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Dawn of the Breasts
The following story chronicles the fall of human civilization in the near future at the hands of an unknown force. A plague it seemed was loosed upon humanity which radiated out in great waves and mutated whomever it infected. Think of a tidal wave, and each time that tidal wave hits something, it absorbs it and adds it to its strength and power until it circumnavigates the globe and takes everything with it. That was how the plague worked, assuming it was a plague, there were no humans left afterward to find out. It took only 4 days for the world to fall, from July 16th on a Friday to the morning of Monday the 19th. It took 4 days to destroy Sarah’s world, to take her family, and eventually her life. All the world’s guns and tanks and iron fisted generals were no use against the end, the disaster happened so fast as to wipe out any hope of armed response even before it could be mounted. It could be said however that humanity never had a chance anyway. After all, who could have known the world would be taken over by Milky Breasts. 
July 16th - Friday

Sarah woke up from her long night of sleep. The sun shone through the window illuminating her naked form. Basking in the warm rays of nature she slowly emerged from her invigorating slumber, ready to welcome the new day. Turning on her side she faced the middle of the bed and stared into the sleeping face of her lover Mandy. She brought her hand up and ran it across her sleeping lover’s flanks. She felt the contours of Mandy’s flanks and hips, who lay naked and above the covers. Sarah cold see goose bumps all across Mandy’s body with the fine hairs all over her skin standing on end. Mandy opened her eyes and gazed into Sarah’s.
As luck would have it, she had a beautiful Bisexual lover, a wonderful house in a stable neighbourhood and a lovely and accepting daughter who had taken to her sexual orientation and new love life with a graceful and loving tolerance. 


She, her daughter and her lover had all been graced by good looks as well. 


That was all about to change. Everything was about to change. 


Sarah was a 6’0” beauty with long cream colour legs, a slim firm posterior, B cup breasts and an athlete’s body from head to toe. Her lips were her favourite assets, they were large and soft. She had a soft and inoffensive face with cream coloured skin. She was capped by a gorgeous head of chestnut hair. 


Mandy was 5’8” with short black dyed hair with a very slim build almost like a model’s. Whereas Sarah had muscles and tone Mandy was skinny and aerodynamic. She had a small tight and pert ass and AA cups. She had wider hips than her build might suggest, and soft features as well, but nowhere on her did she have any exceptional sexual characteristics. She was beautiful anyway to Sarah.

Sarah’s daughter, Krista, had been cloned from DNA of both Sarah and Mandy, and Sarah had carried her to term. She resembled both of them to a high degree. She had dark blonde hair, the colour of Mandy’s natural hair. She had got her height from Sarah; she was 6’1” and had a very toned and athletic body as well. She had somewhat larger breasts than Mandy but not as big as Sarah. She was an A cup but and her tight rounded ass and firm meaty thighs gave her her very attractive physical characteristics. 


That is at least what Krista USED to look like. 


“Man is it chilly in the morning.” Stated Mandy. She sat up and looked toward Sarah. She sat in bed completely naked from the night before, and the chilly morning air made her nipples profusely erect and her areolas bumpy. Sarah reached up and touched Mandy’s nipples with her cold hands, but Mandy pulled away. A sly grin appeared on her face as she looked back at Sarah with a face that clearly broadcast her intentions of playing hard to get. “You had your fair share last night Sarah.” Whispered Mandy as she got up out of bed and began to stretch. She left her bare posterior in plain view facing the bed and Sarah reached over, grabbed it, and gave it a little squeeze. She felt its contours and smooth skin. Mandy didn’t look back, but giggled at the sensations being put upon her by her horny partner. She finished her stretches and proceeded to the bathroom, as she passed Sarah’s bedside table Sarah reached out and smacked her lover’s behind. 


“You should stay home today.” Said Sarah with a smile “Forget work and spend the day with me. Being at home isn’t bad, I do it everyday.” Mandy didn’t look back at her but instead proceeded putting on make-up and tying her hair back. When she finished she came back into the room and went to the closet. “I can’t, there is a huge meeting about a new drug the firm I represent has developed. They want approval for human tests. They’re meeting with the Government Drug Approval Association at noon. I have to be there, this could be big for my career.” Mandy was busy putting on underwear, she slipped on a pair of panties and a black bra with a remote control attached to it. She licked the back of the remote and stuck it to her flank, just under her right armpit. 


Sarah got out of bed and changed into some cotton pyjamas. It was normal for her to stay in pyjamas or wear only panties for the day. Sometimes she wasn’t dressed until 4pm when Krista came home from school. She always had the run of the house. 

Sarah went into the adjoining bathroom. From the bathroom she could see right to the middle of the bedroom where Mandy was changing into her business suit. She was putting on a tight business skirt and a suit jacket. She left the top two buttons undone. The jacket was far too big for her in the bust. 


“Take care of that.” Mentioned Sarah. Mandy gave a sly look in return. She reached under her arm and pressed a button. Immediately her bra began to inflate air bags positioned in the cups. She blew them up to C-cups and then replied “I want to look good for the meeting. I’m on top of it.” The suit jacket was quickly pulled tight and the bust line with the top buttons opened looked natural now. The flesh coloured bra cups had a camouflaging mesh around the sides to blend the skin with the contours of the air bags, giving the appearance of naturally big boobs. Mandy, admiring them stated “Quite a nifty concealing method these new things. They don’t look half bad for a new technology on the market.” She straightened out her suit and looked herself over in the mirror, bending over to admire her simulated cleavage, and making sure she was ready for the day ahead.

As Sarah washed her face in the bathroom and got herself ready for the day she heard a creaking from the doorway. It was out of sight, but she was sure it was the bedroom door and that someone had just come in. Mandy looked to the door and a strange look came over her face. Sarah watched as Mandy’s expression turned to a look of surprise and then she walked out of sight. Presumably she was at the door. Sarah continued to brush her teeth.

For an instant she heard “Are those real? What the Hell happened? Are you Okay?” and then she heard a scream that was quickly muffled. 


Sarah choked on her tooth paste, the scream had clearly sounded with fear. She cleaned out her mouth and walked back into the bedroom. 


She will never forget the image that she saw. 


Mandy was having her head squeezed into the mountainous volleyball sized breast of another woman who was standing stark naked in the doorway. White liquid was streaming down Mandy’s face and was soaking her business suit. The woman appeared to be her daughter Krista; she got a direct and malevolent look from the attacking woman and the face was vaguely recognizable. Through her streaming hair she caught the glimpse of a face that was her daughters but was different somehow. 


Sarah came to the realization that it “used” to be her daughter. The hair was wavy and much to long, it flowed past her hips. Krista’s hair should only be shoulder length. The lips were way too big, the eyes were grey, the ass was bulbous and, and the breasts were far too big to be her daughter’s own. There was also the fact that her daughter had more than one set of them. Somehow, she had 4 breasts.

The woman who used to be Sarah’s daughter dropped Mandy to the floor and came lunging at Sarah with blinding speed and ferocity. She let loose with a howling shriek and grabbed Sarah’s arm with superhuman strength.
“Krista! What are you doing? What happened?” shouted Sarah, but it was no use. The girl kept trying to seize Sarah’s head in her hands. Sarah got thrown to the floor and her daughter sat on her waist, pinning her to the ground. Her four massive breasts wobbled in all directions as the struggle went on. Sarah got smacked in the face with Krista’s breasts several times as the girl tried to bring Sarah’s face closer. Krista’s new nipples were long and hard, they could have been 5cm long, and they hurt Sarah as they hit her face. White liquid occasionally spurted out of them and Sarah’s pyjamas and face were saturated by the creamy liquid. On two occasions her former daughter almost managed to shove one of her nipples in Sarah’s mouth but before she had a third try Sarah wriggled free and backed-handed the girl across the face.


Krista flinched for a second, but then recomposed herself and stared malevolently at her mother. She lunged again as Sarah retreated into the bathroom.


The bathroom was open to a patio with a hot tub, and along one wall were a set of large sliding glass doors. Sarah threw open one of the sliding glass doors and moved to the side of it just as Krista would have landed on her. Krista went flying out the doorway. Sarah shut the glass behind her and shut the blinds. There was a smacking of soft flesh striking the glass two or three times, and then the sounds stopped along with the furious panting of her mutated daughter. She had gone elsewhere for the time being. 

Sarah rushed over to the bedroom doorway to see how Mandy was doing. Mandy was in euphoria. The White liquid was itching the inside of her mouth, as well as the inside of her oesophagus and into her stomach and all the way into her digestive tract where her body was absorbing it greedily. She too, had changed. When she stood up she was two inches taller than Sarah.


Sarah stared at amazement at the dazed Mandy. She seemed bigger, and she noticed that she was no longer the ultra-thin woman she had fallen in love with. She was bigger in certain places and getting bigger by the moment. Her wide set hips had already gained mass; her buttocks were growing and straining the tight skirt she wore. There was ripping and Sarah could see the seams on the skirt ripping while soft skin emerged from beneath the fabric. 


Sarah took Mandy by the hand walked her over to the shower stall in the bathroom. She put Mandy in there and shut the door. Mandy stared at back at Sarah; she pressed herself against the glass.

“What are you doing Sarah? Let me out!” she pleaded.


Mandy put her face close to the glass and peered at her lover on the other side. Sarah watched as Mandy’s lips grew larger and pouty, and her eyes turned grey. Her hair became longer and began to stream down her face and chest. Mandy grabbed at her hair and began to cry. “No, No Please God! Not this. Please don’t do this” she pleaded again. She tried to fight the changes, she was in tears. As the mutation occurred she see-sawed over the line between fear and ecstasy. Sarah noticed that Mandy’s suit top was looking pretty full at the moment and it wasn’t due to the inflatable bra. Mandy stepped back from the glass and looked down at her chest. She held her hands against her chest to constrain the growth happening underneath her clothes. Sarah, looking at Mandy’s growing chest, noticed the nails on Mandy’s hands growing longer at this time, but she didn’t have much time to look as the business jacket’s buttons exploded one by one. The suit burst open and the bra broke away from Mandy’s body in a shower of sparks. Six grapefruit sized tits surged forth in an orgy of wobbling flesh. They smacked against the shower’s glass door, seemingly wanting to break it so they could be totally free. “Hello world! Here we are!” they cried “Touch us! Hold us! Suck on us!” they beckoned. Mandy tore her clothes to shreds with strong hands she didn’t realize she had. She was on the verge of an emotional breakdown. Only the orgasmic euphoria caused by the mutation kept her from wanting to die, to stop what she was becoming. 

The teary eyed Mandy pressed her naked body against the glass, she beckoned to her friend with every pheromonal, hormonal and physical lure she had. She wanted her friend, but her mind had not yet fallen as her body did. It would soon, but not yet. 


“Please stop! Don't Change!!” she cried to her body. Her six new breasts were bigger than DD now and were pushing Mandy from the glass door as they occupied more and more space in between them. Sarah stood like a deer in headlights as the massive tits pressing against the glass grew, and from her perspective looked like they were expanding outward like expanding pancakes along the glass’ flat surface. In the centre of the smushed creamy flesh against the glass were dark brown nipples, with areolas that expanded in kind to the breast flesh around them. Mandy squished them harder against the glass, trying to get closer to Sarah; her body was performing autonomic behaviours now. They were the new instincts she was developing, she was craving release. Sarah held the door tighter than ever. 

Mandy’s crying subsided; her breasts and body stopped transforming. She had 6 F cups now, breasts the size of cantaloupes at the least. Her once unimposing face was now the face of a teary eyed vixen, begging for sexual satisfaction. Her gaze met Sarah’s; her new grey eyes peered through the glass and her brow furrowed. Her fist came rocketing forward through the glass and struck Sarah in the chest. Sarah doubled over in pain, more glass shattered as Mandy freed herself from the shower. Sarah didn’t wait or look back, she just ran out of the bed room and out the door. 

Disaster

When Sarah got outside, what she witnessed could not be described as anything less than pandemonium. 

Mutated women were everywhere. They howled and chased and attacked other people with an unholy passion. Everywhere people were screaming and running for their lives. It was just after dawn, the sun had risen in the sky somewhat but not enough to call it day. The sky was a incandescent swirl of orange and pink. Sarah could tell that there was no power anywhere, not a single light shined in the twilight. 


A howling shriek rose out the bushes to Sarah’s left. Out of the hedge that lined the northern border of Sarah’s front yard jumped her daughter, or what used to be her daughter. She sprung from her hiding place, but not at Sarah. She hadn’t seen Sarah, she had seen someone else. A 13 year old girl in a pink t-shirt and pyjama bottoms was being chased down the sidewalk and was screaming her lungs out. She was looking back at her pursuers, an extremely large 2 breasted women and an Asian girl with 10 grapefruit sized breasts. The amount of jiggling was almost hypnotic to Sarah. 
The small girl who was fleeing for her life was looking backwards when Sarah’s daughter jumped out of the bushes in front of her and smacked her down with her volleyball sizes tits. The 13 year old was unhurt having impacted such a soft barrier, but no sooner had she fallen to the ground that the ten breasted Asian girl was on top of her pinning her down and shoving on of her breasts in the girl’s mouth. 


Sarah hid, feeling somewhat ashamed for simply watching the ordeal instead of trying to help. She realized however that if her daughter had nearly managed to mutate her before when she was attacked by only her alone, she certainly wouldn’t be able to withstand a 3 person assault with the combined assets of 16 breasts. She looked on as after some struggling and a lot of spurting breast liquid the battle ended and the 3 mutated women moved on. 

The small girl lay moaning on Sarah’s front lawn. Sarah was about to see if she was okay but thought twice. This was how Mandy looked before she changed. Sarah stayed hidden and watching. 


The girl began to writhe on the ground in convulsions, Sarah could see her legs, arms, neck and torso stretching as she mutated into a taller person. She grabbed at her clothes and ripped them off. What she revealed was not the body of a 13 year old girl; but the body of a growing woman who looked to be growing a huge amount of tit flesh. The once young girl had aged somehow so that she looked to be in her 20’s. The former girl’s pants ripped away under the pressure of her expanding ass and thighs, and as Sarah looked on she changed into a long brown haired woman who had gained about a foot and a half in height and who had developed an hourglass figure, long toned legs and thighs and 4 breasts that could not be any smaller than HHH. 
The girl’s struggling had stopped, she had been taken over. She lifted herself on her knees but did not get up. She kneeled there, less than 20 feet from Sarah stroking her magnificent new breasts, feeling for the first time the sensations of a grown woman. She arched her head up high, stared at the sky and let her hair fall down from around her face. The girls knee length brown hair fell against her bulbous ass and caressed it in flowing locks of silk. Sarah could see the girl puckering her lips as they swelled and grew outwards, as if wanting to grow to such a size as to be able to kiss the sky. When the lips stopped growing, the girl had finished mutating and she bounded away down the street at a quick pace. 
The former 13 year old quickly locked onto her first target. An older woman in her 50’s was running out of her house across the street as a multi-breasted woman flew out her door after her. She was intercepted by the girl who had just transformed in front of Sarah and jumped on by her. She was picked up by the young mutant and thrown to the grass, then the mutant girl jumped on her and fought with her for a while. Although at a distance, Sarah could see the struggle end, and the battle led into a passionate embrace between the attacking mutant and the older woman who was now getting younger until she looked about 30 at the most. The older woman also had long flowing blonde hair and 8 massive tits.  The two freshly transformed women mashed their tits together in what could only be described as a breast fetish orgy.
Sarah managed to stay hidden amid the chaos until she was confident she could reach her car. When the time was right she bolted to the passenger door, unlocked the handle and dove in, slamming the door behind her. 

Resistance, Or Lack Thereof
Sarah could simply not comprehend what had happened. In a single morning her family had been destroyed, mutated and taken away from her. It seemed as if the world was burning with a fiery madness. The cause of the disaster was not known and was never found out by any human. It happened so fast and so widespread that the world was consumed within a day. No effective response was formed, the armies of earth in the 22nd century earth were based on energy and they were struck down mysteriously by a widespread lack of power. All the power in the world had been sucked away somehow. Cities were dark the following night and few cars worked save for the solar powered variety. A few geothermal plants around the world managed to stay online, and wind power was unaffected. But any power source not drawing from naturally present energy was made inert. The world was left in the dark to burn. 
Another reason for the lack of response was the intense overproduction of hormones and pheromones in the mutants which left most humans unable to fight back as their senses were overloaded. By the morning after on Saturday July 17th, only a few scattered remnants of humanity remained. Sarah was one of the few survivors; she was not taken that day by the madness that had overcome the women. 
She spent most of the 16th wandering aimlessly. She had reached her car in the driveway and driven off, and it at least afforded some form of protection from the mutants. The mutants were strong, but even they knew better than to get in the way of a car. A few times some had managed to crack the windows on the side but none had gotten in. Sarah ignored them if she could, her only aim was to reach open country or another sparsely inhabited area and hide. 

At night it seemed as though the mutants disappeared, retreating indoors to probably form their lairs and wait for morning. She drove aimlessly at night through the seemingly empty city, her path lit only by the lights of the car. The buildings were so high they blocked out the sky, they stretched upwards beyond her sight into nothingness. No stars were visible and the moon was hidden. In the darkness all hope faded. 
On the Saturday the 17th, just after sunrise she witnessed hordes of multi-breasted women emerge from hiding and strike out once again upon the world. Everyone of every race, age or walk of life was taken. The young grew old and the old grew younger until they became an age that averaged between 20-30 years. In this second wave of attacks all the remaining humans of the planet were consumed by the mutation save 5 people. Sarah and her fellow survivors were the 5 humans left, though they didn’t know it at the time. They had taken refuge on the city limits and had been fortunate to stay hidden. They had had only one close call since the disaster began, and that was when a 6th survivor had been taken. It was also then as the 6th last human in the world was mutated that Sarah found out where all the men had gone. 

His name had been Mario, he was of Spanish decent. When he was taken Sarah, him and 4 others had taken refuge in an old parking garage on the outskirts of the metropolis, hoping to escape detection and await rescue. Rescue never came, as the whole world was gone by noon on Saturday. 2 mutants were nearby the garage ministrating each others breasts and engaging in playful sexual frolic. When the mutants had nothing to hunt they tended to play sexual games with each others tits and scout for the main body. Mario came across them by accident as he looked for food that morning and was attacked. The others at the camp heard his muffled screaming and Sarah was sent to go find him. 

When she found him the hair had fallen off his legs and his dick had retreated into his body. He was fast becoming a woman. Mario’s waist shrunk, his facial features became soft and pleasant and his body became rounder and curvier. He developed a round women’s ass and a thin waist and long dark hair with grey eyes and big luscious lips. Most noticeably he grew 2 great big breasts which grew to the size of beach balls. As she rubbed her new breasts during their growth Sarah saw gusts of white liquid emerging from Mario’s long distended nipples. Rivers of it flowed down the sides of he massive boobs. When Mario finished transforming she pursued Sarah into an abandoned pharmacy until Sarah was able to trap her in a medicine closet. As Mario screamed and howled and threw her giant tits against the medicine closet door with loud slapping sounds in a furious attempt to get free, Sarah began to hear other women in the distance answering the calls pf their imprisoned sister. 
At first Sarah didn’t want to run away. When Mario had transformed and started pursuing her she had barely been able to take her eyes away from Mario’s gigantic new breasts. She stared as the mutant that was Mario got up from her heap of tattered men’s clothes and seduced her from afar with a bombardment of pheromone emissions. In her mind Sarah could see herself rubbing and hugging the hefty breasts of her once fellow man and drinking great swathes of the liquid from the dark engorged nipples. Before she came to her senses Sarah almost succumbed to a passionate fury of masturbation and nearly welcomed one of Mario’s great boobs with open arms. Shrugging this off however, her more primal instincts for survival waged war on the euphoria and won out. She bolted away just before taking the mutant’s nipple in her mouth. 

Now she was facing that again, but with a door between her and Mario it made it easier to run and she returned to the camp where her four friends were and warned them that they had to leave. Mario, once freed by other mutants, would surely expose their position and come with others to take them. 

With haste they climbed in Sarah’s solar car with a fully charged battery for night driving and fled along the first country road they saw. 

Saturday: Conversations at Night
Now that Sarah and her 4 companions were safe for the time being they could concentrate on other matters. They found an old barn no less than 100 miles from any city and set up another camp. Safe and out of sight, and with the approaching night to defend them they were compelled to make the best of the situation and get to know each other.
In all, there were 3 other women and 1 man in the party excluding Sarah. Joni and Jessica were two 19 year old twins with short dark raven hair, short statures who were very thin and very curvy. There was not a sharp corner, nor a crease to be found on their bodies anywhere. There breasts were small but rounded and they both had beautiful small hips and asses. When being addressed, they beamed at those who called them two beautiful wide grinned ear-to-ear smiles reminiscent of two giggling best-friends who knew something you didn’t. They wore matching pleated skirts that stopped at mid-thigh, and tight vintage t-shirts that hugged the contours of their bodies and hugged their sweater cows tightly. This gave them a sexy but non-revealing look. 
The third girl was named Destiny. She was an older girl, about her early thirties with golden hair down to her waist. She had bright green eyes that shone like emeralds, even at night. She was a shy but friendly and approachable woman with a slim athletic build that belied her femininity. She was almost featureless; her body was straight with neither buttocks nor breasts giving much hint of the protrusions characteristic of a woman’s body. She was wearing a pair of tattered worn jeans and a purple wool sweater which gave her a frumpy appearance. 
Lastly was a man named Michael. He was a tall slim red haired man of 21. He looked much younger due to his skater look. His face was soft and inoffensive and his most dominating characteristic was his long red hair that curled at the ends. It was long enough to cover his ears and this gave him the look of a young boy who one would expect to find hanging out at skate parks. He had on a pair of baggy black jeans with a blue work shirt and a grey hoody.
They all had stories to tell. The twins were from an area close to Sarah’s house, their mother and father had been taken away and their brother had gone missing too. They presumed he had been taken too, and though they didn’t know it at the time they were right because by this time they were the only humans left along with their companions. Joni and Jessica had barley escaped from their parents on an old gas powered motorbike. 
They first went to a friend’s house where they found her safe and sound. She had not been outside yet by 10 am on Friday morning and was not aware of all the havoc because she was asleep. Her house had not yet been entered as far as any of them could tell so they began to board up the windows with tables and use pieces of chairs to brace all of the doors. As Join, Jessica and Heather were bracing the front windows they saw the mutants running by outside. They saw scores of normal people getting jumped on and becoming one of the freaks. They city was saturated by the screams of the victims and the looks of horror on people as their friends transformed in front of them 
The name of Joni and Jessica’s friend had been Heather and the twins had hidden there with her for a while before she too was taken. They nearly cried trying the recall what happened. Apparently they had locked all the doors and windows and were retreating to the basement when Heather was pinned against the wall by the most mutated of all mutants. A black woman, with 12 soccer ball sized breasts whom could barely see over her own cleavage as they competed for space on her limited torso, ran out of the shadows where her dark skin offered her an advantage and encased Heather in a mammarian prison of wet wobbling breasts. Heather was pinned in the cleavage of the mutant against the wall. The black women reached around and grasped Heather by the neck, forced her mouth open and shoved a 3 inch nipple as thick as a shot glass and as dark as night into Heathers gaping mouth. 
Joni and Jessica froze at this sight, whether they were surprised a mutant had still infiltrated the house after all their efforts or that they felt they were too late to save their friend doesn’t seem to matter now. As they told of the event of their friend’s “demise” they were guilty and depressed.

When Heather was left on the stairs and the mutant let go, she had eight mammarian behemoths bursting through her shirt. With the black woman’s attentions now being focused on them, the twins ran like hell out the door and took off on the bike. They ran out of gas later that night in downtown but by then the mutants had all retreated inside. There were only a few mutants in the downtown core anyway as they had all been mutated early that day at work or in the streets and had moved towards the suburbs where most of the population dwelled to quench their lust for whatever it was they lusted for.  Sadly the civilian put up almost no resistance as most of the people taken in the first wave were taken in bed as the mutants spread like wildfire over the landscape just after sunrise. 
Sarah found the twins wandering aimlessly at night and picked them up to save them. They drove around without direction for some time before sunrise made it necessary to hide. They found the parking garage on the edge of the city and hid the car on the top level where it could collect energy. No sooner had they gone 10 metres from the parked car when they heard sobbing not to far away. Following the sound they came across Michael, Mario and Destiny who had huddled in the cold darkness from the mutants. Destiny was in tears. Michael and Mario sat motionless looking out into the night, sad expressions on their face.
Michael and Mario had been baggage handlers at the airport close to the garage performing the overnight shift when everything happened. The Airport was the first place in the city to be hit. After everyone had been mutated the horde radiated outward into the surrounding buildings and so on and so forth.  Destiny had been a traveller waiting for an early flight when the mutants appeared. She told Sarah that she believed they came from one of the international flights, as they were first seen pouring out of one of the gates in a mad rush all at once. She remembered the power failing at the international terminal, and through the windows she could see the lights of city buildings on the grid blink out one by one. The airport was illuminated by emergency generators and people were milling around startled by the darkness and wondering what was happening.

 Then there was a crash at the gate door and mutants emerged. They ploughed through nearby airline workers, mutated them and then moved into the rest of the airport. Destiny had been waiting at an adjacent gate with her daughter when suddenly her 16 year old girl was attacked from behind. A massively endowed woman jumped on the seat behind her daughter and leaned forward. She grabbed the girl and dragged her over the back of the seat on to the floor. She watched in horror her child grow into a busty multi-breasted mutant woman who then tried to attack her. She had barely escaped with Michael and Mario onboard a still working maintenance buggy after she frantically ran through the hordes of people and mutants in the terminal. 
Now it was just the 5 of them, they had made there way to a barn and were stuck here until they could figure out a new plan. Joni and Jess suggested that they find food, and it was agreed everyone would move in groups of 2 or 3. Michael stayed in the barn and worked on barricading the doors and shutting the windows while Joni and Jess looked for food. Destiny and Sarah worked on the fire pit.

Sarah got to know Destiny well. Although she didn’t know at the time, Destiny was the last human she would ever get to know before the end. She would never get the chance to know Joni or Jessica, and she would only know Michael for a few hours before. But she developed a strong liking to Destiny. Destiny turned out to be a soft hearted individual who rarely cast a disapproving glance in any direction, she was accepting and tolerant of Sarah as a person. They shared stories and memories of the world they both lost, of their children who were now gone and of what they missed the most. Sarah thought about Krista and Mandy a lot, she almost broke down under the pressure of the loss. At times she tried to consol herself, by telling herself they weren’t dead, that they are still living in another form, beautiful big breasted sirens of sexual ecstasy. She stopped thinking.

What had she thought?  

Her skin itched, where the breast milk had spilt. She wasn’t sure if it was milk, but it was easier to call the white liquid something familiar. She hadn’t told anyone what she called it, but she was beginning to second guess her own motives. She was thinking pleasant thoughts about mutants, and affectionately referring to the white juice as breast milk. She stared at the white crusty stain on her pyjama’s left by the milk and felt her itchy skin. She felt a great need burning inside her, but what it was she didn’t know.

Her pause had caught the attention of Destiny, who was building the fire pit. “What’s wrong?” she asked. Sarah looked at her; she shook her head to clear the milky clouds on her brain and assured Destiny nothing was wrong. They both stared at each other for some time. Destiny was attempting to extract any response from Sarah but Sarah wouldn’t have it. This mental cold war went on against the backdrop of steady hammering coming from Mike’s efforts at boarding the door. 
Sarah gazed at Destiny’s green eyes. Destiny, giving up, returned to work and Sarah followed suit. However, Sarah’s eyes never left Destiny’s body. She imagined herself making love to Destiny in her mind. She found Destiny to be quite striking although she was nowhere near the beauty that Mandy had been. “Or what Mandy has become.” She thought. She stopped again, cleared her head and returned to building the fire pit. 

Not long after the barn had been prepared and barricaded did Joni and Jessica come back. There was a green house in an adjacent field owned by some company or another growing produce of all varieties. They carried with them baskets of apples fresh from the tree as proof. However, with these gifts they also brought with them bad tidings. 

A mutant had seen them and tried to get them, but they escaped. They lost it in a corn field and made their way back to the barn. It called out and 2 more mutants came, and they knew they were in the barn. There was one more thing they bode ill as well. There had been something else the mutants saw that gave away the fact that this barn wasn’t abandoned.
The car, the mutants saw it, and it was gone. In all the noise of the work in the barn it had been stolen and no one had known.

Trapped

That night, Sunday the 18th, the survivors held a meeting. It was agreed that the only course of action was to wait by the barn, set up some sort of signal and hope for rescue. Michael suggested putting up a flag, seeing as how the mutants in the area already knew their position, the obvious sign of habitation wouldn’t change anything anyway. The flag idea was approved by the other members of the party and he set to work. He took off his blue work shirt underneath his hoodie and took it up the ladder to the loft. He then lowered the stairs to the attic which would give him access to the roof. He disappeared and the girls were left to talk. 
Joni and Jessica were kicking the shit out of themselves for being seen. Destiny told them it wasn’t their fault, and for a moment Sarah was secretly glad. She was eager for more contact with the mutants. The three girls sat in a circle around a fire made in a dirt pit. Sarah had taken all the hay out of the main room of the barn and thrown it into the pig style. Destiny’s method of building a fire worked well so long as wood could be gathered, but the main problem was food. Certainly the baskets of apples brought back by the twins wouldn’t last. They would eventually be forced to go out and find more.

Destiny was suddenly startled, she picked up a burning stick from the fire and through it at a hole in the wall. The stick struck harmlessly away from where it was intended and with a high pitched meow of surprise a cat leapt out of its hiding place and ran to the far side of the barn. Destiny gave a sigh of relief. She had seen the glare of the fire in the eyes of the cat and feared it was a mutant. But with her suspicions dispelled she became calm again. Startled, but no longer fearful, the others watched as the cat curled up in the corner and watched them from afar. 

Joni felt something brush her back and twirled around to see it. In doing so she kicked up a cloud of dirt that smothered the fire. It was late evening and it was getting dark and inside the barn light was so obstructed by barricades and shutters that it was almost pitch black without the fire. 
Amid the confusion Joni felt around and touched something furry. The furry thing purred and she realized that what had touched her back was a cat. In the darkness the three girls noticed that there were at least half a dozen sets of glowing radiant eyes peering at them. Suddenly a loud clattering came from above them. There was a loud sound and a lot of screaming. Sarah, Destiny, Joni and Jessica were hysterical, they were afraid the mutants had come. Amid the screaming, came a calling from above. A manly voice called to them to calm down, assuring them there was nothing to fear. Given it was a man’s voice it had to be Michael coming down from the roof. 
After all was calm and the fire reignited, plans were made to exploit nightfall. Joni and Jessica would again return to the greenhouse and gather as much food in the time allowed. The survivors gathered their composure and set about making sure all things were in order. Michael walked out into the hallway that led to the Barn’s side door. He looked out of a small peep hole he had left for himself in the window. The window was broken and had little glass, so he simply left a small gap in the boards facing west to see the sun go down. As he peered outside to get a measure of sunlight he gasped and toppled over on his ass at what he saw. What he saw through the peep hole was not the sunset, but a dark menacing grey eye peering back at him. 
The girls heard Mike scream and rushed to see what was wrong. He was on the ground in front of the door making hysterical hand motions. “They’re here, outside the door. They have found us.” he said quietly. Sarah could hear movement through the barn walls, she heard footsteps outside and the sound of slapping as the mutants ran around the barn looking for a way in before they were made to leave at sundown. Their breasts slapped together as they ran, and squirting sounds could also be heard as the motions caused them to expunge their milky cargo. Sarah was lost in a daze of thinking about the milk she had so fondly come to dream about. Destiny went to the door and looked through the peep hole. She saw no eye.
“I don’t see anything” said Destiny, “It all looks dark red.” She turned to Mike and gave a questioning look. When she turned back to the peephole a dark red nipple was pushed through it and poked Destiny right in the face. A gushing stream of milk exploded all over her cheek and ran down her chest into her shirt. She screamed. A small shaft of light appeared through the peephole as the milk firing perpetrator left to go elsewhere. 

Destiny wiped of her face, luckily she hadn’t swallowed any or she would have become a mutant. But the breast milk had other qualities that made it an effective method of capturing and mutating humans. Only Sarah could have guessed at this, but the effect of the milk that touched her skin on Friday was stronger now and she kept her mouth shut. 

The sun went down slowly it seemed, but eventually night fell and the slapping, squirting and stepping sounds outside subsided. Joni and Jessica were sent out to get the food, and Mike performed a check of the barn’s perimeter with a piece of wood as his protection. Destiny was guarding the door, ready to shut it at a moments notice at any sign of pursuit. Mike came back after a few rounds and told her he had seen Joni and Jess off to the greenhouse and that there was no sign of mutants anywhere. He went back inside and Destiny stayed at the door.
Greenhouse
Joni and Jessica rifled through the greenhouse, taking care not to take too much. They figured they could come back each night as things seemed to be safe then. The mutants, for some reason or another, were not partial to appearing outdoors after nightfall. 
Appearing indoors however, was another story. Moon light showered though the glass ceiling and illuminated the whole building. Amid the rows of plants, shadows were moving.
Joni heard a sound at the other end of the greenhouse. She peered down one of the aisles to see what it was. She saw Jessica gathering some carrots. She shrugged off her suspicion and went back to gathering. There was another sound but Joni paid it no alarm. Had she looked this time however, she would have seen that Jessica was not there and that all that was left was a partly filled bag of carrots, and a puddle of white liquid on the ground.
Bathroom

Jessica watched in horror. She had been dragged to the bathroom of the greenhouse, a hand placed tightly over her mouth to prevent any sound. There it happened. Her mouth and stomach burned with breast liquid, breast fetish thoughts were taking over her mind. She was being held up to a mirror, a hand covered her mouth. She stared in the mirror at her frightened eyes looking back at her. She knew it was useless to fight. She had already been caught, now she could just watch. She saw her eyes change as the eyelashes lengthened and thickened. Looking down, her waist shrunk and her ass surged outward. The feeling was incredible, like a million hands were massaging and rubbing every square millimetre of her body. 
Six red bumps began appearing on her chest and her abdomen, they began to bulge out to form new milk laden breasts. Her hair grew over her face, and she watched as her horrified face was covered by hair flowing over her eyes in the mirror. The image of her hair growing down over her face was the last image of her normal self she ever saw again.
Orange Tree
Joni was picking oranges when she felt something move behind her. She called to Jess to come help her and reached behind her to see who was there. She turned around and met Jessica’s gaze.

This time however, she was looking up at a Jessica that was a foot taller than her, with hip length dark hair, pouty lips and an hourglass figure emphasizing her swollen ass. Mounted on Jessica’s new slender frame were 8 coconut sized breasts that dribbled white liquid from them. Behind Jessica stood 2 mutants. One of them was a six breasted black woman; the other was a white woman with 10 huge breasts that obscured any view of the body they were attached too. 

Jessica reached out to the terrified Joni who was frozen in place and stroked her chest. Jessica’s eight swollen nipples stood at attention immediately at the feeling of another woman. They extended about 3 inches long with areolas the size of drink coasters. White liquid spurted out of them all over the front of Joni’s body. Then the surrounded Joni was taken by her head and fed the liquid from her sis’s breasts.
Doorway
Destiny was guarding the doorway while Joni and Jessica were being mutated. She stared wearily into the night. She couldn’t see much of anything and after a while her attention waned. After what seemed like an hour she saw something move in the grass. Two glowing eyes appeared in a nearby bush. Destiny recognized the eyes as the same as the cat’s eyes she saw earlier. Much to her surprise, she began to see more cats roaming around the barn. Many simply scuttled back and forth out in the shadows and in the distance. Some however were bold and brave and came to her and rubbed against her shins. Destiny had never seen so many cats in one place before. There must have been at least a dozen of them that she could see. She sat down cross legged and stared into the night. A full moon was in the sky. Across the crop field she could see the greenhouse, Joni and Jessica would be coming back soon she hoped. In the mean time she watched the herd of cats outside the door as they bathed in the moon light. She envied them, they had nothing to fear. They were the masters of the night. 
Greenhouse

Joni lay on her back, on her body were 4 mountainous breasts that held firm and bulged upwards. They behaved as though they would float away if their moorings were cut. Her nipples were two inches long at least and were excruciatingly erect. Her long flowing hair covered the ground beneath her, giving her a silky smooth bed to lie on. On top of her was a woman on all fours with her 10 breasts positioned above Joni’s head and body. Milk was leaking from the woman’s distended nipples and Joni was taking as much of it as she could into her mouth and rubbing the rest into the skin on her tits. Her new boobs sputtered and erupted with great jets of milk that smacked against the skin of the mutant leaning over her. 
Meanwhile Jessica was being rewarded for her work. She was pressed back against a wall, and the large breasted black woman was in front of her swaying her breasts side to side so that her nipples smacked against Jessica’s at the arch of each pendular swing of tit flesh. Each time the woman’s nipples swung against Jessica’s breasts she felt like she was dying of ecstasy. A third mutant who had arrived later was enveloping the 7th and 8th breasts on her bottom row in her palms and sucking milk from her erect nipples. Occasionally she reached down to lick and caress Jessica’s vagina.
This kind of playing went on for about 20 minutes, when the third mutant, a 10 breasted Hispanic woman, began to speak. Her vocal addresses were soft and sensual. She had been scouting the barn, the girl guarding the door had touched her milk and was tainted. The way was clear. Soon the sun would be up and they would strike. Their hunger for lust was amplified by the fact the humans had successfully kept them at bay, they desired for pleasure more than ever. Their hunger was fuelled by the loniless they endured in the country.  They were the only mutants in the area, now there was two more, and soon they hoped, three more would be made. 

Open Door
Destiny abruptly awoke. She had been asleep, and she was sitting back against the outer wall of the barn outside the doorway. The first rays of sunlight were creeping over the horizon. Her face was itching where the milk had hit her the day before. She was feeling very strange. It was Monday the 19th, the last day of the world.
Against the backdrop of the barn wall, 5 large tall shadows danced across it as Destiny looked on. As Destiny gazed out onto the horizon she saw 5 figures moving towards her, contrasting against the sun. The sun’s rays being level with the horizon cast huge shadows all across the barn. Rays of light could be seen emanating from the edges of the approaching figures like great coronae from distant suns. Destiny simply sat there, unable to move. Soon the 5 women were upon her, she recognized Joni and Jessica instantly. They broke off from the group and headed inside. They carried huge sacks of food with them.
The other three women surrounded destiny. They all knelt down and put their breasts less than a foot from Destiny’s face. Destiny was in awe, 26 breasts faced her. Her hand crept down to her crotch and she began to masturbate furiously. Not only was her face itching but a warm tingling had enveloped her whole body. She dreamed of grabbing breasts and drinking the milk. She dreamed of having huge breasts of her own, and she wondered what it would feel like o be able to fire her own flows of milk. She wanted to feel the vibrations in her nipples as the milk spurted out, she wanted to know the sensations of what she saw displayed openly and shamelessly in front of her.
She was about to find out all of that.

Destiny reached out with her free hand and lightly ran her fingers down the ebony breasts and dark areolas in front of her. The black woman vibrated from the ministrations. She reached out one of her dark hands and reached into Destiny’s jeans and displaced her hand in massaging her vagina. Destiny now began to attack the 10 breasted woman with both hands. She rubbed and grabbed at the black woman’s tits in vigourous and eager motions. She pulled, groped and stretched the soft tit tissue. Milk came out of the dark nipples and completely soaked her, making her passionate fury burn brighter. She imagined gushing milk in her mind and her mouth taking it all in. She wanted 10 breasts just like the black woman in front of her; she wanted breasts like all the people around her had. She wanted more, bigger, and most of all swollen engorged milk sacks hanging from her svelte body. She succumbed to the milk on her skin, and she took a nipple in her mouth. 
The Gate Goes Down

The feelings were indescribable. Destiny could feel her lips growing as they pressed against the tit she sucked on. She could feel her hair flowing down her body, she could feel herself rising on the ground as her ass and legs grew and swelled. Her jeans began to rip and tear until they fell away and she was sitting on tattered rags in the dirt. Her underwear was soaked by her own juices, the back of her panites were being sucked tightly into the cleavage of her rear end as it ballooned. Her vagina was still being furiously bombarded by the black woman’s fingered assault. Suddenly, the breast she was sucking on was pushed away. She looked down to see her own breasts swelling. Her purple sweater was stretched to its limit. With faint springing sounds her nipples became erect and pushed themselves through the spaces in the knitted sweater like a hole punchs through paper. Her growing breast tissue was pushing up against the mutant black girl and pushing her away. She could feel the milk inside her being created. She could feel it rushing into her breasts, filling all the small little sacks and ducts that were developing inside them. She could feel it wanting to get out. Suddenly her purple sweater, soaked by milk and stretched beyond its intended design, slowly ripped down the middle, slowly releasing Destiny’s great tits row by row until it was parted like an open jacket. The 3 women around her reached out to her, took her breasts in their hands and caressed them. Destiny had 4 basket ball sized breasts. She watched the white milk flowing down the breasts of her now fellow mutant contrasting with the woman’s dark skin. Destiny could swear that she could feel the milk being created within her. The sensations were so vivid she could feel the milk starting from the middle of her tits. She could feel it travelling through the web of ducts, vessels, pools and chambers of her mammaries until it reached a nipple and was ejected with explosive force. She could trace the life of every drop of milk inside her until it left her body.
The dark woman in front of her put her full weight down on Destiny’s chest, mashing her tits into Destiny’s and moving them about. Destiny’s tits were absorbed by ecstasy by being held firmly and rubbed between the valleys and peaks of the other mutant’s many rows of boobs. Her own milk was spraying into the cleavage between the 6 breasted woman’s tits and it flowed from the creases between them, enveloping them in a white cascade of tit cream. Her right column of breasts was being held against the flanks of the black woman’s body, and the other mutants attacked them from the side. Destiny stuck her tongue out, trying to lick the breasts around her but she couldn’t reach, her own breasts occupied to much space between her and her “sisters”. The other mutants, sensing her need grabbed her and lifted her up. The Black woman removed her fingers from Destiny and lay on her back, her erect nipples pointing at the sky. They were at least 3 inches long. Destiny was feeling an immense sense of longing; she moaned and begged for more pleasure at the feeling of the black woman’s withdrawal. Sensing her need, the other three mutants placed Destiny on top of the black woman’s tits, putting a long swollen nipple up her vagina, gyrated her up and down. Destiny had never felt such a feeling. Milk gushed up into her love cavern while one woman smothered her face in milky bosom from one side and the other mutant mashed her tits into Destiny’s back. The ten nipples on the woman before her and the woman pressed against her back poked into Destiny’s breasts and sensitive skin. Shivers of pleasure reverberated through her body. Destiny could feel herself being pummelled by the great flows of milk from her fellow mutant's breasts. It felt as though she was lying straight down on a set of hot tub jets. 
So this is what it was like. What had she been running from?

Breach

That night, while Joni and Jessica were engaging in mutant sex, before Destiny had been taken, Michael and Sarah had been in the barn maintaining the fire. Hey had spent the night talking and laughing, attempting to lighten the atmosphere somewhat. 

Sarah had learned that Michael had left a girlfriend behind. He didn’t know where she was, but both he and Sarah agreed silently at the time that they had a pretty good guess of what had happened to her. The weight of the situation was beginning to bear on them. If anyone had survived the mutant onslaught they surely would have seen signs by now. As the 4th day of the end of the world approached hope began to fade. 
Mike began to worry about Joni and Jessica; he kept complaining that they should have been back by now. They had been gone for a good 5 hours. Sarah told him not to worry, that the night was still dark and strong and there was plenty of time to spare. Destiny, she told him, was watching the door and she could be the one to worry about Joni and Jessica. 

With no one else around Sarah’s attention began to wander. The stress was getting to her. Inside, a fire burned in her that she couldn’t understand, but she knew she was completely turned-on and horny. As Mike was still talking about his life to her, she turned away without a word, went to the ladder that led to the loft and started climbing. Michael, wondering where she was going followed. He called to her, he wanted to know what she was doing but she said nothing. She got to the top of the ladder and disappeared, and at that point Michael began to climb. When he reached the top he discovered a very naked Sarah sitting in front of him amid the hay in the loft. A pile of cream stained pyjamas lay beside her.
“The stress is so much; I think it’s getting to me.” Sarah said softly. “This could be our last night as human beings, you and I. Make me feel good, I’m so sad, I want you to love me.” Sarah sad sadly, tears were coming from her eyes. The need burning inside her, the depression and the stress of the last few days all worked together to break her down. Mike, unable to resist her crawled closer to her through the hay. He took off his clothes as he approached and she thrust her exposed and erect nipples at him. He grabbed her small breasts and licked her nipples and massaged her chest. The feeling was wonderful. They rolled around playfully, kicking up straw in all directions.
He placed himself inside of her and lifted her onto his lap. She moved up and down on him quickly, working herself into a frenzy. He continued to lick and to rub and to kiss her chest. He arched his neck upwards, their faces met and he shoved his tongue into her mouth... They were locked in a passionate kiss. Sarah’s nipples itched; they stood painfully aware of the surrounding arousal. They begged attention. She took his head and pushed him upon her chest. She massaged her own breasts as he played with and concentrated on her nipples, wrapping his tongue around them.
Suddenly she felt an immense relief of tension in one of her nipples. She felt something rushing out of her right breast as Mike played with it. It happened only for a moment, and it was gone within a second, but it had been strong. Suddenly she became overruled by the pleasure in her tits she hadn’t felt before. Her body itched, on her skin the faint remnants of creamy white stains showed through her burning flesh.

 She held him there against her, revelling in the pleasure. His pressed his hands against her body; he tried to push her away. His resistance was ignored, Sarah was too captivated by the sensations to notice his protests or that she had just secreted mutant milk from her tiny mounds.  
Eventually Mike’s protests subsided, as red flowing hair began to envelope Sarah’s body, she could feel huge luscious lips sucking on her nipple greedily. Red hair piled down at her knees and enveloped Mike’s lower body as he sat in the hay and transformed. She could feel mountainous breasts pressing into her abs and hard long nipples poking and tickling her skin. She reached behind Mike and grabbed her ass and began to make Mike thrust deeper into her vagina. She was too engrossed by the moment to notice what was happening until she felt Mike withdrawal from her.

“Why did you stop” asked Sarah as she brought Mike’s face level with hers. What she saw mortified her. For what stared back at her was not the face of a man, but of a woman. This woman had long flowing red hair and big lips and a huge pair of bowling ball tits.  Mike hadn’t withdrawn from her, he had lost his penis.
“What the fuck?” thought Sarah. Suddenly the red haired woman lunged at her and pinned her too the wall, she raised one of her tits and with one hand and squeezed. Milk spurted all over Sarah’s face, she made efforts not to scream for fear of getting it in her mouth, but it saturated her skin and ran down in rivers over her naked body. Mike raised herself on her knees to gain leverage and hold Sarah down. Sarah raised one of her legs and kneed Michael in the vagina. Then she raised her fists and from both sides punched Mike in the sides of her mutant tits. Michael doubled over in pain and rolled off of Sarah, Sarah bolted out of the loft and down the ladder. When she got down there she saw Joni and Jessica in the doorway to the hall. They stood there holding large sacks of food in front of them. Sarah ran toward them to thank them for their timing. As she got close though they dropped the bags they were holding and revealed their new bodies to her. Sarah gasped in horror and tried to stop. But she slipped on the dirt and fell right into the twin’s waiting arms. 
Sarah struggled against the twins but they were too strong. Mike came down the ladder and the twins held Sarah firmly in place. Sarah watched as Mike came towards her, holding and stroking her massive nipples and pointing them in Sarah’s direction. Two big red marks were on the sides of Mike’s tits. One of the twins broke off from Sarah while the other held her tight. She couldn’t tell who she was looking at, whether it was Joni or Jessica, but the girl raised one of her four tits towards Mike and offered it to him. Mike took the girls tit gratefully, and Sarah saw as the damage on her boobs disappeared. Mike’s tits also experienced another spurting on growth. They bulged out to beach ball size, nearly three times an increase. 
Mike fell on all floors, her tits dragged on the dirt as she crawled. She arched her head up as she crawled and moaned with pleasure. The twin who healed her came back to Sarah, stroking Mike’s massive ass and sleek back sensuously with the tips of her fingers as she passed her. Mike, after giving her bulging milk sacks some pleasure, raised her dirty tits off the ground and began to walk again.

Sarah’s mouth dropped open. She stared into Mike’s nipples as she approached. 

Her mouth began to water. Mike’s nipples were incredibly huge, nearly 5 inches long with a 3 inch diameter at the base. They were like long stylized shot glasses. They rose up like great cones until rounding at the tip. On the tip of her nipples were great gapping holes that led down into countless filled milk chambers and ducts. 
Sarah closed her eyes and dreamed of profusely lactating breasts, of having her own huge breasts, of having more than just one row. For a brief moment Sarah’s defences were all down, she was accepting and ready to take the nipple being offered to her. As the mutant who used to be Michael approached the twins let go, and Sarah was left standing in a euphoric stupor. She reached out with both hands towards the red-haired mutant. She latched onto a nipple with each hand and began to massage and kneed them between her fingers. Michael’s gigantic pair of beach ball sized breasts quivered, and she convulsed in pleasure as Sarah worked her hands on her dark swollen teats. Milk fired out of those great mammaries in thick jets, smacking Sarah in her front with loud splashing sounds. Sarah leaned forward with an open mouth. And in the worst case of her losing all sense, she guzzled on the red haired woman’s offering. 
To Be Continued…
