Honey and Lemon.

It all started simply enough. Susannah had a crush. Derrick was big, broad shouldered, and had a magnificent barrel chest. He was covered in muscles, but not the huge bulging ones. 

He had curly blonde locks, and deep blue eyes, and the most enchanting deep voice. Yes, Suzie had a crush alright. That was putting it mildly. There was one big problem, however. Derrick, the only man that could ever satisfy her, the man who was BY RIGHTS the only one who she’d give her virginity to, was a senior. 

Freshman girls and senior guys didn’t date. It happened some times, she knew, rarely. But not if the guy was… well, more than a little turned on by a womans… assets. 

Derrick had gone out with every big titted bitch in Irons South College. It had never lasted. He would get his hands on them, play around for awhile, and inevitably decide that the girl was just too high maintenance for anything to be built on. 

So respectable too! Not ONLY was he cute, and buff, and fine, and blonde, but respectable! Suzies friends had all told her to give up. She wouldn’t have a chance with Derrick. Not as a skinny, 104 pound, 5’6” freshman girl. 

“Why don’t you try for someone else?” they’d say over and over again. “Such-and-such SO has the hots for you! And you’re good looking! You can have your pick of the guys!”

“But I PICK Derrick,” the flat-chested girl would invariably reply. 

And what her friends said was true. Suzie Dean LaHarrion was, at 18, a sight to behold. She had long, wavy hair that went all the way down to the middle of her back. It’s deep, rich copper color was natural, and very well maintained. Her nose was covered with just the faintest smattering of freckles that disappeared in the summer, as she tanned, and her high cheek bones framed her wide smile perfectly. Beside a nose that was just a little too cute for her tastes were a set of huge, round, beautiful blue/green eyes. But below her neck was the body of an athletic, but ultimately uninteresting body. She came close to having no ass to speak of, which matched her equally flat front, and narrow hips nicely. 

Though her face was too feminine to ever be confused as a males, by dressing up and keeping her face hidden, Suzie knew she could pass for a guy.

By itself, this wasn’t enough to stop men from being interested in her. But the psychology major wasn’t interested in any man but one. 

So that’s really what got the whole thing started. In and out of three months, Suzies world would be turned upside down, and changed… in every regard. All because of a lust filled crush.

She’d been helping her grandmother move. Her grandfather had passed the previous winter and while she was home – two hundred cursed miles from her beloved- for Thanksgiving break, she was helping sort through all of the painful memories as her grandmother attempted to move on, in whatever way she could.

The attic was freezing. She was in a sweater, a parka, two pairs of pants, and a scarf, but still, Suzie was shivering. She’d volunteered as the youngest person working on the project. Let the old ladies stay warm downstairs, where there were a half dozen fireplaces. She’d take the hard job.  Boxes upon boxes filled the space, but she’d been through most of them already. Old family albums, a plethora of Christmas, Halloween, and Saint Patrick’s Day decorations, and a quilt kept inside a cedar hope chest, as all grandmothers seemed to have. 

This relic Suzie removed slowly, careful not to catch it on any of the corners. She unfolded it slowly and looked at it admiringly. She may have been cold, but the work was still interesting, she had to admit. The quilt was patterned with pictures of dozens of different events from the 1940’s. All of them were done in shades of green, blue, and red, and depicted the last five years of World War II. Together, they formed a huge blooming rose. 

“I helped my grandmother, and mother make that quilt.” 

Suzie started at the voice and turned around. Her grandmothers head was poking up through the trap door, woolen cap pulled tightly over her ears. 

“Your mother helped me finish it. That was right before you were born, Dear.” The old woman climbed into the attic, similarly dressed for winter, and closed the lid of the chest, taking a seat on it. Suzie did the same. 

“It’s… magnificent, Grams.”

“Oh, everyone has one, it seems,” she chuckled in reply. “Maybe ours is a bit better than some others you could find…”

Suzie looked closely at the pictures. “Was Granddad in the war?” 

Her grandmother pointed an old, bony finger at the petals in the innermost swirl. All of them showed her husband in different scenes. 

“How old was he, there?”

“Seventeen years old, bless his heart. And he didn’t really know me back then.”

Suzie looked up. “But you two were high school sweethearts.”

The old woman chuckled. “He had eyes for another girl when we were in high school.” She stood and shuffled over to a box, her age showing in her movements. 

Her grandmother removed a thick leather tome and brought it back with her. She opened it to the first page. “This is our class picture from that year. It was taken two months before he left.”

Nineteen glum faces stared back at the two in sepia tones. 

The bony finger reached down. “This is me. My mother made that dress for me. It should still be in one of these boxes.”

Susannah had already been looking at the person, wide eyed. It could have been her! “I had no idea I took after you so much!”

Her grandmother chuckled. “This is Henry… So handsome.” Her fingers lovingly traced the somber teen staring back from the photo. He was a tall boy, with a square face, and a good solid stance. 

Suzie whistled. “Granddad was  a looker!”

“Yes, he certainly was… And that’s Matilda. Until he went to war, it was her that your grandfather wanted.”

Her heart sank at the image. The girl was the only one smiling, as she thrust her magnificent bosom outward. 

The old womans eyes drifted to her own. “What’s wrong, Love? … Don’t tell me there’s a boy YOU want…?” the granddaughter nodded glumly. “And… he only has eyes for… chesty girls?”

Again Susannah nodded miserably. 

Her grandmother took the book back in both hands and swung forward about eight pages. “He’s not worth your time, if he can’t see past your bosom, my dear one.”

Suzie nodded but didn’t say anything. Finally she looked up. “How did you win Grandpa over?”

Her grandmother sighed in sweet recollection, then lowered the book so her granddaughter could see. The images on this page showed her grandmother… with a much fuller front. The change was intense! She’d gone from nothing, to a killer bod!

“Holy Cow, Grams!”

The old woman laughed out loud, then put a hand to her mouth. “Yes… as you can see, I hadn’t quite finished growing yet.”

“How much later was this?”

The wrinkled eyes narrowed. “About three years, I’d say.”

“You were twenty?”

She nodded.

Suzie sighed. “Guess I can’t hope for the same thing, then… Wish I’d inherited those killers.” She gave a weak smile. “How big were you, anyway?” 

The old woman smiled back, a glint in her eye. “On the larger side of a D cup… And don’t be so quick to give up. I was still as flat as the cover of this book only six months before these were taken!”

Her granddaughter snorted. “Right. You sprouted that fast?”

The old woman stood and put the book back in its box. She then shuffled over to the door and began to slowly lower herself in.

Susannah stood and helped her. As she turned to go back to her sorting, she heard her grandmother. “Suzie, Dear, why don’t we finish this tomorrow? It may warm up, after all. Come and have a nice pot of tea with me, and warm up yourself, hum?” 

She turned and looked over her shoulder. “You know, Grams? You’re pretty smart for an old lady. Maybe you’re right about me…” The old woman snorted as Suzie began to climb down.

Chapter 2.

“Nice and hot, with honey and lemon. That’s how a cup of tea should be made!” Suzie said as she turned the pot over and began to pour the hot tea out. 

Her grandmother gave her a scalding look. “Am I that predictable?”

Suzie laughed. “Grams, you’ve told me that every time we’ve had tea, for as long as I can remember. Yeah, you’re that predictable. But tea just wouldn’t be fun if you it went unsaid.”

“You’re right. It wouldn’t.” They sat in the kitchen, staring out the frosted windows, and drinking their tea slowly. 

For a long time, neither of them said anything, and suddenly it occurred to Susannah that this was strange. Never, in her life, had her grandmother sat in silence with her. 

She looked at the clock and saw that more than fifteen minutes had passed in that same wordless span. She looked at her grandmother and saw that the old woman was thinking back across the years. She realized that never, in her life, had she sat alone with her grandmother when her grandfather hadn’t been nearby. 

Just as she opened her mouth to say something, Grams looked up, dazed. “I think I’m going to go lay down for a bit, Suze. Feel free to head home. I’ll see you this evening at supper.”

Without another word, she was up, and walking slowly up the stairs towards her bedroom. 

Suzie waited for another ten minutes, drinking her tea, and feeling guilty that her thoughts kept turning to Derrick. He seemed so unimportant now, but he was still in her thoughts, regardless. 

At last, she stood, laced up her boots, and walked out the front door, closing it snugly behind her. 

Thanksgiving morning came as something of a shock to Susannah. When she awoke at ten, and slipped her robe on, it had seemed like just another warm, happy Thanksgiving morning. 

When she opened the door to her room, however, she heard muffled voices talking down the hall in the kitchen… and they didn’t sound happy. 

“What was she thinking? She’s too old to be-“

“Now, Harriet, she’s getting old enough that this could be her last chance and – “

“Stow it, Frank. Not a words notice? Nothing but this letter slid under the back door?”

Her parents both stopped instantly, and her mother slipped something into her pocket, as she entered the room. 

She blearily poured herself a cup of coffee, and sat down at the table. “What’s going on?” she asked the two silent adults. 

Neither said anything. 

She looked closely at them and said a bit louder. “Guys… What’s going on?”

Her father sat down opposite her. “Suze… your Grandmother…”

Her heart jumped. “Something happen to Grams?”

Her mother sighed. “For crying out loud! Read this, Hon.” She held out an envelope, hand folded of old pulp paper, and sealed with red wax, into which an image of a rose had been pressed. The seal was already broken. 

Her hands shaking a bit, Suzie took the envelope and pulled the carefully folded paper from it. 


“Dear Family.


I’ve decided not to spend my last years moping about in a new house- that wasn’t what Henry would have wanted, and it’s not what I’m going to do to his memory. I just went and cashed in most of my valuables and, with the life insurance money from Henry’s death, I have much much more than enough to live happily in some warm, sunny place until I can be with my husband again. I’m sorry I couldn’t bring myself to say goodbye, but… it was just too painful to think of. I’ll write and call often. Please enjoy your Thanksgiving,

Mom

P.S. I’ve left some things in the attic that I’d like you to take care of, Suze.”

She read the letter twice more, then carefully folded it, and put it back inside the envelope. 

“Is she really already gone?” she asked at last.

Her father nodded. “Caught the last flight out to Boston, last night.”

The next day, Suzie dressed quickly, and slipped out of the house before anyone else could wake up. She walked the five blocks to her grandmothers house slowly, breathing in the clear winter air, and looking at the frost-coated trees. 

They’d always been close, her and Grams. And since seeing those pictures, she’d felt even closer still. But now, the old woman was gone, no longer a part of her daily life… She supposed she’d see Grams off and on for the next few years, but… 

Secretly, she understood in a way her parents would never let themselves. No one wanted to die old and alone, in a house that was just too haunted, or one that was just too new. But to be free to go where you pleased and do what you wished? That freedom was how a person should die, she decided. 

The house was cold for the first time in her memory. No fires burning on both floors, no warm smells coming from the kitchen, no music playing on the radio… Just cold, and silence. 

She took the stairs two at a time, just to make some noise, and clamored into the attic as noisily as possible. 

It was empty. She wondered how it was possible for Grams to have had the place emptied of all her oldest possessions in a single afternoon, but the evidence was before her. Nothing was in this- no… Not nothing. 

Suzie walked forward and knelt besides a book with a  note on top of it. It read simply:

“Dearest Susannah. 


If you truly want this boy, this book can give you what you want. You must exercise the utmost control and self restraint- these things have a habit of getting away from us. Please find happiness, and live a full life with the man of your dreams, as I did. You must, however, do me one favor, and the next time we speak, I will be extracting this promise from you. You must only marry him, if you honestly find that he loves you in return. Please do this for an old woman who got lucky,

Grams”

There was nothing else. What did she mean? Exercise the utmost control and self restraint…? Give her what she wants… What did she want then? Derrick, of course…

Without another thought, Suzie sat down on the floor and opened the leather bound book. 

It had no title, nor any table of contents, index, or chapters. It was just text. Page after page of seemingly uninteresting text. 

At last, about ten pages in, she found a diagram of a human form. It was androgynous in appearance, but had clearly labeled all of the major parts common to both sexes. She began to read:

“The alteration of the physical form is one of the oldest and most magickal of the arts. It has been used since the earliest days of mankind in order to gain power over another, whether this be through an increase in physical strength, speed, or other methods. The following pages will detail how these things are accomplished and…”

Susannah smiled slowly, her heart feeling free, and lighter than air. She had six days before she’d return to school.

Chapter 3.

Tom sighed and slumped even farther down into the hard plastic bus station chair. He wondered, absently, if they waxed them to make them this slick. 

The loud din of voices quieted quickly as another announcement came on. “Bus R164 now arriving from Denver. It will be traveling through to Houston in twenty four minutes.”

A smatter of people picked up their things and walked towards the entrance, tickets in hand. If it hadn’t been so impossible to get a plane ticket, Tom would have been out of there already. But he’d waited until after Thanksgiving to try and book a flight. Good Luck…

His bus was already two and a half hours late. 

“Yo.”

He looked up lazily, then sat upright quickly. Before him was a girl in a very revealing, unwintery outfit. She had purple hair, dark eyeshadow, and pale, powdered skin. 

She sat next to him, making Tom look down the row at the five unoccupied seats to either side of him. “I’m Lily.” 

He held out his hand. “Tom.”

She took it and shook once, tightly. “Where you headed, Tom?”

The twenty four year old shook his head. “Wisconsin. My bus is already running late, though.”

She nodded and looked around. “So you got some time on your hands.”

Tom smiled. “Yeah, I guess so.”

She leaned forward, her shirt falling away to reveal her tiny breasts and perky nipples. “Well then, Tom, how about you and me go to the bathroom and have some fun?”

He shifted back a bit. “Um… I… uh, don’t have any money that I could-“

Lily shook her head. “I’m not asking for money, Tommy-boy. You see, I got this little problem.”

“Uh… what kind of problem?” he asked nervously as she slid closer to him and pressed her body against his side. 

She put her arms around his neck. “Well,” she said in a pouting voice, “I want bigger tits.”

Tom did a double take. Of all the answers he’d ever possibly expected, that had taken him by surprise. “What?”

“Don’t you think they’re too small? I want a great big set of jugs!” she whispered all of it into his ear, and could see him getting excited despite himself.

“I… uh, already… told you. I don’t have any-“

She put her finger to his lips and shushed him softly. “Not money, Tommy. Just follow me.” She stood and walked towards the bathrooms without another word. 

Tom looked around, trying horribly to be inconspicuous and then bolted for the rest room. Two guys watched him. Neither cared. 

As he stepped into the womens bathroom, Tom was surprised by how clean it was. Mens bathrooms were always invariably holes, smelling disgustingly of urine and urinal cakes, and that horrible brand of hand soap that you found everywhere you went.  This one was clean, bright and, most importantly, empty, except for Lily. 

She curled her finger at him, beckoning him. As he approached, Lily went to her knees and reached to unzip his pants. 

He stopped just out of reach. “This isn’t some kind of game is it? Are you a cop?”

She reached out and grabbed him by the balls, using just enough pressure to let him know she was serious. “Tommy, I’ve got places to go, and other men to seduce. I’ve only got two days before I need to get back, and you and all the other guys are going to have to help me out until then… okay?”

She pulled gently, and he came forward. 

“Now I’m not going to hurt you! I’m going to give you a blowjob. Free of charge, obligation, or any other worries. I don’t have any diseases, I just… need your help, that’s all.” 

His penis was out now, and despite the entire situation, it was fully erect at the sight of her wide, plush lips covered in black lipstick.

The girl set to work with amazing vigor, and Tom had to reach out and grab a hold of the sink, as his knees went weak for a moment. Lily rolled her eyes up to his for a moment, then continued her work. 

It was quick, it was dirty, and it was the best damn blowjob Tom would ever have. As he began to spew, the girl shrugged the loose shirt off and aimed his overfilled dick right at her nonexistent breasts, while pumping with her right hand. Wad after wad blasted from his engorged head, coating her tits very nicely. 

When it was over, she leaned back, so none could run off, and looked up at him. “Thank you, Tommy. You can go now. I need some privacy for this part.”

Still trying to catch his breath, Tom put his dick away and looked at her, mouth open, eyes drawn in confusion. “What the-“

“You might miss your bus if you don’t go now, Tom. They just called for it.”

He gave her another long look, panting and trying to brush his hair back, then walked from the bathroom. 

‘Lily’ watched him go, then set to work rubbing all of the semen into her chest. When she was done, she reached into her back pocket and drew out two small vials. 

“Grams, you sure have a sense of humor,” she said as she opened the first. She allowed one drop to fall onto either breast, a rich lemony scent rising into the air, then opened the second and allowed a much thicker drop to fall once more. 

She rubbed the sticky oil combination in then put her shirt back on and checked her watch. “Only three minutes left!”

She clamored into one of the stalls, pulled her pants down and sat quickly. She sighed and closed her eyes, imagining her breasts swelling fuller and fuller with every breath she took. One hand reached up to begin petting them and stroking the miniscule breasts, while her other reached down to her slightly moist snatch. She didn’t waste any time, but jumped right in and began fingering herself as hard and fast as she could. Her left hand was continually at her nipples, playing with them, pulling and twisting the tiny points, as her right hammered in and out, quickly bringing her to the edge. 

In her minds eye, a pair of D cups sat atop her ribs, jiggling madly with her ministrations, as her hand caressed their mouthwatering bulk. This, more than the physical stimulation, excited her, bringing her quickly to the point of no return. Her breath became staggered and harsh as she slammed her left hand into the stalls wall, to keep from flying off the toilet. Her eyes flew open as a deep, erotic moan flew from her lips, and her right hand slid free.

Spent, she leaned back, resting her back against the wall. Suddenly, the automatic toilet flushed under her, sending a sudden spray of cold water into her ass cheeks. 

Suzie yelped and jumped up quickly. The water spiraled down, heading off to parts unknown, as the girl realized there was a thin run of girl-juice running down her leg. She blushed and pulled a long piece of toilet paper off, cleaning herself up with it. 

Finally, she sat back down, toilet seat down, and pants pulled up this time. She wished someone was in on her little secret so she could describe that to them… it had been the most intense orgasm of her life! 

Suze was a virgin, true, but she’d grown up in kinky times. She and her friends had experimented with all kinds of toys and things during high school, and she’d known a few really mind blowing orgasms before… but this one had been so… 

“So real…” she said out loud, in a whisper. Everything had come together! What she’d just done, the anointment, the imagining, all of it had come together as she banged herself into oblivion, and she’d been lost in the feeling. 

‘Lily’ left the bathroom moments later, and headed for home. Today was the experiment. Depending on how it went, tomorrow could be very very busy…

Chapter 4

“I’m home Mom!” Suzie called fifteen minutes later as she came in the door. She was starting to get nervous. How long would this take…?

Her mom came into the kitchen. “Hi, Hon. How was the… uh, what was it?”

“It was a Gothic Dance, Ma… Jeez, you’re not THAT old, are you?”

“Is it your era’s disco?”

She stopped in her tracks. “You and Dad went to Discos?”

Her mom laughed. “No, not really. Is it the same kind of thing?”

Susannah tried to think of a method of explaining the goth movement. There was the rebellion, the anti-social society, the clothes, the industrial, the warehouse scene… where did you even start comparing disco and goth? She decided on the simple approach. “It’s like disco in some ways… but not cheery… at all.”

Her mom nodded. “All about social upheaval and all?”

“Um… not really. Most of the Goths I know would say that there’s no point to social upheaval.”

“When I was your age, people were saying the same kinds of things believe it or not, and…” 

Suzie quit listening. She could feel something happening. It had started like a rubbing sensation- like frayed burlap had been dragging lightly across her skin. Now it was turning into a deep itch. 

“Um, Mom? Sorry not to chat, but I’ve got to wash this junk out of my hair, so-“

“Okay, Hon, do you need any- “ 

She slammed the bathroom door shut and took her coat off. Her shirt was on the floor before she realized she’d forgotten to lock the door. Bare-chested, she reached towards the lock, but stopped, as her eyes came to the mirror. Her breasts were flushed, the nipples puckered out and rock hard. The itching was getting really strong now, and was focusing itself on the outside of her nipples. 

Was she allergic to something? The pure honey…? No… She knew it suddenly! This was it! The big show… And the bigger the show, the better!

She flipped the lock and turned on the shower quickly, then finished stripping. With the water running, she knew she’d be safe from interruption, so she pulled a chair up to the mirror and sat down, running her fingers across her skin. They felt much warmer than the surrounding skin, and that damn itching was still there! At least it had stopped getting worse. 

Suddenly, her eyes rolled back and Suze let out an involuntary moan as a rush of pleasure seemed to pass through her like a wave. It had started in her ass cheeks, passing through her back and out her front, stimulating every nerve in her body. 

It had felt like a small orgasm! But so sudden…!

Her hands went to her breasts, feeling them closely. She bit her lip and rocked backward, her back arched as much as it could, as another wave passed through her.

Sure enough, this time, she felt the flesh beneath her fingers seem to pulse, the spongy material underneath growing thicker beneath her finger tips. 

In half the time as before, another wave crashed through her, and Suze let herself slide to the floor, her hands kneeding the small, but definitive breasts that now graced her chest. Less than second after that wave, another hit her, then another, then another, until it was just one constant ebb of pleasure, passing over her, pulsing and quivering. 

Her hands continued their movements across the expanding frontlines of her ribcage, reveling in the newfound territory, and sending reports back to her brain.

Somewhere, hidden behind the rushing pleasure, that left her sprawled and writhing on the floor, her brain received this information, and she forced her eyes open, gasping in time with the continuous pulses. She managed to raise herself far enough to peer into the mirror above the sink, before collapsing back down, both hands kneeding and caressing the mounds of flesh. 

That same small portion of her mind that was left in control managed to really understand what she’d just seen. A C cup! Easily a C cup! And she wasn’t done yet… From only ONE session? 

Her right hand went down to her expectant pussy, to find it dripping wet, and quivering with the rest of her. 

She continued to caress and mash the fleshy pillows on her chest as her hand wound its way inside of her, but she found that she was as stimulated as she was going to get. The waves of pleasure were so intense, so constant… her vision began to get spotty, and darkness creeped into the corners of her sight. Suzie forced herself to take a really deep breath and shuddered with the effort. Her hands both returned to her tits, which were a decently sized D cup at this point. The proud nipples sitting at the end of them were surrounded by a half dollar sized set of aureola, each a deep brown circle of crinkled, soft flesh. The nipples themselves looked like two miniature versions of Devils Tower, thrusting proudly towards the ceiling above her. 

Finally, the pleasure began to end… slowly, her body calmed as the last few waves slowly ebbed away, leaving the girl laying on the floor, breathing deeply, and feeling every nerve in her body, as if they were all at a level of attention she’d never been able to know before. 

She laid there for another two minutes, left hand lazily sitting on her new, overly fat breasts, right hand at her side, feeling nothing so much as satisfaction. Utter, true satisfaction and peace. Finally, she stood, stretched, and walked slowly to the mirrors, a sigh escaping from her lips as she smiled and cupped her new bombs. 

They rested heavily on her chest, fat and even. They seemed unnaturally perfect and she knew that she would be accused of implants, until she demonstrated their amazing fluidity and movement. Nothing but natural.

Where her nipples had formerly rested, her breasts now sloped dramatically down and out, flowing out like squished water balloons before they were a good six inches from her chest, where her nipples sat, pointing defiantly straight ahead. 

After another few seconds of admiration, and estimating herself at an overly large DD, Susannah climbed into the hot spray of water and let her mind wander, now filled with possibilities. 

Chapter 5.

It was a trick, avoiding her parents and disguising her new breasts enough to be seen by them, for the next day and a half, but Suze managed. 

Prior to her previous plans, she hadn’t needed to find any other men to seduce – nor, she imagined, would she have had a problem doing so now – to reach her initial goal. She’d reached it… and then some! But in truth, she couldn’t have been happier. 

Her feelings had changed a bit, much to her surprise. Suddenly, Derrick didn’t seem so big and important. But she was still going to have him, that was for sure! She also knew, already, that she was going to go bigger. How much bigger was a question she hadn’t bothered to ask herself yet. First thing was first. 

The drive back to school was long, and Suze found her mind wandering to her breasts more and more as it went on. “God, I’m obsessed,” she said to herself at several points. 

One thing was clear. Grams had been right. It would talk self restraint. But the way she figured it, waiting a month, with how much she wanted to grow again, would only make it that much more sweet when the time actually came. 

Now ordaining a chain that hung from her rearview mirror, two small bottles dangled loosely. She smiled as she pulled into the campus lot, and stopped at a sign. They tinkled together, and she had to suppress a giggle. Honey and lemon, all along. It was so like Grams to have been saying something like that for all these years… She knew that they’d have tea again, her and her grandmother. And this time, when she said it, they’d both be able to laugh freely at her grandmothers oldest inside joke.

Suzie had planned on meeting her friends as soon as she got back, but she decided that they could wait for a few hours. 

She bravely stepped from her car and headed towards the frat house that Derrick called home. As she went up the walk, she opened her coat and undid the top two buttons on her shirt. Not that the thin, white shirt could leave much to the imagination with her braless wonders as it was. As soon as they’d hit the open air, both high beams had stunningly leapt out, the deep brown color clearly showing through the white material. She giggled as she imagined how obscene it would have been, if the shirt were tight. 

Every guy she walked past from that moment on was unable to do anything but stare. It occurred to her that she probably seemed like a cheap slut to all of them, and wondered if that wasn’t what she was becoming… 

Suze stepped up to the door and knocked twice.

A moment later, the door was opened from inside, and a tall guy, that was really good looking as well, stuttered whatever he’d been saying on the phone. 

“Hang on real quick…” he said, letting the phone fall to his side. 

She smiled her sweetest. “Hi! I’m here to see-“

“Derrick.” The guy said, his eyes glued to her prominent nipples.

She smirked. “Yeah, that’s the one.” She put her hand on his chin and lifted until he was looking at her face. 

“Dah… Sorry,” he said, shaking his head. “Force of habit, and all… Do I know you?”

He was a junior, and in her philosophy class. “Sort of. Where can I find Derrick?”

The guy shook his head again. “Yeah, right, sorry. Um, up the stairs, third room on the right, same side as the bathroom.”

He stepped aside and gestured for her to go in, then closed the door and brought the phone back to his ear.

Suze took her coat off and draped it over her arm as she walked past all of the open doors, smirking at the instant effect her breasts had, like they had a newfound gravity. And bigger bodies of mass have stronger gravitational fields, she thought to herself. 

Suddenly, she was outside his door. Derricks Door. Whatever feelings she thought had changed, she suddenly knew she was wrong. They hadn’t changed at all! She still wanted him as badly as she ever had…

Her breathing became quick and her pulse began to race. Suzie was a heartbeat from turning around and running out of the house, when the door opened, and she was staring at him. He was only in a night shirt and boxers! 

“May I… oh wow,” he said as he looked at her.  Her breath caught in her throat, and she felt the blood draining from her face. Her breasts seemed to take this as an indication that they were supposed to take up the slack, and her nipples jumped forward even harder, the aureloa puffing up behind each. 

He looked at her face after only a second and seemed determined not to stare. “Hi. I’m Derrick… Don’t I know you?”

She tried to say yes. Tried to say anything. A weak sound something like “Mirp!” escaped her lips.

He smiled slowly, and tried to hide his amusement. “You’re in my theater class. You’re a freshman, right?” 

Suzie forced herself to think, to speak, to act, but for another terrible moment she was unable. Finally she managed to squeek “Yes,” and hated herself for how timid it sounded. In her mind, she’d been the aggressor. She was going to take him like an animal! 

It just so happened that the animal had turned out to be a mouse.

“Is there something I can do for you?”

She took a deep breath and said what she’d always wanted to, albeit much faster than she had planned. “Ihaveahugecrushonyou.”

Derrick smiled and tried, again, to hide how amused he was by this. “Oh…” he said simply. “Um… would you like to come in, while I put some clothes on?”

She nodded wordlessly and followed him into his room, her arms tightly bound around her impressive bounty. True to his reputation, the room was fairly clean, smelled nice, and was decorated equally with posters of action movies, and overly endowed women. Looking around at all of them somehow relaxed Suzie. 

She let her eyes flow over each, realizing that she was now big enough, proud enough, to be counted among their ranks. And she was only just getting started. 

His back turned to her, Derrick was rooting around in his closet for a shirt. Suzie suddenly knew what she had to do. 

“There’s no need, you know.”

He stood and looked at her. “Pardon?”

“I… came here because I wanted to make out with you. Because I wanted you to play with these,” she said directly, spreading her arms. “I’ve had a crush on you since school started, so… if you want to…”

Derrick sat down in a chair in front of her. “Um… don’t think I’m being rude, but… I didn’t think you were…” 

“This big?”

“Yeah.”

She smiled. “I wasn’t, until very recently!”

He looked taken aback. “Oh. They’re very nice. You should compliment your doctor.”

Her mouth fell open.

Derrick shifted in his seat. “Um… I’m sorry? Some girls are really touchy about talking about their implants. It wasn’t my place to-“

“They’re real, Derrick.”

He looked around slowly, as if for help. “But… just before Thanksgiving Break…”

Susannah sighed and unbuttoned her shirt, all the way down. “Well, you’re something of a professional, right? Why don’t you tell me?”

Derrick shifted again, but didn’t move. “I don’t even know your name-“

“Oh! Oh, my God, I’m sorry! That’s so rude of me!” she blushed and buttoned her shirt again. 

“No, no, it’s okay… You really like me all that much…?”

“Suzie.”

“Suzie?”

She smiled. He was so sweet! “Yeah! You’re awesome!”

He smirked. “You think so?”

“I just opened my shirt, and you’re questioning me? Come on, Derrick!”

He smiled and stood up, sitting down next to her on the bed. “This is a bit fast, isn’t it? I mean-“

Her feelings had crystallized and she knew now what she’d really wanted from him. “Derrick, you’ve got a reputation. I’m not looking for a relationship, because you… just don’t seem into them. I just wanted to be what you wanted, and I wanted to… well… have some fun?”

He smiled. “Seriously? That’s so cool!”  Derrick reached out to caress her nipple through the thin shirt. 

She scooted away. “Uh uh. I want to play! You just… sit back and have fun, okay?” 

He nodded and moved to the head of the bed, leaning against it. “Fine by me. You’re sure a strange one, Suzie.”

She smiled and grabbed the neckline of her shirt. With one swift movement, she tore all the buttons off of it, and shrugged it off, her naked breasts standing away from her body, curving smoothly towards her shoulders. 

“Wow.” 

She wrinkled her nose at him. “Thanks!”

“You were telling the truth! But- how, I mean… in such a short time…?”

She crawled across the bed, her plump breasts swinging in front of her, pressed together between her arms. “My grandma did the same thing when she was my age… just lucky genetics, I guess…”

She kissed him full on the lips, sliding her tongue into his mouth, before leaning into him, and wrapping her arms around his neck, feeling her way up and down those spectacular arms and shoulders. 

His own arms crossed over her back as he passionately began to kiss her back, but she drew away from him a bit, and sat back on her knees. Her tits were straight in front of him and as she scooted forward, Derrick unconsciously started to drool. 

“Suck on my tits… Do that for me,” she whispered, leaning forward, and gripping the back of his head. 

Derrick didn’t need to be asked twice. He pushed forward and latched onto her left nipple, his hand coming up to caress the other.

Suzie sighed and ran her fingers through his hair, enjoying the soft pleasure coming from her breasts. They’d never given her even the slightest pleasure before, but now, they were giving her these tiny pulses of warm, relaxing pleasure, like getting a good massage. 

They continued on for half an hour, before Derrick suddenly sat up, and looked at the clock.

“Oh shit!” he said, gently lifting her away. 

Suze picked up her shirt and slipped it over her shoulders, tying it closed in the front. “What’s wrong?”

He looked around uncomfortably as he pulled a pair of pants on, stopping to maneuver his painfully erect salami into them. She looked at the monster with awe as he did so. She’d felt it, of course, but seeing the size of the thing, even in his boxers, was another matter altogether. 

She stood and looked at him closely. “What’s wrong?”

“Um…” he shifted uneasily. “I have to go meet my girlfri…. Well, I promised I’d go meet a girl at a coffee house downtown… I’m sorry.”

Suzie looked at him. “Girlfriend?”

He shook his head. “I don’t know. But… I…”

“How big is she?”

“I’d prefer not to-“

“How big?”

Derrick sighed. “34 FF.”

“Natural?”

He laughed. “No, no way. I don’t think they regularly make them that big naturally.”

Suzie sighed and picked up her coat. “Don’t feel bad. You’ll see me again, Derrick. We can have some more fun sometime, huh?” And we’ll just see how big they naturally make em… 

Chapter 6.

Staving off the massive onslaught of questions from her friends had been more than a little complicated. She’d proudly shown them, and they’d had to be content with the answer that “They just grew!”

All except Ronni. 

Suze had taken her clothes up to her room, accepting Ronnis offer to help, her mind whirling the whole time. 34 FF… I could beat that so easily.

“Hey Suzie? You okay?” 

She looked at her friend. “Yeah, Bud, I’m fine…”

“Why were you late meeting us?”

She didn’t look over, but sat folding clothes and putting them away, instead. “I ah… got back a bit late.”

“Girl, I’ve got to ask. How did you REALLY get so big?”

Suzie looked at the thin kid. He was tall, at six foot four inches, but skinny as a pole, and a complete nerd to boot. He knew it. He accepted it. He even tried to spread his geekish ways. Suzie couldn’t count the number of times she’d seen Cowboy Bebop. To her great surprise, she’d loved it. 

And now, with him here in her room trying desperately not to stare at her chest, it was certainly no secret that he was also into anime for the cleavage.

“Ron… how would you like to help me with something?”

He sat down on the bed. “Sure, Suze, you know I’d do anything for you.”

She took a deep breath, and recounted the entire story of her new assets. When she was finished, Ronni just stared at her, a puzzled expression on his face. 

“I’m not making it up! Look!” She untied her shirt, and threw it at him. He pulled it off of his head slowly, eyes wide behind his glasses.

“Holy Fuck, Suze… I… I… I…”

“Ron, gimme my shirt. I better put it back on before you have an attack of some kind.”

He handed it over silently, watching closely as she put it back on.

“They’re… you’re… I mean…”

“There’s more, Ronni. The reason I was late was that-“

He coughed. “You went to find Derrick… right?”

She looked up, surprised. “Am I that transparent?”

Ronni shook his head, “No…” 

She noticed for the first time that he seemed a bit hurt by this. By Derrick. But she could make up for that. “Ronni, I need your help, though.”

He looked up at her. “Who was he? The guy that you… ah…”

She blushed. “It wasn’t my proudest moment… I… I’d feel bad about it, but, Ron you have NO idea how good it felt…! When I got these, when they were growing? You have no idea…

“I want to make them bigger, Ron.”

His face paled. He opened his mouth, cleared his throat, coughed, and then opened it again. The small sound he made might have been “What?”

Suzie smiled at him. “He’s got a girl already, and she’s bigger than me, Ronni… and you know what? Can I be honest with you?”

He nodded, sitting quickly. 

“I really like being big! I think I was… MADE to be really really big! Even if Derrick wasn’t in the picture, I was planning on doing it again…”

The poor boys eyes darted around as mad, lustful thoughts filled his head. “Do you realize there are whole websites devoted to this? There are thousands of guys who would give ANYTHING to see you grow… I mean, not that I’d… ah… So…”

“So like I said. I need your help.”

His face suddenly set into a grim expression. “So what, you want me to find you guys to… to… do that with? I’m your friend, Suze, but that’s-“

“Ronni, No! I don’t want that!”

“Then…” his expression dissolved and his heartbeat doubled. “Don’t play with me, Suzie.”

She rolled her eyes and untied her shirt, making sure it still covered her breasts. “Look… you can’t tell me it’s not like your BIGGEST fantasy. Okay? We both know it is! And… if it’s you…”

“If it’s me?” 

“If it’s YOU, Ron… I won’t feel bad about it! I mean… You can stay, after… watch them grow… Hell PLAY with them at the time, I’d love it if you did… If it’s you, it’d be… really cool, I guess. Getting to share that fantasy with you.” She looked away from the overstimulated guy. 

He got up and started pacing. She thought that if he’d been standing still, she would have seen his shirt moving as his heart beat. 

For a long time, he just paced back and forth, hand at his jaw, rubbing slowly. 

“This is…”

She nodded. “Yeah?”

Ron sighed and sat down. “Jeez, Suzie… I mean it’s more than just a fantasy! It’s… I’ve…”

“Does that mean you will?”

“Wait wait wait! Is this going to hurt our friendship? What if things get really weird and all? I don’t want that, I-“

Suze pulled back the shirt. “I promise you something right now, okay? It won’t get weird, we’ll make sure of that.”

His mouth dry, Ron stared at her, desperately trying not to look at the jutting, sizeable nipples below her face. “How do we do that?”

“You have my full permission to play with them whenever you want. We’ll be good friends, and keep it completely casual and fun, all the way… okay?”

He sighed a long, very deep sigh. “Okay. How could I say no…? What do you need me to do?”

She smiled at him. “First things first! Relax. We’re here to have fun and do something really cool, right? You’ve got to have fun.”

Ron looked at her, then down at her breasts, and visibly relaxed. “You’re right, Suze. Yeah… Yeah! Let’s do this! This is going to be so cool…!”

She smiled. He was like a kid on Christmas eve. “What we’re going to do is this. Here’s our battle plan. I’m going to tit-fuck you- I’ve ALWAYS wanted to do that, and Lord knows that you geeks deserve to have something like this happen more than anyone else does. We’re going to just have a killer time experimenting. I want to get good at this. 

“After I get you off… two times, just for good measure, I’ll anoint my breasts, like the book told me, and then you’re going to use this,” she pulled a long pink vibrator from under her bedside table, “to get me off as fast as you can. The book says it has to be quick- within about five minutes, or so.”

A huge grin was plastered to Ronnis face. “You’re shitting me! This is the coolest ritual EVER!”

Susannah smiled at him. “That’s not all there is to it, Bud. After that, we’re going to rest up and watch some TV or something-“

“I could show you some of those sites if you want.”

“Yeah, that’d be cool! And after about… half an hour, I guess, I’ll start to feel it.”

His face went serious. “And they’ll grow?” 

“They’ll get all red, then itchy, and then…” she smiled and sighed. She couldn’t wait to go through it again. 

“And then those waves, you were talking about right?”

She nodded vigorously, sending shocks through her breasts. “EXACTLY! And the whole time, you’re going to play with them for me!”

It was exactly at that moment that it all became too much for Ronni. He smiled, sighed, and hit the floor.

Chapter Seven

“…Ronni?”

Pain in the back of his head. He tried to open his eyes, then brought his hands up to them as he was blinded by the sudden bright light. 

“Ron? Are you okay?”

Ron sat up slowly. “I just had the craziest dream,” he said blearily, knowing neither when, nor where he was. He knew he was sitting with Suzie though. What a crazy dream!

“Um… probably wasn’t a dream, Buddy.”

Blinked his eyes, then gasped and backed up two steps as a huge, wonderfully THERE nipple was dragged across his lips.

Suzie giggled. “You blacked out! I can’t believe it! It was so much for you that you blacked out!”

Ron looked around and gripped his left hand around something. Looking down, he found a large, neon pink vibrator. “Oh my God… It wasn’t a dream?”

A very busty Suzie was sitting in front of him on the floor, topless. “You were only out for, like, two seconds! Everything I just said was real! We’re really going to make my tits bigger!”

Ronni stood, undid his pants, and let them drop. If this is a dream, then I’ll dream it happily, he thought, resolution filling his mind.

“Damn straight we are! Have fun right? … sorry, I blacked out.”

Suze dissolved into laughter and fell back against her bed. “Don’t worry about it, fanboy. It was a lot to take in… So are you ready, then?”

He looked down at his raging hard on, then back at her. “What do you think, Suze? Oh God… I just still can’t believe this.”

Suzie pushed him backward onto the bed and sat down on top of him. “Well, believe it… This is going to be so awesome! Me! Giving a tit-fuck!”

“To an uber-nerd no less!”

She smiled and gathered her plentiful rack up in both arms. “Okay then! Shall we?”

Ron grinned and nodded. “Definitely! Go for it.”

Suze pressed his legs apart and knelt down over his penis, letting her huge udders dangle and drag back and forth across his shaft. “How’s that?”

“Mmmm…” 

She smiled and lowered herself, letting her tits gather up around his penis. “You know, you’re pretty big! You should be proud of yourself!”

Ron opened his eyes. “You think so?”

“Sure! How long is it?”

“Guess.”

“Um… seven inches?’

“Eight, actually.”

She began to drag her breasts back and forth across his member, pressing their softness together with her shoulders.

“Oh God, Suze, that’s… that’s just… oh God…”

She smiled and got up. “Okay, switch sides. I want you on top.”

He rolled over, and watched her lay down. He smiled a deep smile as he knelt over her, letting his cock sit between her breasts, which had rolled to either side of her slightly. “Gather them up and kind of kneed them back and forth, alternating your- OHGOD!!!” 

As she began to work them, alternating her hands, and rolling her breasts around across his engorged dick, Ron lost it, and splattered her super-boobs with his seed.

She pressed her breasts together and began to pump them. “Sorry Ron, but experimenting will have to wait. I want to you cum again, but time is a factor now.

She leaned forward and began to swirl her tongue around the head of his penis as she quickly pumped her breasts, enjoying the feeling of the slick, sticky sauce rubbing around in there. That stuff was about to make her day. 

Ron leaned forward, panting, and gripped the headboard. He started thrusting involuntarily, and in less than a minute, he was moaning and panting, right on the edge. 

But he wouldn’t cum! She read it on his face- it wasn’t intentional, he just didn’t want it to end. 

It was time for desperate measures. “GOD, Ron… your huge cock in between my little bitty titties, can’t you just imagine them growing and growing and GROWING?” 

Ron let out a low growling noise, and Suzie gasped as she heard the headboard crack under the pressure from his hands. With an almighty shudder, he came again, once more blasting her with hot, sticky cum. 

She rubbed it in quickly, and reached for the two little bottles. “Catch your breath quick, and grab that vibrator, okay?”

Ron nodded weakly, swinging slowly off of her and falling to the floor. She anointed her breasts as the book had instructed, then looked at the clock. “Two minutes, Ronni-Baby! Let’s do this!”

Ron was on his feet, dildo in hand only a moment later. “You sure about this, Suze?”

She grabbed his wrist and forced him to plunge the instrument into her waiting box. She gasped. “Yes… yes… twist the base, turn it- AAAAUUGGGGGHHH!!! Keep going!”

She began to buck her hips as Ronni worked the vibrator in and out of her, one hand resting on her right tit. He began to absentmindedly kneed it, rolling the nipple back and forth between two of his fingers. She responded by reaching up and clamping down on her other nipple.

“Good… good,” she panted. “almost… There… THEREEEE!!! AAAAGGGH!!!!” she let out a shriek and arched her back. 

Ron pulled the vibrator out of her and sat down next to her now naked body. His dick, despite everything it had just been through, was already regaining some of it’s strength. He sighed, and forced himself to look away, reaching down to untie his shoes- the only remaining clothing he had at that point.

When Suze finally stretched and looked around, Ronni was sitting at her computer, typing. 

“Whatcha doin, Ronni?” she asked rolling over onto her stomach, presenting a deep, prefect expanse of cleavage. 

Ron smiled at her. “I’m writing all this down, so I can send it in to this story archive. No one will ever BELIEVE it, but… well, it should be on there anyway.”

Suzie smiled at the thought and pulled her own pants back on. “Yeah! You were going to show me those sites!!” She pulled up a chair next to him.

“Well, in a lot of ways, it’s just one big community. I suppose the hub would be this place- the BE Archive.”

“BE?”

He laughed. “Breast Expansion. Your recent fetish, Suze.”

“Ah! Well that explains a few things.” She pointed to a drawing of a woman in a tight shirt with enormous tits. “Do guys really… well, do they really think tits that big would be attractive?”

Ronni gave her a dry look. “In… approximately twelve minutes, I plan on playing with a pair of tits that will hopefully be a great deal bigger than a 34 double F cup. And if you say you plan on going even bigger, I INSIST on being involved… Yeah, it’s fair to say some guys really do.”

“How about girls?”

He looked at her, surprised. “Actually, there are more than you’d expect. Big bust artists, girls who are interested in implants, or just love big tits. Yeah, they’re out there.”

Suze smiled. “I’m gonna be one of them from now on.”

For the next few minutes, Ron showed her around the site, showing her comics, pictures, stories, movies, and everything else she would care to see. 

The whole time a thought gradually grew in her mind. She WOULD go bigger, even after this. And probably again from there. And from now on, these little sessions would be closely video taped, from at least two angles. She’d show this little universe of tit fans exactly what they’d always wanted. And she’d continue to show them, too. Until she was truly enormous. 

“But what’s too big…?” she mumbled. 

“What’s that, Suze? Suzie! Look at your chest!” Ron said, shifting in his seat.

Susannah looked down quickly. The itching was just starting and sure enough, they were flushed again. 

“Yep! Time for the big show! God this is going to be incredible!” she looked around excitedly, then flopped down onto her bed, taking her pants off again. “I’m so glad you’re here to share this with me, Ronni! And when I go bigger, you’ll definitely be THERE!!” she shouted the last word, as she arched her back.

“Oh, that was it. That was one of the waves… they’re gonna start coming really fast.”

Ron stood and walked to her. “What should I do?”

Suzie whined as another wave went through her. The next would only be ten seconds away. “Anything! Everything! Just play with- GAAA!!” she bit her lip and arched her back up off the bed again. 

Ron climbed on the bed next to her and put his hands lightly on her boobs. As she pulsed again, all her muscles tightening for a moment,  and he felt it. Just a slight pressure under his fingers. 

“They’re growing… holy Fuck, they’re really growing.”

“Yeeeaasss…. So, go ahaeeeeeed…. Plllllaaayyy with theeeem…. Aaaaaaa GOD!…”

Ronni smiled at the sight. She’d told him that the last time had lasted for more than ten minutes. Only a minute, and she had already almost reached her goal. She was at least a double E cup, he guessed. 

And his erection was thoroughly back in the game. Ron climbed atop her and pressed her breasts in around his pulsing, rock hard cock. He just rested for a moment, feeling the pulsing on his penis, coming faster and faster now, until like she said, it became constant. Soon there was just a pressure that continual pressed in and around his cock. He began to thrust his hips involuntarily as his friend rolled and moaned beneath him. 

He looked at the clock. How big did she plan on getting?! It had only been three minutes and she’d easily passed her competition! The heavy mounds were now standing nearly a foot out from her chest, as he held them up. He slid backward and watched as they settled down near the bottom of her ribs, making a quick play for her navel. They had swelled outward in all directions dramatically, however, and even without his hands to support them, and having rolled to the sides, her incredible breasts were now seven inches from her chest at their thickest point.  

They had widened dramatically so that even when she was topless, he knew they would press together and form some furious cleavage from now on. 

Her hands suddenly found his and forced him to grab her nipples. Taking hold of both, and noting that they hadn’t grown nearly as much, proportionally, he pulled them upward, watching as each of her immense boobs came rising up with them. 

He put his hands on their expansive sides and pressed them up, forming a valley of tit Ten inches long and nearly as deep. He began to pump as furiously as he could, eliciting excited moans from his delirious friend. As he came, deep within her cleavage, Suzie had left the F cup far behind. Growing ever closer was that famed manga size of H cup. Even though his balls had begun to ache, Ronni continued to pound those spectacular mounds for all he was worth.

At last, as he climaxed for the fourth time in a single afternoon, Suzie began to come down. 

Ron climbed off of her and used a dirty towel that was nearby to clean up her chest, carefully rubbing every inch of her magnificent, improbably large chest. As he watched, they still visibly increased in size. It was almost unnoticeable, and he found that this eyes seemed to blur in and out of focus as he watched. Maybe that was part of the magic.  

She sighed as he was nearly done and looked up at him. “Thank’s Ronni… You have no idea how good that-that… that… those… Oh Lord.” She sat up slowly, her massive mams shifting spectacularly as she did so. 

“How big am I?”

Ron sighed and slumped against the wall. “Fuck if I know, Suze. Huge. You’re really fucking huge.”

She ran her hands over the humungous orbs, which were down to her navel. They were massive, standing out about half as far as they fell, and each of a wonderful teardrop shape. At their curved, firm tops, her tits were nearly seven inches thick, gradually sloping outward to nearly ten inches at their wide, curved bottoms. The nipples remained perched halfway up their spectacular bulk, pointing outward, and now slightly away from one another. The aureola had stretched the silver dollar sized, with nipples that were just over an inch long and thick.

“They feel amazing.”

Ronni laughed. “Believe me, I know.”

She shook her head, “No, not like that… Aaaaahhhhh… It feels so good, just running my hands along them. But… not the same kind of good.”

Ronni looked at her closely. “Suzie, how are you going to explain this? To your parents? To the gang? To Derrick, even? You look absolutely breathtaking, but… it’s just a little too strange.”

Susannah looked at him closely. “I don’t know. You’ll help me think of something, though.”

“Or what, you won’t let me play with them anymore?” He regretted it as soon as the words were free of his lips.

Suze looked hurt. “I… wouldn’t… I don’t want to hurt you, Ronni.”

He sat down next to her. “I know that, Suze, I’m sorry. That was uncalled for.”

She nodded. “Besides. The way I figure it, after that little contribution, you’ve made at least three fourths of my growth possible… I’m enormous!” She was hefting them with her hands, one at a time, then pressing her hands into their soft, pliant surfaces. 

Ronni gathered up his clothes and began to put them on. “Well first things first. You should keep away from Derrick for a few days.”

Suze looked up, her hands still on her breasts. “Why?”

“If you go to him now, he’ll KNOW something is up- he’ll know that you can make them grow somehow.”

She thought this over. “Would that be such a bad thing?” She stood and began to move about, bending and twisting, trying to find her new center of balance. 

“Look, you trusted me with this. And I thank God Almighty that you did…” he lost his train of thought watching her movements. At last he shook his head. “But trusting a guy like Derrick with that kind of secret would be… He’d certainly use you.”

She smirked at him. “And you’re not going to?”

Ron took a step back. “What does that mean?”

“It means I gave you permission- hell I practically COMMANDED you to use me like that. And I plan on doing it again sometime. Why would it be so bad if he-“

“Because no matter what, I’m going to think of you first. Not your tits. You grow again, and he won’t be able to see beyond your chest, Suzie. And then he’ll get you to make mistakes, okay? Just… I promise not to tell anyone your secret, and I promise to help you with this crazy plan of yours. IF you promise to keep it from him, and LET me help you.”

Suze stood and slowly walked to her closet. She opened the doors and began rooting about for something that would fit her massive front. She finally settled on a sweat shirt which was still fully capable of holding in her immense assets. The shirt had been her dads, and she’d had to cut the sleeves down years before, but the shirt was big enough that she could pass for normal in it. It was cold outside too. If she went braless, she could pull off the ‘layers’ excuse.

“Fuck. Ronni, what am I going to do about a bra?”

Ron laughed. “You’re way out of the off the shelf sizes, Kiddo… but I actually have some ideas about that.”

She looked at him closely. “Does it involve lots of pictures…?”

He smiled. “We can blur your face. No one would ever know…”

“And let me guess. You know how to make websites…?”

Ronni smiled slowly and nodded. “And photography, as a matter of fact.”

Chapter Eight.

Their plans took some time to put into effect, but Ronni was good to his word. He got all of their plans in play as quickly as he could. Suze had avoided her friends- sick for a week, then gradual visits – all the while telling them that, guess what? Her boobs were STILL blowing up! Amazing!

After nine days, her friends had seen her. She’d gone in for a doctors visit, at Ronni’s insistence, and had all the papers to prove that she was fine and dandy. Her body had just decided to change, that was all.

Her personal website, largely advertised on the BE archive, was doing spectacularly, and had already brought in a whopping amount of money through memberships. The prime motivation for all of these memberships? 

“In less than a month, you’ll see Barbara Bazoongas GROW live, on web cam, right in front of your eyes. Multiple cameras will be used to show this amazing process as her breasts swell up to greater and greater heights!”

Her story- somewhat garbled, with far too many names changed for anyone to put pieces together- was popular enough initially. Until word started to spread that it was true. And that there would soon be evidence behind it. In only nine days, Ronni had turned her into a living legend who’s assets were beaten in size only by the gargantuan speculation about the soon to come show. 

But in the mean time, she had another plan to put into action. Suze woke up on a Saturday morning, sat up, and absentmindedly took her hands away from her spectacular frontage- since her last growth, she always seemed to find them there in the mornings. 

Her nipples, thusly, were sticking massively out through her nightshirt. She stood and looked around. Diana hadn’t been in again last night. 

Her roommate, Diana Phillips, was widely acknowledged as the biggest slut on campus. Suzie had never had a problem with her, however. She didn’t SEE enough of the horny little tramp to care one way or the other. Diana would show up at random times, sometimes weeks passing, pick up some clothes, drop others off, sleep for a few hours, and be gone again before Suze had known she was there.

Boy would she be in for a surprise when she came back, though. Diana had always been proud of her sexual prowess. She’d had almost every man that would have her, and she DID have a killer body to back it all up. 

But her stick-figure roommate transforming into an ultra-buxom sex object? That would certainly be interesting. 

Suzie showered, going through great pains to scrub every inch of her massive endowments,  then dressed, and went down to the student dining hall. As usual, even in baggy clothes that downplayed her appearance, guys couldn’t keep their eyes off of her. But she’d turned down any brave enough to approach her. She had a bigger catch in mind. 

Where would Derrick be on a Saturday morning…?

Derrick Stanson was actually in bed at that very moment. On his right arm was the latest catch. A cute little honey in her sophomore year. But there was nothing little about her E cups, that was for sure. 

What had drawn Derrick to Terry hadn’t merely been the size of her tits, however. It was the impressive, overdeveloped size of her nipples. He supposed some would have seen them as obscene, but even in his limited fetish zone, Derrick was open to experimentation. 

The front half of her breasts was covered by huge, puffy aureola that centered around nipples that were no less than two inches in diameter, and at least three inches long when fully extended. 

He’d had a good time of things, as well, but decided that gigantic nipples weren’t for him after all. Not without a proportionally gigantic breast behind them, at any rate. 

He smiled at the thought of a pair of tits that would have made those monster nipples look normally proportioned. 

Derrick expertly slid his arm out from under Terry and stood, bending down to kiss her once, before taking a long suckle of her left nipple. When it came out of his mouth, it was nearly twice as long as the other, and far more erect. He grinned at her sleeping form, and walked downstairs. 

“…And they’re all her, apparently!”

Big tits were the most common point of conversation at the breakfast table. Derrick was not only used to this- he’d started the tradition. He didn’t really listen in as Gary and Lewis talked about some girl with huge tits. He didn’t really think he should. If a girl that big was on campus, he’d already have known.

“Well is she still getting bigger?”

This did catch his attention. Huge girls who were still getting bigger WAS interesting, even if they were on another CONTINENT.

“No one knows. She’s freaking gigantic though. We should head over and wait around. She’ll probably be down for breakfast any-“

He jerked around. “Wait, what the fuck? This is a girl at our school?”

Gary nodded. “Yeah, she came to see you about a week ago. You two were up there for awhile, so I thought you already knew what was up.”

“…Suzie?”

“YEAH! She’s in my philosophy class, I think… You haven’t seen her since then?”

Derrick shook his head. 

Gary gaped. “Dude! What the hell… She must be avoiding you.”

“She’s bigger?”

Lewis laughed. “Dude, she’s more than two times as big! She’s fucking gigantic!”

Derrick sat down hard. This didn’t happen… first Thanksgiving Break… then these last nine days… She was growing that fast? That was impossible… 

“Well has she put on weight or something?” he asked, his brain trying desperately to find the logical solution.

“Well fuck yeah, she has! All up here!” 

Derrick stood and grabbed his coat. 

“Derrick! Where you goin?”

“Where the hell do you think, Lewis? I gotta see these things for mySELF.”

And suddenly he was standing in her doorway. Suzie looked through the peep hole and gasped. 

She stepped backward and opened the door. “Derrick! What are you doing here? How did you find me?”

Derricks head was whirling. He walked slowly into the room. The girl was wearing a baggy T-shirt that clung to the expansive tops of her boobs. For the first time in his life, Derrick Halders was at a loss for words.

Suzie smiled and crossed her arms, hefting the massive orbs, and completely hiding her forearms beneath them. “Derrick? Hello?”

The older boy shook his head. “I… wanted to say hi.”

Suzie rolled her eyes. “No, you wanted to see if the rumors were true.” She stepped back and twirled slowly. “Well? What do you think?”

In his vast experience, Derrick had been with many girls that had extremely oversized chests. Two or three had even had assets this large. But none of them had been this small, or this thin. Still, he was a master, and quickly managed to master his hormones. 

“They’re nice. But Suzie, how is this possible?”

Suze had the strongest urge to tell him, to come clean and have him fuck her as she grew yet again, right there and then. But she remembered her promise. And she thought of her immediate rise to internet fame, and how Ronni had been behind it all. 

“I’m just a growing girl, Derrick, and-“

“Growing as big as you have is almost impossible, let alone in three weeks. From a double D to… to…”

She sighed. “A double H.”

“That’s just not possible, Suzie. I know what I’m talking about on this!”

She bit her lip and resolved not to tell him. “Well… whatever the reason, was that all you wanted to talk to me about? Because, I have homework to catch up on and-“

Derrick was determined to find out what was really going on. And he thought he knew JUST how to do it. He put on the charm. “Hey, now don’t give me the cold shoulder. They’re just gorgeous is all. YOU’RE gorgeous. I wouldn’t want you to get sick from any of this…” he put his hand on her shoulder and began to rub slowly up and down like a dear friend. “After all… I haven’t even gotten to see them yet.”

“Unless I’m mistaken, you’ve gotten to see plenty of them…” Was she toying with him? That wasn’t like her… She DID still want him, didn’t she?

“Yeah, but… I just thought maybe we could have some more fun?”

Yes. She did still want him. “Well then… why didn’t you say so?”

Derrick picked her up without another word, and kicked the door shut behind him. She wrapped her arms around his neck as he carried her over to the bed and sat down, laying her gently next to him. “This time, why don’t I drive?”

She giggled. “Fine, Stud, whatever you like.” 

The well toned football player ran his hands lightly across her heaving chest, barely making contact, until his hands were at her waist band. He brushed his fingers under her shirt, going just far enough south to feel her moistness, then pressed on northward, until his little explorers came to the slopes of her Grand Canyon. 

Suzie sighed and began to breathe a little more quickly, her hands over her head, idly playing with her hair. She stretched and rubbed her legs in anticipation, as his hands continued on, running over her immense, round globes. Laying like this, they were gathered up high on her chest, protruding outwards a considerable distance. His hands were all over them suddenly, massaging, rolling, tweaking, and playing in every way he could. 

She moaned a soft, nearly whispered moan, and continued to lazily stir beneath Derrick as he fully explored her incredible chest. It occurred to him that, double H or not, these were the largest natural tits he’d ever fondled. 

He grabbed the bottom of her shirt in both hands and tore it up the middle savagely, shaking her boobs something fierce. He watched in awe as their liquid jiggling continued for several seconds, undulating like a lava lamp, back and forth. Slowly her hands came up and cupped the nipples, halting the motion. 

Derrick put his own palms on top of hers and began to kneed gently once again. Suzies hands slid up to the top slopes of her breasts as she closed her eyes and began to squirm more. The sensations coming from her breasts were unimaginable! It wasn’t sexual pleasure- she’d recently become enough of an expert on THAT feeling to write a book- but something else altogether. Like an energy coursing from her breasts. It was a feeling of exaltation, of power, of pure physical peace.

She slid her hands along their outer edges and began to press upward on them from underneath, as Derrick laid beside her and took one proud nipple, much of the breast around it into his mouth. The feeling was of wholeness, and purpose, mingling with physical pleasure. The best massage, mixed with a perfect moment of inner clarity. This, she would later reflect, was her Nirvana. 

Derrick, for his part, suckled at her nipple like his life depended on it, and suddenly had an idea. A way to test his new pet. 

He sat up and looked at the clock. “Oh, Jeez! Suzie, I’m sorry, but I have to-“

“Go?”

He smiled apologetically. “Yeah… This girl I know… we’re supposed to have kind of a date, and… we’re not doing anything more than playing, are we? You and I?”

She sighed. That WAS all she’d had in mind. “That’s all, but you damn well better be ready to finish the job next time, Buster, or you can forget about any more ‘playtime’.”

Derrick nodded. “I’m really sorry to do this to you. My friend, she’s pregnant, so she has a hard time finding dates at all.”

Suzie looked at him closely.

“It’s really amazing! She’s started giving milk recently. It’s the most unbelievable thing you’ve ever seen… I should go.”

Suze’s eyes misted over. “Yeah… you should. Have… a good time…” 

Hook, line, and sinker, he thought. Babe, if you’re a milk-machine the next time we see each other, I’m going to figure you out. 

“Well, Suze, it was really fun. We’ll definitely have to do this again soon…”

She wasn’t listening though. He could see the cogs in her head turning quickly. 

“Good bye, then…”

The door clicked shut and Susannah looked over quickly. Then, very slowly, her head tilted down, as her hands lifted her breasts slowly upward. She stared at her nipples, the thought washing back and forth in her mind. 

“I could give milk…”

As she brought her huge nipples into her mouth, barely managing to maneuver both in there at once, her sense of peace returned, but this time a fire, like that of a blast furnace, was behind it, filling her with a new and profound desire. 

She picked up her cell phone and called Ronni. “Hey… Yeah, he was here… No, of course I didn’t tell him! I promised… Yes, that’s what I was calling about. Tonight…. I’ll explain when you get here… Yeah, bring the camera’s now… and get ready for a wild night.” She smiled at the expectant silence that met this. “I’ve got a new idea.”

