Look, this is just a fantasy, right?  Kids, don't even think about reading this, and for all you plastic surgeons out there; don't try this at work. 

All characters and events portrayed are and will hopefully remain fictitious.

A Little Extra On Top

Part One

by Elvish Wizard

For several months, I've thought about writing this down. Not that I would have acted differently had I the opportunity to do so, nor do I have any regrets.  I do, however, wish to leave my own account of some recent events. I realize that unfortunately there might be some people out there who don't share my opinions and I want you to know I respect that.  I am still convinced that I did the right thing. Because of the discretion required in my profession and the damage it would do to my career, not to mention the possibility of a long prison sentence, I have to stay anonymous, as well as the characters mentioned herein.  Don't try to look up Dr T. Meyer in a phone directory or anything; the names are all changed.

I'm a plastic surgeon, specializing in breast enlargement. Tits are my profession. My father wanted me to go to medical school and I did, mostly because I so badly wanted to make him proud of me. For as long as I can remember there has always been something about me to criticize; my choice of friends, girlfriends, clothes, favorite football team; anything. I guess it was a pretty lousy reason for a choice of career, but it meant so much to me.  Naturally I was totally fed up with it after a year or so. I would have dropped out, but something came in between.  The same morning I had made my final decision I was reading the local paper, looking for a job while thinking about how to explain to my family. As I turned a page, my gaze fell on a small advert.

"Bring out your inner self

We can help you look the way you really should.

You deserve it!" 

A busty model was smiling at me from the page, alongside the name and phone number of a cosmetic surgery clinic. 

It was there and then the purpose of my life became clear to me.  Instead of dropping out, I spent some awfully long years in medical school trying to make up for my lack of talent with hard work.  The one thing keeping me from quitting was the mission I'd taken on that day; to give women the bodies they should have.  Why shouldn't girls with "great personalities" have the body to match it as they so well deserve? 

I still don't know how I did it, but somehow I made it all the way through school.  My family were so proud of me. Then, just as my future was beginning to look promising, disaster struck. I lost both my parents in a car accident. It was as if my fate was doing its best to keep me miserable at all times. 

That was a difficult time for me.  I don't really want to think about it unless I have to because there are still too many unhealed wounds.  Let's just say I changed. I became more obsessed than ever with helping women to perfection. My inheritance allowed me to open my own small clinic. To me, it was the greatest day of my life when I finally could go into business; a dream come true.  


It soon became apparent that my real talent was in boob jobs. I took personal interest in every patient, listening carefully to their life stories and how they for various reasons wanted to improve their bust lines. Every patient was a new challenge. I quickly built a reputation as something of a magician with the knife, never leaving visible scars, trying to help every woman to reach her full potential.  It's funny, really;  I've always felt more like a sculptor than a surgeon.  When I first met a new patient I immediately made up my dream image of her before me, mentally adding inches to her bust line and creating an unique piece of art. The satisfaction of seeing this image coming alive under my hands, not to mention the confident smiles of the women as they walked out of here, would have been reward enough for me. For five years I never had the smallest complaint about my work. 

Nothing has been quite the same since the day she came into my office. Let's call her Amy. I couldn't take my eyes off her. She was just perfect, the kind of girl I had been dreaming of reshaping for years. Maybe eighteen or nineteen years old, about 5'9" tall, long, brown hair, brown eyes, full, red lips, a slender neck and legs belonging to a supermodel;  all on a seemingly very fit body, though not without a bit of womanly curves at the hips. But my imagination was already at work with the firm, round D-cups she didn't as yet possess, but which would make her the goddess she should be.  There was potential here.  

Maybe even DD's?

"Hello?"  I was suddenly forced back into reality, realizing I had been staring at her presently non-existent bust for several seconds. She was looking worriedly at me, frowning slightly.

"Oh... hello." I glanced quickly in my schedule for the day.  "Amy Carter, is it?  Welcome. I'm Dr Meyer. Would you like to have some coffee? Anything? A soda maybe?"

"No thank you, Doctor, I'm fine.  But thanks anyway."

"Now, why don't you have a seat and tell me a little about yourself."

I can't quite recall the entire conversation from there on, as my attention was far away. Her story was the one I'd heard many times; flat girl meets boy, boy likes boobs, girl wants boobs.  I still don't understand how someone like her could actually consider surgery just for the sake of one man's preferences in cup sizes, but I guess being in love makes people do things for the funniest reasons. A lot of people in my business would have sent her to surgery in the blink of an eye without any questions asked, but in cases like this I prefer to give them a week or two to reconsider. Part of my reputation comes from the fact that I don't perform the surgery without knowing that I'll still have a satisfied customer a year from now. I was about to suggest that she thought a little more about what she wanted for herself and came back next week. But I just couldn't bring myself to it, risking my chance of creating the masterpiece I've always dreamed of. Anyway, there couldn't possibly be any way she'd be dissatisfied with my work. Not once she could see those magnificent mounds, straining against the fabric of her bra; feel them bouncing slightly as she walked... 

Then there was the issue of size. "So, what size are we talking here?" 

"I.... I'm not quite sure actually. Bigger, but not too big."  She made a small curve with her hand to indicate a modest increase in bust size. 

"I think I get the picture.  Let's see then.  First, we need to take a few measurements. Could you please remove your shirt?" 

I was fighting very hard not to tremble with excitement when I put the measuring tape around her chest.  It was like being a child on Christmas Eve.  No, that's not quite it. More like being Santa.  Oh, the joy of giving...  I quickly measured her chest above, below and around her breasts.  Her white lacy bra looked quite unnecessary on her.  

"Well, there are going to be some big changes around here" I thought while typing her measurements into my laptop computer.  With a few clicks I brought up a wireframe model of her upper torso on the screen. 

"This is your present size."  She sat down next to me and watched the screen closely as I added skin onto the model, complete with a couple of small, pink nipples.  Once again I saw her concerned look as she unconsciously was covering her breasts with her arms, as if to protect them from something.  I guess she felt a little embarrassed about having "her" breasts on display. 

"Now this is what I'd recommend for you."  I brought up the wireframe model again and typed a few short commands.  After some calculations the computer produced an updated image.  Amy watched with interest as I added skin and a couple of proportionally enlarged nipples.  The impressive D-cups on the screen made her speechless for a moment, after which she giggled a little, nervously.

"I don't know, Doctor...  aren't they a little too big?"  Oh no.  Not at all.  She would see.

"Wait a second."  I went across the room to a large cabinet and unlocked a drawer, from which I produced a D-cup bra, looking heavily padded.  "This is a specially designed bra with implants sewn into it.  It looks and feels pretty much like the real thing.  Please try it on before you make up your mind."

Her face turned slightly red as she removed her bra.  I pretended to look down in my paperwork to make her feel less embarrassed about the whole thing.  As I peeked at her from the corner of my eye I noticed that her nipples were even smaller than I had assumed.

"I'm finished."  When I looked up again I saw my dream come true.  

The bra created the almost perfect illusion of a couple of big, round, firm TITS.  I cleared my throat.  

"Try moving around a little, as naturally as possible."  She walked around the room a few times, pausing now and then to take a quick look in the full-length mirror.  I decided that my first impression had been right; they looked great on her, but DD's would be so much better.  

She tried jumping up and down a few times and then jogging on the spot.  This set the great mounds in motion and caused them to jiggle in all sorts of directions.  I was watching the show closely.  Then, she stopped.

"I'm sorry, they're just too big.  I'll never be able to do any kind of sports with these.  Could we please have a look at something... less big?" 

She shattered my dream, right there and then.  C-cups were just not enough.  How could she be so blind?

"You could wear a sports bra!  Surely there must be millions of women in sports who manage just perfectly with this... err... special physical characteristic.  Let me tell you something.  I can understand if you're unsure about this.  But I know, from years of experience, that women tend to be very satisfied with their new breasts once they've gotten used to them.  In fact, most of them say they would have chosen an even larger size, had they been able to make the choice again.  And some of them do.  Save yourself the trouble and cost of two operations instead of one simple."  
I sensed that I might have gone too far.  The border between professional advice and own self-interest was becoming increasingly unclear.  But the more I thought about it, the firmer my conviction became.  I couldn't very well let her make a choice she might regret without advising her on the possibilities, could I?

"Look, I appreciate that you care about me.  I really do.  But it's just out of the question.  I don't think I could ever get used to these."  She squeezed the cups of the bra, her fingers sinking into them.  "Besides, I'd prefer to still be able to sleep on my stomach."

I tried to make her see the poor choice she'd made, but if anything she only grew even more certain.  Finally I gave in and let her have her will. 

We went through the entire fitting process again, this time settling for a C-cup.  Actually, I had to do some serious persuasion just to make her stay with that.  Then once the fitting was finished we moved on to the practical details, like insurance, medical history, that sort of thing.  The surgery was scheduled for the day after the next.  

After she'd left I was typing the information about her surgery into my database.  When I checked the entries afterwards I noticed a small error; the desired size was noted as a D, not C.  Some kind of Freudian misspelling, maybe?  It was rather amusing.  I hesitated for a moment.  'D' looked so much better on the screen than 'C'.  What harm would it do if I let it remain like that, just overnight?  I'd change it first thing tomorrow, of course.  Yes.  Why not?  Instead of going home early that night, as I had originally intended,  I found myself sitting in front of my computer, playing with the wireframe model of Amy.  I enlarged her breasts to DD size and tried different shapes, experimenting with nipple and aureole sizes ranging from her present small pink ones to big, dark, puffy ones, looking enormous even on those impressive pillows.  The hours passed in a blur.  

I guess I must have gotten home somehow, because the next day I woke up at home after a night's sleep filled with dreams of enormously busty teenagers.  I showered, shaved, got dressed, had my breakfast... all without really paying attention to what I was doing.  At the breakfast table I realized that I had read the same article in the newspaper three times and still not understood a word.  That's when I decided to cancel the operations scheduled for the day.  Instead, I spent the day cleaning up on my desk and catching up with the paperwork.  Well, in theory at least. 

Truth is, I spent most of the day daydreaming.  If only I could have made her see my point...  She was about to make a huge mistake and I just couldn't let it happen.

On the day of Amy's operation I arrived early to the clinic.  The operation was scheduled first thing in the morning.  Amy had already arrived, so I changed clothing and went into the operation theater while a nurse was preparing her in the next room.  I noticed that the surgical equipment had already been laid out in a neat row on a tray.  Next to it were the implants; two well-filled, slightly flattened plastic bags, waiting for their new home.  I picked up the semi-transparent, slightly shiny implants, kneading them experimentally in my gloved hands.  I sighed.  Once the operation was finished, I would probably never get to lay hands on them again.  Probably?  I reminded myself that I was almost twice her age, not to mention the ethical trouble this would cause, to say the least.  No, make that certainly.  

Suddenly, I realized something was wrong.  They were too big; or rather, as I prefer to put it, not too small.  I had totally forgotten about the database entry!  As a result, the nurse had prepared D-cup implants, not C's.  I silently cursed myself for being so stupid.  Well, what's done is done.  We'd have to prepare new ones, but it would take at least half an hour to get the right ones and disinfect them.  I knew we didn't really have time for this.  With the canceled operations the previous day and several important appointments during the day I was already far behind schedule.

I heard the door opening behind me.  Quickly, I put down the implants and turned around.  Two nurses were escorting Amy into the room.  

She was dressed for the operation and looked quite uneasy, staring at the surgical equipment on the tray.  Nurse Johnson, an elderly, motherly woman, patted her on the shoulder.  "Don't worry dear, you won't feel a thing.  And if you do, that man's going to have to answer to me." she said, pointing at me.  "Are we ready to start?"  

I was just about to tell her about the small misunderstanding as I heard the words leaving my mouth:  "Yes, I think we are.  Are you ready, Amy?"  She nodded.  "Lie down over there, please.  We are going to anesthetize you, as I explained earlier."  

As she lay down and started inhaling the anesthetic, I bent forward and whispered to her: "I promise it won't hurt.  If I hurt you, nurse Johnson here will put the knife in me."  She smiled weakly before passing out.

It was like watching it all from a distance.  I knew that what I did was wrong, at least from a certain point of view.  But I could only watch helplessly as my body continued to have a life of its own.  My hands were working with usual efficiency, quickly cutting through the marked lines on her skin.  The operation would prove quite a challenge; a less skilled surgeon would probably never have thought it possible to use those implants on someone with so little to work with, and still be able to retain mammary gland function.  A sense of triumph filled my heart as I saw and felt the implants filling her breasts to capacity, making her skin stretch tight around the full, just slightly teardrop-shaped mounds. 

Somewhere in the back of my mind a tiny voice seemed to be desperately calling for my attention, but I couldn't quite make out any words.

After I'd finished sewing together her delicate skin, taking great care to leave as little potential scars as possible, it was as if I suddenly woke up out of my deep trance.  What had I done?  And how would she react when she woke up again?  She'd probably thank me, I thought, glancing at the two very noticeable bumps under the cover.  

"Nice work, doctor.  I have to admit that I doubted the wisdom of stuffing the poor girl that much.  She was flat as a board.  When I read her papers I thought she would burst, that's what I thought.  But you knew what you're were doing all along, as always."  Nurse Johnson was cleaning the equipment away and disinfecting the room in a hurry.  The next patient would probably already be in my waiting room.  Another nurse was wheeling Amy away to the resuscitation ward.

"Err... Of course I did.  Don't you trust me?  By the way, I really liked that thing about making me answer to you.   A little joke now and then always helps to put the patient at ease."

"That was no joke.  We talked a great deal before the operation and I really like that girl, you know.  She's so sweet, and so desperately in love with this boy of hers.  Sometimes I forget how hard it is to be young."  For the briefest moment, her normally soothing voice had an edge of steel to it.  If she'd ever find out about my little mistake, I'd be dead, or wishing that I was, before I ever got to explain my view on things.  And something was telling me that she'd hardly agree with me anyway.

 Later the same day I checked on Amy to see how she was doing, during one of my rare breaks between patients.  A nurse was standing next to her bed.  "Oh, there you are.  She's just waking up, I think."    

I hurried to her bed and watched her slowly open her eyes.  The 

anesthetic had still not quite worn off and she sounded rather drowsy.  

"Where am I?  Oh... yes... the clinic."

"It's good to see you awake, Amy.  The operation went just fine.  You should rest for a while, but I'll check in on you later today."  At the mention of the operation Amy instinctively raised her hand towards her chest.  I grabbed her wrist.  

"Be careful.  You shouldn't touch them for a while.  Wait, I'll show you."  I pulled the cover down to her tiny waist, uncovering the great bandaged bumps proudly jutting out from her chest.  She blinked a few times, as if to make sure her eyes weren't lying to her.

"Ohmigod.  Ohmigod.  They are so... big.  I never thought...  I mean..."

"Don't worry, it's perfectly normal.  They are going to be swollen and tender for the first month, especially the first few days.  For now, just tell the nurse if they hurt too much and she'll give you a painkiller."  I pulled up the cover again.  "Try to get some rest now.  I promise I'll be back later."  

As I walked out of the room, I was surprised at how easily I had lied to her.  But I couldn't lie for ever.  Or could I?  She was bound to find out sooner or later, and then what?

Before going home  I checked on Amy again.  She was awake, watching TV.  

"Hi, Amy.  How are you doing?"

"I'm fine now, thank you.  They hurt a little when I woke up but the nurse gave me this pill so it doesn't hurt anymore.  They just feel... weird. 

Tight.  Kind of like balloons, you know, all blown up."  Her face took on the now so familiar worried expression.  "I won't get stretch marks or anything, will I?"

"No stretch marks, I can guarantee that.  But they are going to feel tight until your skin stretches enough.  Not very much to do about that, I'm afraid, but it will be better in a few days."

"A few days?  When can I go home?"

"I'd like to keep you here overnight, just to make sure they won't get infected.  Probably tomorrow."

She nodded.  There was an uncomfortable silence for a few seconds.  I tried really hard not to stare at the twin pillows under the cover.

"So, Amy...  Where's your boyfriend, then?  I thought he would come to see you."

"Well... he doesn't know.  It's kind of a surprise, you see.  I told him I was going to visit my grandparents.  Do you think he'll like them?"

"I'm sure he will."  No kidding.  Whoever that lucky bastard was he had to be something truly special to deserve this.  "I'm going home now, but if you need anything, just press the alarm button and the night nurse will be here right away.  I'll see you tomorrow."

"Goodnight, Dr Meyer."

I was standing at the operation table.  Amy was lying naked on it.  A single spotlight cut through the surrounding otherwise impenetrable darkness, illuminating the scene.  I was holding a pair of breast implants.  Suddenly, they started to feel warm, as if there was some kind of heat source within.  Then I felt them starting to pulsate in my hands.  I dropped them onto the table in surprise.  Something was wrong.  But this was important; there was no turning back.  The implants were  growing, at first barely visibly.  I had to act fast.  In panic, I grabbed a knife and quickly cut her breasts open.  Then I picked up the implants again.  They were expanding quickly now, already an ample handful and in a few seconds more than that.  They would never fit; they were too big.  But they had to fit.  

I took them, one at a time, and squeezed them with all my strength through the tiny cuts.  Her skin was unbelievably tight, but it distended enough to allow the implants to fit.  Amy was moaning in pain, but still asleep.  The pulsating growth did not stop however; I could still see a glow shining through the cuts.  

With all the strength I had left I pulled the edges of the two cuts together, making the cuts disappear without a trace.  Her breasts were still rising steadily, glowing faintly from within.  They were the size of her head now and becoming almost perfectly spherical.  Amy's moans were becoming louder; she was throwing her head from side to side, but still unaware of the danger.  And then, just as suddenly as it started, the glow died away and the growth stopped.  I reached out for her breast with a trembling hand.  The skin was tight as a drum.

Amy was lying on her bed.  There were two mountainous swellings covered by white linen on her chest, still the size of her head, but she didn't seem to notice.  She had a smile on her lips, her unfocused eyes turned towards the ceiling.  "Amy?"  No response.  I approached the bed.  "Amy, is something wrong?"  Silence.  I pulled the quilt down.  Her breasts were all bandaged.  I caught a tiny glimpse of pale flesh through a slit between the bandages.  I reached for it.  Suddenly, there was a flash from within, blinding me for a couple of seconds.  When my sight came back, I saw her breasts beginning to swell again.  

"Amy!  Wake up!"  The pulsating glow was gone, burned out, but nonetheless the growth continued as fast as ever.  The bandages were spreading over her taut skin, breast flesh bulging out in between.  Amy's nipples popped out from their too tight confines, standing stiffly on top.  There was a snap, closely followed by another, as the tension finally became too much for the bandages.  Two pale, blue-veined, basketball-sized domes emerged from the remains.  

I shook Amy hard, trying to wake her up, but there was no response, just the unnatural, frozen smile.  Not knowing what else to do, I tried to hold back her ballooning breasts with my bare hands.  The growth actually seemed to slow down for a moment; then I to my horror realized that this was only because the implants had run out of space.  Her nipples and aureola were being stretched flat, distended into two pink, saucer-sized patches.  Bright red stretch marks were appearing all over the breasts; the skin was not going to stretch any thinner.  "Help!  Somebody help!"  But it was too late.  I heard the sickening sound of flesh slowly being ripped apart.  Her blood was trickling through my fingers, running down the slopes of her breasts, gathering in pools on her body, the bed, the floor, everywhere...  So much blood.  

I tried to wipe my hands on my coat, but the blood wouldn't come off.  Unable to watch, I turned and ran.  My legs wouldn't support me; I dropped to my knees, waist-deep in blood.  Looking down, I  saw a knife buried between my ribs.  My heart was quickly pumping the life out of me.  Then everything went red; I was drowning in a sea of blood...  As I began to sink into darkness I screamed, silently.

I woke up with a start. The sheets were soaked in sweat, not blood.  My alarm clock was showing 02:37 in red.  

I had to go back to the clinic.

