this could be the room I would keep until I finally graduated and started my working life. 

I had just started classes and was home during an afternoon break when I heard a vacuum cleaner running in the building. It shut off for a while, then started up in the hallway outside of my room. I continued to do my homework as the sound moved from room to room, until finally there was a knock on my door. I got up to answer it but before I could get to the door, it flew open. In walked a woman with a vacuum cleaner who appeared as surprised as I was.

“Oh I’m sorry, I didn’t expect anyone to be here this time of day.”

“It’s all right. I had a break in my classes so I came back here.”

She was tall, and full bodied, quite an attractive woman whom I estimated to be in her late forties. She wore blue jeans with white sneakers and a dark blue sweater top. Her dark hair had strands of grey and was pulled back and secured at the back of her head. What caught my eye were her large breasts that pushed straight out against her sweater. I felt like a moth at a streetlight.

She moved toward me and extended her hand, “Hi, I’m Bonnie Blazick, my husband and I own this building.”

“Oh yes, I met him when I came to look at this room. I’m Nick by the way”

She smiled, “Are you comfortable here? Is there anything you need?”

I could not help but think other than my hands on your breasts? “No, it’s nice here, more room than I have at home.”

“Good, I assume that Carl gave you our telephone number if you need to get in touch with us.”

“Yes he did, I have it here somewhere.”

“If you don’t mind, I like to sweep the floors in the building at least once a month. It helps to keep the place cleaner.”

“Oh yes, thank you, please go ahead.” I moved over to the bed to get out of her way.

She closed the door, plugging the sweeper cord into a nearby outlet and switching it on. For the next ten minutes my eyes were locked on her breasts as she moved around the room pushing the sweeper. That left me with a growing hard-on. Finally the sweeper stopped and she turned to me.

“There, all finished.”

I sat there like a zombie still staring at her breasts.

“Nick.”

I was still captivated.

“Nick!” She noticed me staring at her breasts. “Hey, my eyes are up here.”

Suddenly I felt caught. “I’m sorry Mrs. Blazick...your breasts are so beautiful, I couldn’t help myself.”

“Yea, then maybe you should carry them around for a while.” After unplugging the sweeper and winding up the cord, she stood in the center of the room, again noticing that my eyes were on her breasts. “You really are a tit freak aren’t you?”

Now THAT was something I had never been called. I had no idea how to react. “Well...I suppose that I am. I’m sorry, I hope that I didn’t offend you.”

She stood there silently staring at me as I wished I could curl up and disappear. Then she smiled as she stepped toward me and stopped. “Would you like to touch them?”

My mouth fell open. “Do you mean that? May I touch them?”

“If you would like, yes, go ahead.”

Feeling nervous and unsteady, I stood up from the bed and walked toward her, the front of my pants bulging out. I nervously stood there  before her as my hands slowly raised.

“Go ahead, take a nice feel.”

Still in disbelief of my good fortune, I raised up my hands to cradle her breasts before slowly rotating my hands to fully fondle both. Cautiously I squeezed, relishing the fullness and softness of them. 

“Do you like?”

“Oh my God Mrs. Blazick, they feel so great.” I was completely caught up in the sensation. I stared at them as my hands continued to gently squeeze, then slowly tilted my head to look at her face. At that moment her eyes and her lips looked so inviting. In a moment of passion I slid my hands off of her breasts and up around her neck as my lips pressed against hers. Her reaction was not what I was expecting. Suddenly her hands were between us pushing me away.

“What the hell is wrong with you? I offer to let you touch me and you suddenly want to make out? Are you freakin’ crazy?”

I stood there in shock, my mouth hanging open. “I’m sorry Mrs. Blazick, I am so very sorry! You felt so good and it came over me so suddenly. You are the most exciting woman I have ever met.”

The anger faded from her face. “You haven’t been around much have you kid? You’re what 18...19 years old?”

“I’m 20 ma’am, and I’m excited more than you can imagine by your beautiful breasts.”

“Never, EVER grab me like that, do you understand?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Good, you are to address me as ma’am or Ms. Bonnie, do you understand that?

“Yes ma’am.”

“Stand up.”

I stood up about two feet from her. Now it was her eyes who travelled my body. She smiled when she noticed the bulge at the front of my shorts.

“Is it hard?”

“Yes ma’am, I’m sorry, touching you made me get hard.”

“Really, show me.”

“Ma’am?”

“Show me, drop your shorts.”

Feeling slightly embarrassed, I did as she told me. I unbuttoned and unzipped my shorts which immediately fell to the floor. My ‘tight whites’ soon followed leaving me standing before her wearing just a tee shirt. I kicked both aside.

“That’s really nice. It’s been a while since I’ve seen a cock that gets so hard, especially one that curves like yours does.”

“Yes ma’am.” I was praying that she would not slap my cock or kick me in the balls.

“Stroke it for me.”

“Ma’am?”

“What part of ‘stroke it’ don’t you understand? Wrap your hand around that thing and jack it off.”

I stood there incredulous of what I was hearing.

“If you don’t want to, I can just leave.”

“No...please, ma’am, don’t leave.”

“Then show me what I want to see.” She was smiling and there was a sparkle in her eyes.

“I wrapped my hand around my cock and slowly started to stroke it.”

“That’s it Nickie, stroke it.” She took my left hand and lifted it to her breast. “Feel me while you jack off Nickie, that’s my boy, do you like feeling me?

“Oh God yes ma’am, you feel so good.”

While she stared into my eyes, she lifted up my hand. Grasping the bottom of her sweater, she lifted it up revealing abundant cleavage spilling from a black bra. She returned my hand to her breast. “Now you can see as well as feel, do you like that?”

“God yes ma’am.” My head was swimming, I felt like I would faint.

She moved closer to me, whispering into my ear. “Nickie, does it feel really good? Are you going to cum soon?”

“Yes ma’am, I’m gonna’ cum soon.”

“Tell me when you’re close, but don’t cum yet. Do you understand?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“What are you NOT going to do?”

“I’m not going to cum yet.”

“Not until I tell you to cum, do you understand?”

“Yes ma’am.”

My cock was so swollen and I could feel my climax building. “Ma’am, I’m getting close.”

Now her face was against mine. “How close?”

“Very close ma’am.”

“THEN STOP! Did I say you could cum Nickie?”

I froze, still holding my cock. “No ma’am, you did not.”

“Don’t make me whack you across your pee-pee Nickie.” Her face slid against mine and she whispered into my ear. “You’re not fondling Nickie, just because one hand stops does not mean that the other does.”

“Yes ma’am, I’m sorry ma’am.” I resumed fondling her breast.

“You may stroke now.”

“Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am.” I found her voice and her dominate manner very exciting. I started stroking again. I felt her hand touch my balls, her fingers teasing as they rubbed me.

“How’s that Nickie, do you like that?”

“Oh yes ma’am, it’s delightful.” I was panting like a steam engine, my mouth hung open.

“Delightful huh? Are you getting close? Are you getting...very close?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“THEN STOP!” You can’t cum until I say you can.”

“Yes ma’am, but I need to ma’am, so bad.”

“Why should I care what you want Nickie. You do what I tell you.”

“Yes ma’am.” Her hand pushed mine off of my cock and quickly replaced it. Her hand felt so cool and so smooth. My knees felt like they would buckle.

“Nickie, your cock is SO hot. It feels like it may explode if you don’t cum soon.”

“Please ma’am, let me cum.”

Her hand began to stroke me, slowly, gently with a controlled manner that made me moan. “Nickie, does that feel good? Your cock is so hard, I really like it.”

“Oh yes...ma’am...it feels SO good. Please ma’am, let me cum.”

Her hand tightened around me, squeezing me, then relaxing, then squeezing again.

“Please ma’am, I’m gonna’ cum.”

Suddenly her hand was gone. “NO! BAD NICKIE! You cum when I tell you.”

Her face was against mine again. I didn’t know how much longer I could stand. I stood with my head hanging wanting desperately to cum. Then I felt her hand again, this time with just one finger trailing from my balls up the underside of my cock to the head. There her fingers lingered, lightly rubbing my cock head.

“You have been good Nickie. I love a nice young man who is courteous and knows who is in charge. Will you be such a nice young man for me?”

“Yes ma’am, I’ll do whatever you want.”

“That is very good Nickie. I think you have learned your lesson.” She paused, leaving me in silence until I whimpered. Then her hand was back on me, squeezing and stroking me. 

“You may cum now.” She moved to the side while she continued to stroke me. Almost immediately my body began to convulse as blast after blast of white semen shot from me. My knees buckled and I fell back, sitting on the bed and gasping for air.

“Nickie, you are not finished, get back up here.”

I struggled to stand up again.

“Let’s squeeze every last drop of your cum out of you.”

I stood there squeezing my cock and sliding my hand forward to milk out the last drops.

“Look at the mess you have made all over the carpet that I just cleaned. You go get a towel and clean up this mess immediately.”

“Yes ma’am.” Still nearly naked I trotted over to the sink and picked up a small towel. I dropped to my knees before her and began to clean my cum off of the carpet.

“Well done Nickie, now go write down your telephone number and when you will be here.”

I took the towel back to the sink and stopped at the table long enough to write down my telephone number with days and times when I expected to be home. When I hurried back to her, she pointed to the floor.

“On your knees Nickie.”

I knelt before her.

“I like you Nickie. I like having a young man who knows how to serve a woman and how to meet her needs. I’ll call you.”

And just that bluntly, she grabbed her vacuum and was out the door without a word, leaving me with my head spinning and wondering what I had just experienced.
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Chapter Two
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Are you naked?

About a week and a half later I was working on my homework in the evening when the telephone rang.

“Hello.”

“Hi Nickie, it’s Bonnie Blazick.”

“Hi Mrs. Blazick.”

“Are you going to be there tomorrow afternoon?”

“Yes, my classes are over by one.”

“See you then.”

The phone went dead before I could answer. Well, I guess I better be here.

****
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I was sitting at the table when I heard feet on the stairs. A moment later the door opened and in walked Mrs. Blazick, closing and locking the door behind her. She wore black shorts, a soft blue blouse with printed sailboats, and white sneakers.

“You’re still dressed, why aren’t you naked?”

“I should be naked?”

“Yes, whenever I come here, I expect you to be naked.”

“Yes ma’am.” I started taking off my clothes while she pulled out a chair and sat down.

“Hey, turn toward me, and undress slowly.”

I did as she asked while her eyes never left me. Finally I slid off my underwear and kicked them aside.

“There, isn’t that better?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“But you’re not hard, I want you to be hard. Let’s do something about that.” She crooked her finger indicating that she wanted me to stand before her.

I felt oddly excited to be naked and standing in front of her. Her eyes travelled my body but seemed to center on my cock. I could feel my cock starting to rise.

“Take my blouse off.”

The tone of her voice was firm but laced with desire. My hands shook as I reached forward and began to unbutton her blouse. Her eyes locked into mine as one button after the other opened exposing more and more of her white bra. Her mouth curled at the edges generating a sensual smile. I felt her hand take hold of my cock.

“Now that’s better, it’s getting nice and hard the way I like it.”

When I had opened all of the accessible buttons at the front of her blouse, I gripped her blouse and pulled it out of her waistband. I was pleased by the shocked look that momentarily passed across her face. Then I unbuttoned the remaining buttons before going to her sleeves. Her eyes locked into mine again as she moved her arms back and slid her blouse off and onto the back of the chair. She stood there in her white bra with her breasts threatening to overflow. 

“Do you like what you see?”

“My God yes ma’am.”

She stood up, “Touch me.”

I wasted no time bringing my hands to her breasts. “You feel so good. You’re so soft and you fill my hands so completely.” I was surprised when she laughed.

“In case you haven’t noticed, you fill my hand too.” Her remark was quite out of character for her, but she quickly snapped back again. “Nickie, would you like to suckle on my breasts?”
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