Standard Disclaimer: This story contains mature content of a (somewhat) sexual nature. Not intended for anyone under the age of 18, mentally or physically. It uses characters created by Access (http://mx.groups.yahoo.com/group/Access_World/), obtained with his permission. Any relation to actual mutants, living or dead, is strictly coincidental. Don’t read if you’re easily disturbed… But heck, if you’re here, that isn’t very likely, is it? In closing, enjoy and please send feedback. 

Pixie’s Nightmare

By Pixie’s Fan (fan_of_pixie@yahoo.com)

When Pixie awoke, she wasn’t sure where she was.
Well, actually, what was weird is that she didn’t actually feel like she’d just woken up, it was as if she’d always been here.

Wherever it is she was.

It was dark, and she couldn’t see much, but she was pretty sure it wasn’t her room. She quickly took stock of herself- she was in a nightshirt that ended just above her knees. Taking a closer look at herself, she was a bit puzzled…

“Funny,” she thought to herself, “Weren’t my breasts larger when I went to sleep?” 

She wasn’t at all sure, but apparently, they were larger before- Now, they were at their usual b-cup size. Well, b-cup for her- Pixie’s mutation rendered her only ten inches tall, so her breasts were a b-cup, at least in proportion to her body. 

Deciding she didn’t like this place- Wherever it was- She was going to leave. But, as she arose, a voice, loud and imposing, boomed out from somewhere.

“STOP!”

The voice made Pixie start, and she remained seated on the floor, still confused and becoming somewhat worried. 

“Who are you? What is this?” She asked, but didn’t get the reply she wanted. 

Instead, the voice boomed out again, “EAT!”

Before Pixie could ask what it was she was supposed to be eating, she saw it: Honey. Lots and lots of honey. She gulped. Normally, she loved honey, not just its taste, but the unusual effect it had on her. Still, here, doing that in front of someone she probably didn’t know… She blushed and opened her mouth to protest, when the voice boomed again, “EAT!”

The sound was deafening, and Pixie put her hands on her ears- It was painful to her small ears.

“All right, all right,” she grumbled, “I’ll do it…”

She reached for the nearest pot of honey and dipped a hand in. Getting a nice handful, she brought it to her mouth and sucked the sweet nectar down. The fairy-girl smiled involuntarily, even this situation couldn’t affect her love for honey.

Her smile widened further as she felt a familiar swelling in her chest- She didn’t need to look down to know that her breasts had swollen from the mouthful of honey, and were now a double b-cup. 

Just as she was enjoying that mouthful, the voice boomed again, “MORE!”

She frowned, realizing that she probably wasn’t going to get out of here unless she listened- And, indeed, the thought of this much honey wasn’t such a bad thing at all…

Shrugging her shoulders, she reached in to the pot with both hands, and brought the dripping, sticky handfuls to her mouth, sucking them down as well. 

“Mmmm,” she moaned, a little too loudly, as the sweet stuff went down her throat…

… And right into her breasts. Another moan escaped her tiny lips as she felt her breasts grow again, this time to a d-cup. Her nightshirt was starting to strain a little, and she could see the bumps made by her nipples, which also tended to grow as she consumed more honey.
Knowing the voice would just prod her on if she didn’t continue, she reached down again, deeper into the quickly emptying pot, and pulled out even bigger handfuls of honey, her arms covered up to the elbows with the stuff. 

As she ate, some of it dripped off of her arms and hands, onto her nightshirt, staining it here and there with the amber drops. Of course, this was minor compared to the explosion of growth within her chest; her breasts ballooned past double d-cups, e-cups, right into double f-cups. She moaned, both with enjoyment and with the increasing pressure, as she licked some of the excess honey off of her arms. As she did this, she heard the stitches on her shirt strain, and realized that her breasts would soon burst the thing open- They were already swelling past her ribcage, nipples making obscene tents in the fabric… 

… She also realized that the shirt had been lifted right off of her legs, and that she wasn’t wearing any underwear, exposing her cute butt to whoever or whatever was putting her though this. She blushed further, crossing her legs in the attempt to keep her sex covered, and sat there in silence, staring at her mountainous tits, and wondering if this was enough.
“MORE!” boomed the voice, and Pixie groaned, knowing that she’d soon be too heavy to fly, or even move… Still, she felt as if she didn’t have a lot of choice, and moved on to a second pot of honey. She paused for a moment, and then shrugged again- After all, what else could she do? She did like to grow, after all… So, she reasoned with herself, why not?
More handfuls of honey went down her throat, at a much faster pace than before. This time, she didn’t wait for the growth to conclude before stuffing her face again. Her breasts continued to swell, past double f-cups, into g-cups, h-cups, and further. As she ate, she felt the pressure in her shirt increase, more, and more… Until, with a certain feeling of triumph, her breasts busted her nightshirt right open, exploding onto the floor before her, reaching down to her crotch. She quickly shifted her legs so that she was kneeling in front of her breasts, which were spilling out before her, not realizing that she had just exposed her rear, sex and all, to whoever was watching this spectacle. The pot was half-empty before she paused to catch her breath. She gasped in shock- She’d totally lost control! Her breasts were now at least as big as she was, and she was pinned down by their weight. She’d been this big before, so she knew she’d be able to walk a little, but if she ate any more honey now, she’d be lying on her huge tits until it digested, which could be days. 

“MORE!” the voice demanded, and Pixie decided she’d had enough.

“No!” She screamed, “No more! If I eat any more, I’ll be stuck here!”

“MORE!” the voice boomed, louder, and she felt the pain in her ears again- She didn’t have a choice. Feeling bloated, mortified, and wondering how she’d manage to get much more down, she dragged her body over to another jar, and, reluctantly, started to eat.

She went on, trying to ignore the growth in her chest, and the tingling, pulsing feeling in her vagina, just eating, and eating, and eating, hoping this nightmare of honey would be over soon.

Her breasts continued to grow, first filling the space under her, and then lifting her off of the ground. They were twice again as big as she was, with huge nipples that stuck out several inches in front of her, and areola that were as big as she was. She gave a few more swallows, feeling her breasts round out a little, and then she heard the tell-tale sound of her skin stretched to its limit- She could eat no more.
She lay there, feeling bloated, face and hair covered in honey, trying to ignore the mortification of being this huge and naked, and the feelings in her pussy, which were going to drive her insane- She couldn’t reach far enough back to touch herself, and she desperately needed release.

Just then, she hard the now familiar voice once more boom, “EAT!” 

Pixie had had enough. She began to cry, weeping into her breasts, “No! You’ve pushed me to my limit! If I eat any more, I’ll explode! Please, do what you want, just don’t make me eat any more honey!”

She continued to weep, just wanting this to end, when she felt something sticky against her breasts. Looking up, she screamed- It was honey! Honey was flowing from the pots, and formed a river, which was slowly coming up to her face! She’d have to swallow… But swallowing would mean exploding! She trembled with fear as the flow came to her mouth. She tried to fight the urge to swallow, but it was no use- She had to, or she would be drowned. 

Gulping down the mouthfuls of honey that slowly enveloped her massive breasts, she felt them swell again, slowly growing, the skin straining- She knew she’d not be able to take much more, but she had to keep eating, she couldn’t stop.

Further and further she rose out of the lake of honey that now surrounded her, her breasts somehow still growing- Three times her size, four times… She was trembling; this time with pleasure, as the sight of her breasts swelling to grotesque proportions beneath her was alone bringing her closer to orgasm.

She felt her breasts reaching their utmost limit- She knew, one more mouthful, and she’d explode. She tried to resist, tried to stop, but the feeling in her breasts, in her sex, all over her body, it was too much. 
As she swallowed her last mouthful, breasts groaning with pressure, preparing to pop, she felt herself come…

… And sat up in bed, screaming. 

She looked about in confusion, soaked in sweat, and tried to get her bearings. She was in her room. She’d been dreaming… And, apparently, she’d gotten off from this dream.

Just as she was recovering, she heard the voice of her mother, Daphne, call out soothingly to her, “Pixie? Are you all right?”

Still panting from the feeling, heart still racing, Pixie replied, “Yeah, Mama, I’m fine!”

Daphne didn’t sound quite convinced, but called out again, “Did you have a bad dream?”

Pixie paused for a moment… She looked at her nightshirt- It wasn’t just drenched in sweat. She blushed deeply and smiled to herself.

“No, Mama. It was a good dream…”
