The Story of Jane Tanis

By: LostInCleavage

Note: This is a long story, but if you can’t wait, the BE starts on page 7. This story is violent, contains rape and foul language. The author does not find any of these things erotic, and neither should you. They are story elements only. 

*Please hold on to the handrails until the tram comes to a complete stop*

*Now arriving at Rockcliffe Station – The current time is 11:49pm*

The metallic voice stopped. The robot, sitting in the trams cockpit, cut off the P.A. system. With a soft whoosh, like the sound of a breeze, the tram’s doors slid open and it’s human cargo poured out into to street.

I managed to push my way through the crowds of people waiting on the station platform. One thing that boggles my mind is the tendency of people waiting for the train to hover right in front of the doors. They partake in some unspoken commuter competition to be first inside, yet in staying by the door, it takes one so much longer to get out, and it creates a self-defeating situation. I always found it frustrating to have to push my way through the crowd. It was a gauntlet of breakfast breath being exhaled onto your shoulders and book bags hitting you in the back as commuters shimmied and squeezed their way towards the tram door.

Rockcliffe Express-way was even less pleasant. It was a massive highway supported on pylons high above the city below. I must come here 2 or 3 times a week. Each time I come to see mangled wreckage, and yet another stiff ready for the morgue. The road lay just outside the station, and I reluctantly headed towards the station door. 

The whooshing of transports, cars and vehicles bordered on earsplitting as I stood there, outside the station, no more than 3 metres from the curb. The blurring of colours and the sensory assault of the busy highway caused by the passing vehicles was sometimes to much to bear. The headlamps of each vehicle blinded me as they passed. I almost found it easier to walk backwards so that I was just looking at the taillights traveling by. Looking behind me, I could see the massive highway filled with red and white lights flowing like rivers in and out of the downtown core. 

The core lay 3 kilometres from where I was, its buildings packed tightly together so as to seem like one giant steel entity. It resembled a massive conical pyramid rising majestically into the sky and lit up like a Christmas tree. The highest and biggest buildings in the center stood almost 4 kilometres tall. Each one could provide homes for almost a million people. Below ground the city extended further, in some places almost 1000 metres deep. The passages were honeycombed with government labs, support piles, sewage systems and other various utilities.  Outside the core, sprawling a vast distance in every direction were the lower class districts. 

Most people lived out in these areas. The buildings here never exceed 50 stories, which is the altitude of Rockcliffe Express-way. The streets are dangerous, the suburbs lawless, and the population composed of every deviant, scum-lord, mutant, transgenic and poor person not fit for life in the wealthy core. Life was hard, violent, brutish and short. This is where I lived and worked. 

I walked off the station platform onto the catwalk, which was attached to the laneway like a suspended sidewalk. The catwalk was flimsy looking, yet strong, but it still frightened me. It was attached to the side of the outermost lane and was composed of the latest alloys. Though it was strong and economical I never could trust it, I don’t like floors I can see through.

Looking through the steel grating I walked on I could see the business district below, a long flight of stairs from the tram station descended below me, filled to the gills with pushy commuters. Rockcliffe Express-way was a long way above ground. There was nothing but the cold winter wind paired with a void on one side of me, and the loud and irritating activity of the Transit-way on the other. I continued to move east on the catwalk, as I progressed the foreboding wail of sirens told me my objective was near.

A jeep had lost control and collided with the barrier dividing the east and westbound lanes. It’s mangled corpse lay halfway across one lane, its rear end scissored and compressed against its roof. This was where the call had come from. With the traffic now diverted from this section I could safely walkout onto the road. I stepped out and felt my shoes cling to the surface. A sticky sound succeeded every lift of my feet. Blood was on the road.

An ambulance, and a fire truck were parked side by side in the middle of the road. The lights from their sirens flashed into my eyes and I had to lift my hand to my face to see. The contrast of the black night and bright lights was not welcome. 

“Good morning Ms. Tanis. Welcome to my little piece of chaos!” exclaimed a cheerful voice. The high pitch and pleasant nature of the voice was not welcome on this hellish night. It was about as pleasant as wiping my face on a cheese grater. 

“This is not a good night, nor is it a morning.” I moaned. I still couldn’t see. The lights were to bright, luckily my noticeable discomfort elicited a kernel of compassion in my greeter. The person raised their hand, pointed to the cars, and the lights were dulled.

Now able to see I saw a man in front of me. He was tall and lanky and had a somewhat sullen appearance. Either a large brow or a pair of sunken eye sockets veiled his eyes. He had a pale sickly complexion, no doubt a result of his strenuous job. A large red fire hat that was noticeably too big sat perched on his bony head. 

“But it is the morning, Ms, Tanis, it’s 12:03, Thursday. Working the graveyard shift are you?” he asked. He brought his arm around my back and guided me to where I needed to be. 

“I came to work at 7 this morning,” I murmured. My tiredness could not hide.

“Ms. Tanis!”

“Yes, I know. I don’t want to talk about it. On to other things, how long has your team been here? And don’t call me Ms. Tanis you know I hate it. We’re friends remember?” I complained. I had met this man many times before, and we had spent a few designated relaxation periods on the same shift one or twice. He was a work colleague, Michael Vannen.

“Alright then Jane. You look worn. Why are you here?”

“William got a cold, and I’m a sucker. So I took his shift, but at least I’ll get overtime.” That was partially true. Though I hated my job, I spent as much time on it as possible because it kept me from thinking about a life that didn’t so closely resemble hell.

“Is overtime really worth the aggravation? Humans aren’t meant to run on power bars and coffee without rest.” 

“I’m not meant to run on pity and shallow concern either.” I snarled. Michael quickly pulled back  -surprised- and we got down to business. Michael and his crew had been here for 45 minutes, the call came in an hour ago, and the ambulance was delayed by heavy traffic. No one in the wreck survived to see it arrive. That outcome was anticipated. The ambulance that was sent was more of a morgue than a rescue vehicle, and it’s operators were termed “the meat crew” rather than paramedics. It was not that they were sent with no intention of helping; it’s just that out here away from the core one always assumes the worst. Least surprising was the absence of police, who were under funded and stretched thin in our area. Only the core that housed 45 million people received top-notch service.

There were three people in the car. A family comprised of a man, a woman and a small girl. As I approached the crumpled vehicle I caught a glimpse of something gruesome. One of Michael’s paramedic colleagues was examining the body of a middle-aged woman, her head was exposed and a large collapse in her skull was clearly visible. It was nothing new to me, I had seen stuff like that before, but I couldn’t quite get over it. It might have been the shock I received when I saw my first live brain trauma. I never got over that, it was a major surprise. When you see those brains in the jars they’re all hard and somewhat less disgusting. That’s not what a real brain is like at all, a living brain has the consistency of a raw egg. This woman’s brain was all over the road.

“So what’s the prognosis doc?” I asked Michael, holding back my gags and trying not to allow my fear of vomiting show. 

“We can’t find a problem with the car, all the hover pads checked out and there are no traces of chemicals in the body of the driver. So we need you to check to road’s integrity. If the magnetic fields are compromised and this thing can no longer hold cars to it’s surface then we’ll have to close the whole highway.” He declared.

“Close the highway!? You can’t do that! It will disrupt traffic flow throughout the entire mega-city. Even the outer districts will suffer from the lost access, and they’re 50 kilometres away!” I charged. 

“And as a member of the Ministry of Transportation, I guess that makes it your responsibility to ensure the optimal functioning off all high-speed transit ways. The wind at this altitude is much too strong for hovercrafts to maintain lateral control. Now if you will excuse me, the graveyard calls me to work.” He slyly declared. He trotted off to his ambulance, in this case a morgue on wheels, and whistled the whole way long. How the man can maintain a composure of such elatement in such dreary settings I can’t understand. 

I on the other hand am totally swallowed by my work. I feel as though it takes me in during the morning, chews me up during the day and only spits me out once I make my way home. By that time I am usually exhausted and worn out from the gruesome events I encounter on a day-to-day basis. Each day I take in more images of bloody tragedy, abject stupidity and the message always remains the same. Despite my efforts, and the others who share my job of improving road quality and safety, it’s all very futile against the mind of the stupid driver. 

Either some jackass is drunk, or two idiots decide to race, or someone simply overdrives their car. It’s usually me or someone else in the Transit-way Diagnostics team who has to come sort it out. I surveyed the crash scene with much penalty. The crash was a complete mystery. All road checks turned out green, there were no braking thruster burns anywhere, and the vehicle showed no structural compromises (at least any that would have existed before the crash). As the anger welled up inside me, I realized that yet again, stupidity had struck. This time it had taken 3 more lives. It took me another 3 hours to survey the scene, take my notes, calculate the variables, and sort my files so that this event would add itself to yet another table of statistics. 

Every year the list of statistics grows. Whenever I document a new case I like to joke that it’s ‘feeding the beast’.

Do you feel alone?

What about inadequate?

Do you want to put an extra ‘boost’ in your step?

If you answered yes to any of the above, then try Maxi-Form. 

Improve your body and your self-esteem!

Try Maxi-form! 

Just ask for the big blue pill!

[Click]
I slumbered in my bed at the ‘Ambassador’ apartment complex where I lived. I fumbled with the alarm clock, trying to turn it off. The morning radio shows were annoying, partly because they were chalked full of commercials. They also hurt my ears. I had drunk heavily after work last night before bed. My depression hit me especially hard then. Last night’s gruesome scene did nothing to alleviate that. It took some blind jabbing, but I did manage to push the snooze. In the process I also ended up hitting several other buttons, one of which activated my wall panel. The screen flickered:

You have one message Jane from [Jane it’s your mother] Playing.

‘Hi Jane it’s mom. I’m getting worried about you; you never return my calls. Listen, I want you to come out here and live at home for a while. Your friend Michael Vannen called me late last night. He’s worried about you, very worried in fact. He pulled rank and used his medical authority to put you on leave. You have 2 weeks off the job. He says you’re depressed. Don’t be mad at him it was my idea. 

I’ve gone ahead and arranged for a prescription for you. I want you to accept it, don’t worry about the charge I transferred the credits to your account. Just --- please Jane come visit me will you?

I heard the audible click as she hung up her phone on the other end of the line. Then the recorded message ended. I moaned and rolled under my covers. I should be looking forward to time off work, but it’s hard to look forward to anything when you’re depressed. 

I rolled out of bed and landed with a dull thud on the floor. I didn’t want to get off the floor. I didn’t have the strength because of my malaise, and I also hoped it would swallow me and I could vanish. Those two things coupled together provided very strong incentive to stay lying down. Then I rolled towards the wall closest to the left side of the bed. There was a large window and a small tube there. You can shop for many things from the tube.

I reached the wall and froze for a moment. After some hesitation, or lethargy I don’t know which, I reached up and picked up the touch pad for my shopping tube. I touched my thumb to the scanner.

*Greetings Jane Tanis. Your account holds 10349 credits.*

A little green light blinked in the top left corner of the screen, using my finger I scrolled to it and pushed. It was a notice for my prescription. It was a standard anti-depressant. I accepted the charge and the little pill-cup zoomed through the tube and fell into the dispenser tray. I took some time to idly browse the online pharmacy. I was hoping to catch a glimpse of any ‘wonder’ drug that may give me an immediate, albeit artificial, sense of fulfillment. Joy is joy no matter what form it comes in right?

I stopped when I got to Maxi-Form. Maxi-Form was a drug released in the last decade that preyed on every woman’s insecurity. From breasts to hips to buttocks, this thing apparently did it all. I hated it. I thought it was nothing but a greedy pill push, another example of the drug companies trying to get people to buy pills for their problems instead seeking real help. 

Recently the company behind the drug had unleashed an all out marketing blitz on the population. Everywhere had advertisements for it. They were trying, with marginal success, to convince ‘puritans’ like me to give in. I hated drugs, but right now I also hated myself. My self-esteem was at the bottom right now. 

I was a mere 24 years old. Fresh out of college, and the moment I moved away from home to the ‘big city’ to make my career, things spiraled downhill from there. Isolated in an artificial steel jungle, full of cold emotionless denizens, living in my low rent cubicle of an apartment and isolated by a wall of death and tragedy at work, I soon settled into a rut of depression. 

I stopped thinking for a second and listened. Nothing! Absolutely nothing. Fuck! Even the walls are soundproof. I would kill for some noise right now. I’d love to here people laughing and playing through the walls, I want to sense any sign of life! They even make it so you don’t have to see people to shop. I filled up with rage and whipped the small shopping pad down on the ground. I punched the floor in futility, my teeth clenched so hard I could feel my molars groaning under the strain. White light suddenly swallowed my visual field and I went blind. Then all was black.

I woke up later, I don’t know how long I was out, but I think I had a seizure. My head ached and I could taste blood in my mouth. I think I may have chipped a tooth, but everything seemed blurry and far away. It was impossible to pinpoint where the pain in my mouth was coming from. All I could do was crawl to the bathroom and wash it out. After three mouthfuls of blood red water the bleeding subsided.

Walking out of my bathroom I stepped on the shopping pad. It was still turned to the Maxi-Form drug. I looked hard at it. I hated it but I didn’t look away. I had become so fragile and depressed that even the hollow promises of a soulless corporation could convince me of the drug’s power. I wanted to meet new people, and I wanted someone to want me, I craved affection. The drug’s ad said I could get all that, for a price. I touched my thumb to the pad and accepted the charge. A small vial of blue pills landed in the dispenser behind me. I reached for them, and then another package arrived. It was a supplement for Maxi-Form that contained pouches of powdered calorie shakes. They would supply the power needed for the drug to work.

I brought the pills back to the bathroom. I opened my medicine cabinet and drew out my mega-vitamins. Unknown to anyone, as my depression worsened so did my drinking. A breakfast for me now was a bottle of vodka. As a result I had become malnourished, and my eyes lacked vitamin A. This left me blind at night or in dark rooms. I popped the capsule and extracted a big blue pill of mega-vitamins. I swallowed it with a swing of water from my tap. I closed the cabinet door and looked into the mirror.

My vision was somewhat blurred from last night’s drinking, but still I could make out a less than impressive image. Smeared eye shadow and black tear tracks lined my face. My pale green eyes were red and itchy and my red hair unkempt. My face at this time seemed to always frown. My body had thinned by the lack of eating and I must have weighed a mere 110 lbs. My figure was skinny and bony.

It then occurred to me a strange peculiarity about the message from my mother. She had mentioned Michael my friend. I found that odd, although in the past I myself had called him a friend. I thought how I only really knew him because I spent 2 lunch breaks with him. That was my best friend, how pathetic. Tears welled in my eyes. I was so alone, but I could change that. I reached for the Maxi-form. Holding it close I read the instructions. 

Directions for Maxi-Form tablets – Take one daily until desired results. Take with supplied drinking shakes for materials required for growth. 

Info One shake = approx. 18000 calories/18000 cal = 5lbs

Warning: 

1. Product will not hit an effect ceiling if taken in large doses. Each pill will cause a fixed margin of change. Take only as many pills as you feel necessary!

2. Product paired with nano-technology. Keep clear of strong EM fields.

Note: not to be taken if evidence exists of transgenic ancestry.

Transgenics? I remembered that early in the 2040’s scientists had created several hybrids of people and animals. They were fully productive, friendly and fertile members of society. They were called the first true wonders of the post-modern world. They looked totally human, but often had animal genes spliced with their human ones to perform a variety of functions or  to correct certain defects.

The quick historical segue soon ended. I didn’t care about warnings; I just wanted to see an improvement. An improvement would be good, even a shallow one would be an improvement over my current appearance. I swallowed a pill. I then went to the kitchen and made one of the calorie shakes. It only took water and some milk. When I had finished feeding I grabbed a shirt and some underwear and packed a small bag. Then I went off to see mom. 

I waited patiently for the bullet tram to arrive. It would whisk me away from this steel jungle metropolis and hopefully take me to mother’s. As I thought more about it I began to see that I might be happy to be there. I had forgotten happiness, but I hoped that the smooth country air would help me return to health.

My vision was still blurry and it was getting dark, so I popped another blue mega-vitamin. I also noticed I was sweating profusely. My metabolism was running a mile a minute. Probably this was a result of the Maxi-form pill. I had mixed a few more shakes before leaving the cubicle (I had come to call my apartment that name) and I took several large swigs from the thermos. I found my appetite insatiable. I was wearing a set of pajamas, for I was too comfortable to get dressed and felt myself too worthless to care how I looked. Overtop I had a black overcoat to protect me from winter’s chill. 

Suddenly the heat became too much to bear. I had to cool off, and I had to do it fast. I got up off the bench and hurried to the ticket office. There the teller handed me a set of keys to the private bathroom. I had trouble getting the keys into the door. My vision was still blurry, even after another vitamin. I didn’t know why they weren’t working well today. Eventually I stumbled into the bathroom and disrobed.

While my naked body was certainly blurred, I could feel its changes. I had grown some fatty tissues all over, especially in the hips. And my breasts were a little bigger. I could actually pull at the flesh, something I couldn’t have done before. I wanted to see myself in the mirror, so I popped 2 more mega-vitamins just to be sure. But I couldn’t see well even then. I waited 20 minutes, for the rhodopsin in my eyes to regenerate, but there was still no change.

Just then I heard a horn sound. Squealing could be heard on the tracks. My train had arrived! I quickly dressed and ran out of the bathroom. I was about to board the train when I realized I had forgot my bag. In my hurry to get to the bathroom and cool off I had left it by the bench. I hurried frantically around the station. My vision still slightly blurred, all the benches looked the same and I couldn’t see my bag.

I looked for too long, for the train left without me and I became thoroughly upset. I quietly sobbed in frustration. Why couldn’t I see! I clenched my teeth and let out a painful growling in my mouth. I was so frustrated that I grabbed the whole mega-vitamin capsule and tipped the rest of the pills into my mouth. There had to have been 10 or 12 of them, and they tasted foul when I chewed. I took many swigs of my shake mix to make it taste better but it still felt grainy. Finding a water fountain I washed them all down. I had better fucking be able to see now!

Feeling around my pockets I found another capsule. I had forgotten how many pill-cups I was carrying. I looked at its contents and saw that it was filled with blue pills. I suddenly became panicked. Both my mega-vitamins and the Maxi-Form had been blue pills. Had I even known what I was taking all night? Maybe these are the vitamins and I had been taking the ---Maxi-Form! I was frantic with fright. I then heard a voice.

“Miss?” said a man behind me.

I turned to face him. He looked like an old grey-haired man with a limp in his leg, though his features were blurred so I couldn’t make out anything else..

“Is this your bag?” he asked. He held out a black book bag that looked just like mine.

“I think so. Was it by a bench?” I asked, meekly. 

“Yes.”

“Tell me, what does this pill-capsule say on the label?” I handed him the full capsule.

“These are mega-vitamins miss.” He replied.

“Shit!! Shit! Fuck! Oh my god oh my god.” I groaned. “Sir can you help me I need a hotel room.”

“Ya sure miss there is a hotel right across the street. Why? Are you Okay miss?” He asked, concern was in his voice for I obviously seemed distressed. 

Fighting back tears, and struggling to regain composure I collected myself and tried to appear normal. “Yes, I’m okay. I just need a place to stay. I missed my train that’s all. Thank-you sir, good bye.”

“Okay then sweet-dreams.” He yelled back at me. I was already hurrying away. I hoisted my bag to my back and hurried across the street to the inn. I took 2 mega-vitamins and hoped my vision would improve soon. I rented a room and intended on spending the night there too brood. I didn’t know what to do, I couldn’t show up on my moms doorstep with a porn-star figure. 

I locked my room door and leaned up against it, feeling the blessed relief of solitude. I walked to the bed, and noticed a slight swaying of my hips. When I dropped onto my back I felt two soft warm masses of flesh fall into my armpits. 

Reluctantly, I undressed to view the damage. I could see fine now, the vitamins had been absorbed by my eyes after about 20 minutes. I sat up and viewed my now perfect softball sized boobs. I touched them and felt their softness, and I felt there steady and inexorable advance outward. It was slow, but just barely noticeable. Then I cupped them fully and rubbed them. It was the first time I had felt pleasure in a long time. I hadn’t had sex since college and my skin was sensitive from neglect. In the midst of my masturbatory actions I heard a gurgling from my boobs.

This struck me as odd. Kneeling on my bed I removed my hands and looked down along my sternum through my cleavage. I reached my hands downward and felt my swelling buttocks and hips. I couldn’t notice them growing, maybe they had stopped. My hips had flared out quite a bit already, and my bones were no longer visible through my skin. I had gained the curves and softness of a voluptuous vixen.

The hotel room was fairly small, a one room package with an adjoining bathroom. Next to the bed on my right was the bathroom door. I wondered if they had a scale or tape measure in there, I got up and sexily walked to the bathroom. I was surprised to the degree with which my hips swayed from side to side. 

In the bathroom was a scale and a measure that I could use to determine my new dimensions. Climbing on the scale I found my weight to be 135lbs!! I had gained 25 lbs, mostly in my hips and breasts. My new measurements were 35D-30-32. I marveled at the new curves I had. When I looked in the mirror I noticed the other changes as well. I had bigger fuller lips, nearly perfect skin and long eyelashes to boot. I was magnificent. The absolute global effect of the drug on my body was nothing short of extraordinary. 

The exhilaration produced by these changes was completely unprecedented. It had been so long since I felt good about myself. I jumped right into it this time, I loved my hips, I loved the way my breasts swayed with each discreet movement of my body. I had to do something about it; I may never feel this way again.

That night I went shopping after I had finished worshipping my new body and rising to a manic state. The drug carried with it an incredible sense of mood enhancement, likely artificial but I didn’t care. I bought a fancy black sheer top and a matching skirt along with some fancy slippers. I decided I was going to the bar and was going to meet someone! 

By midnight my breasts were huge. When I took my measurements a second time I found them to be 36EE-28-34. They rubbed against my arms whenever I reached for something. The feelings were so incredible. I eagerly anticipated my arrival at the bar and imagined flocks of men coming over to me wanting to know my name. No men had approached me since I had moved to the city. I dressed quickly, did up my hair and I was off.

As I walked out of the elevator into the lobby, strutting my stuff as best I could, I immediately noticed a skinny but buxom blonde sitting on one of the black lobby couches. She saw me for an instant but didn’t hold her gaze. I found the presence of another pretty woman to be a setback to me, but it didn’t last long. I found the bar, and before doing anything went right to the bathroom. In there, I popped the first of the anti-depressants I had bought that morning. I wanted to feel really good tonight, and the Maxi-form wasn’t enough. So I popped a second pill. Then I went out to drink.

I probably sat at the bar for 30 minutes without so much as a glance from the one or two guys in the bar. Married men I supposed. Soon after the 30-minute mark I crashed. Perhaps the anti-depressants weren’t working, or maybe I needed more. So I paid my bill and rushed to the bathroom. The bartender gave me a suspicious look as I left. I had hardly enough time to see him as my head was swirling from the mix of drink and drugs in my system. 

I popped another pill, then another for good measure. I looked at the label, unlike older anti-depressants these things didn’t take 12 weeks to work, they were supposed to work the night of. The effects seemed mediocre at best.

I started to cry, here I was popping pills, putting myself – for all intents and purposes – on an auction block for any horny guy who came walking by. Worst of all I was using drugs to achieve a body that will only serve to make others want to exploit me. What was I going to tell my family? “Gee mom, I was really depressed so I thought that growing my boobs would help. I’ve always wanted to look like a slut!”  That got me thinking about my boobs again.

My breasts were gigantic; I could have fit my head into the bra cup that would have been needed to hold them. They were very tight, and the shirt was getting taught. I retreated to a stall and removed my shirt. My breasts flopped out, released from the confines of my shirt, and wobbled gently until coming to rest. I held them in my hands, and felt their heaviness. They seemed very heavy, even for breasts their size. My nipples were huge, and stood erect. They were sore and felt rock hard. When I touched them they dilated and grew a bit. Then I grabbed them, hoping to relieve the pain somehow.

I instantly felt a rush of adrenaline, and then a short burst of blessed relief. A large glob of creamy milk suddenly exploded out of my breast and onto the stall wall. I moaned with pleasure. My god, I was lactating! I grabbed both my nipples. They were sensitive and burned to the touch, but I squeezed anyway. I squeezed harder and harder, but after a few small squirts nothing was coming out anymore. Was this normal?

Looking at the stall I had so thoroughly soaked with embarrassment, I quickly put my shirt back on and left the bathroom. My shirt scratched my hard nipples, and I was petrified that I might blow a load of milk all over the floor in public. I decided it was time to get back to my room and brood about the stupidity of what I had done to myself. I pushed my way through the bathroom door intent on retreating from public view but was instantly intercepted by the presence of another woman.

“Hello.” Said a sultry voice. I swung around; leaning against the wall was the young blonde woman I saw in the lobby. She was tall, and her eyes were like fire. They were a bright blue, almost unnaturally so.

“Uh, Hello.” I replied, hesitantly.

“Here for the scenery? What brings you to town.?” She asked me. “You look disappointed, was the bar not what you expected?”

“No, it wasn’t. I think I’m just going to go back to my room now.” Trying to end the conversation I turned to leave. But she was quick.

“What’s your name honey?”

I stopped walking, and turned to face her again. Few people had ever wanted to know anything about me as far as I could remember. This question dug its claws into me. I had to answer it

“My name is Jane. Yours?”

“Nicole. Come sit with me. These nights get lonely so why don’t you sit down with me? Have a drink.”

Surprised at the invitation, drunk from the booze, I accepted her invitation. Her attention towards me was spontaneous, and maybe it’s reasons a little unclear, but I was starved for attention. I sat with her and she ordered me a drink. 

“Where you off to?” she asked my delicately.

“I’m going to see my mother, but I missed my train so I have to wait until morning for the next one.”

“That’s too bad, is she ill?” asked Nicole.

“No.” I turned away from her and sipped my drink. She seemed adamant on talking to me however.

“So what do you do honey?” she asked me. 

“I’m a road engineer, I study car accidents, and maintain the highways.”

“That’s a pretty important job, you must be proud.”

“Really? I don’t like it very much.”

“That’s too bad, it’s an important job. I bet you’re very smart.” She smiled at me as she talked. Her compliment struck right through my armour, and I was enamoured by her. I thought she was a nice lady. As I looked her over I saw that she had a very nice body. I could only see her from the waist up due to the table, but her breasts were mountainous, bigger than mine. Mine were comparable to 2000cc implants; hers must have been as big as soccer balls. Despite the unnatural hugeness of her assets I still felt suddenly inadequate though I told myself they were fake. 

“You seem entranced by my tits honey. Don’t feel small; you’re a very beautiful girl. Mine are fake of course.” 

“Pardon?” I said. Shaking my head as if coming out of a trance. She seemed to me to be shameless and not bashful in the least about herself. Despite the oddness of the comment, the booze held sway over me and I accepted it as normal.

“I said that you are a very pretty young girl. If no one took you at the bar then that’s their own loss. You deserve to be appreciated.”

“Yes, I think so to.” I complained “But I feel so unloved, so alone these days. The city is cold and barren. I haven’t had a friend in years.” Tears welled in my eyes. I was so drunk and confused by the cocktail I had taken all night that my judgment was clouded. Nicole stood up and took the chair beside me. She placed a welcoming arm over my shoulders. A large soft tit from her mashed itself into one of mine.

The feeling of her arm against my skin was pleasurable. It had been so long since someone had touched me or embraced me. Physical contact with other humans was not something I had easy access to. My job was solitary, the only company I usually received were cynical paramedics who often never paid me any attention. It was either them or countless human corpses strewn about on the road. Neither was good company. Usually when I got home I was so drained and depressed that I sulked to myself in my room, not wanting anyone to see me, which didn’t help my social life.

“What’s your favourite drink Hun?” Nicole asked me. One of her fingers tugged at my hair, sending chills through me. My hairs stood on end, but I found the feeling wonderfully stimulating. 

“Vodka Tonic.” I said. If one had ever been to my apartment, the drink ‘Vodka right from the bottle’ might have been accurate. My home was strewn with empty 2 litre bottles. Nicole got up and went to the bar; she had a brief discussion with the barkeep and then brought me a drink. 

“This is your last drink sweetie.” She said to me. “Bartender thinks you’ve had enough.” She resumed her affections toward me, but I didn’t complain or resist her in any way, due to my emotional starvation.

I leaned under the table very quickly and removed my shoes, which were fancy high heel shoes. They were uncomfortable, but looked nice. The façade I was trying to put up to attract a man was obviously finished, so I saw no need to keep wearing them.

I drank my drink quickly, swallowing it in a few quick gulps, and then I got up to leave.

“Thanks for your company, but I think I’m just going to go to bed now. It was nice meeting you Nicole, I hope you do well on your travels.” I waved goodbye to her. I never asked where she was going; only I assumed that she was in a hotel for a reason not unlike mine. I swayed through the lobby, my walking affected by the drink. Just before I reached the elevator an arm came up under mine to support me.

“Let me walk you to your room dear. It’s a dangerous place this neighbourhood, and a pretty young girl like you in fancy provocative clothing shouldn’t walk alone.” Nicole said. She walked me into the elevator, to my floor and then to the door of my room. I could barely see straight by then. She escorted me in and to my bed, where she laid me down. But instead of leaving she went to the door, closed it and shut the latch. The door was locked.

“Sit up sweetie.” She asked me, in a very comforting voice.

I did as she asked, she sat on the bed beside me and we looked into each other’s eyes. Her hand rose from her lap and touched me on the breast. My breasts had stopped growing and weren’t painful anymore. I liked it, and I relished in the sin.

“Do you want me to love you?” she asked me. I nodded in silence. I was so entranced and sensitive to affection I couldn’t refuse. She rubbed my thighs, and then reached up under my skirt to touch my crotch.  Without resistance, she flipped me onto my stomach, and pulled me to the edge of the bed. I laid face down on the sheets, but my knees touched the ground. My ass was pointed to the sky for Nicole to exploit. She lifted my skirt, revealing my womanhood. 

She licked and thrashed at my vagina, ever so often inserting her fingers into it and rubbing it’s dorsal wall. She ran her fingertips over the small fleshy protrusion that was my G-spot and I came very quickly. My moans filled the room and this made Nicole only more determined.

I had never been with another woman before. I arched my head back, but I found myself squinting and unable to close my mouth as I felt a string of orgasms vibrate through me. Nicole was hard to see in the dark.

She stopped, and I continued to orgasm. Reaching back between my legs I rubbed my own clit, not thinking of her presence. All I wanted was more pleasure. 

“Hold you horses Hun. I have something for you.” She said in a sultry voice. She lifted her shirt to reveal her massive soccer ball sized tits. Each breast was firm and round and was capped by a 7-inch conical nipple. Instead of having areolas her nipples simply got thicker until the base was as wide as a jam jar lid, and their tips as sharp as a finger. They were sot and flaccid and squished against her tit flesh. This allowed them to remain unnoticed through her clothing. With a few expert finger movements she pleasured them into harding and becoming erect. She clutched my ass cheeks with both hands and entered me with one of her giant teats.

Using her long nipples she fucked me doggy style on the bed. With each thrust she got harder and harder. I found my head moving at least a foot across the sheets with each thrust. I screamed in pleasure, yet felt an agony inside me. Nicole was getting off by demeaning me and using me. She moaned and grunted as she continued to pound my helpless vagina with her invasions. She orgasmed many times, and each time she climaxed she seemed to get harder on me and become more dominant. She didn’t stop until I felt her discharge something into me, only then did she remove herself.

I lay still, half paralyzed by the immense pleasure I had received, and half ashamed of that same pleasure. The corners of my eyes drew tears. Nicole withdrew a few paces and sat on the floor jerking off her other unsatisfied nipple. I managed to sit up beside the bed on the floor and look her in the face. She had a mischievous smile and she grinned like the cat who ate the canary. I then noticed my right hand had been cuffed to the bed frame.

While I sat looking at her I began to feel strange. Tightness overcame my chest. I clutched at my self, only to feel my shirt pour through my fingers as the flesh expanded behind it.

“What the hell is this?” I yelped. I began to panic. My breasts were growing again and they were reaching monstrous proportions. Tit-flesh oozed out of my shirt’s armholes and up though the collar and hemline. It seemed almost like wet dough, rising due to warmth. My shirt suddenly became soaked as milk poured from my engorged tits and cascaded down my body and soaked my hips and crotch. A large pool formed under my ass and around where I sat. I continued to scream as loud as I could. This only seemed to make Nicole more aroused and she began to stroke herself harder. 

My tits continued to expand quickly until my shirt could take no more. It ripped down the middle and my massive milk engorged boobs flopped out onto my lap. They were so large that they rested on my thighs below, and the ever growing flesh threatened to smother my knees.. Nicole crawled towards me and began to rub and grab at me. She tongued my nipples, and I became completely ineffective as the orgasms grabbed hold of me. My nipples suddenly seemed to rise and puff out. My areolas crept slowly outward enveloping all the surrounding breast flesh. I could feel something behind my nipples, as if they were being forced to grow and extend out by some force of pressure behind them. My pleasured nipple rose like a giant cylinder from my tit and filled Nicole’s mouth as she wrapped her lips around it. 

Somehow I was changing, and it was totally incapacitating. Nicole switched from one breast to the other, blowing and sucking on my long milk filled teats. I felt her tongue enter the large holes in my nipples, stretching and pulling at the massive milk duct with all her might. She sucked and slurped my milk like a vacuum cleaner My nipples throbbed and pulsed with blood and nerves. My massive mammaries were reaching such huge sizes that they threatened to smother my face. Flesh was oozing out over my sides and over my legs onto the floor and soon I would be unable to move.

I tried holding my hefty tits but they were becoming so heavy. I could only begin to imagine their weight. My nipples were passing out of arms length and I could feel my boobs, sensing nowhere else to go expanding across my lap towards me feet; directly into the waiting ministrations of Nicole’s perverted lust.

A lock of platinum blond hair fell over my face. This surprised me again, for I felt long blond hair cascading down over my head and onto my body. It fell behind my back and down over my shoulder and arms. More hair fell over my face and snaked its way down my now canyon like cleavage. Still other hairs tickled the tops of my breasts. My tits by this point were as big as large green garbage bags filled to the brim.

“HELP!! SOMEBODY!! Uugghhhhhnnnnnnnnn.” I orgasmed, halting my pleas. But it subsided. “HELP ME PLEASE!”

“Nobody can here you. Lesson learned, never take your eyes off your drink, even to take off your shoes.” Nicole jested. She continued licking my milk and my nipples, all the while stroking herself off. Then she walked over to me on her knees and blew her load in my face. 

She must be a mutant or a transgenic, because her breasts somehow mimicked the function of a penis. Cum fired out all over my hair and face, even into my mouth. I cursed its saltiness and began to cry. My face was soaked and sticky with her load, and she whipped her long nipple across my face a few times before finally retreating and getting dressed. The last thing I remember before I fainted was her dousing me with a liquid of some kind. 

When I woke up I was moving. I was on a stretcher and there was a lot of talking around me. My heavy massive breasts were nearly suffocating me, and they obscured much of my view. However, I noted the steady passing of ceiling lights as evidence that I was being taken somewhere. A hand placed itself reassuringly on my forehead. It was warm and peaceful, not menacing.

A white sheet was draped over my body to cover it, but the incessant wobbling of my flesh threatened to shake it off at any moment. Every so often a hand would reach from out of my field of view and put it back into place. I could here broken fragments of the conversation around me.

“Med-bay report, one patient incoming, high blood toxicity, exposure to illegal substances. Recommend immediate surgical intervention.” It was a male voice, coming from the front down near my feet. Another voice came from behind my head.

“Suspect is a white female, blond hair, about 150lbs, possibly transgenic. Reported at a Western Hotel near the train station and is accused of sexual predation. 10-4” He seemed to be a police officer.

I think I was in a Hospital. But I was groggy and couldn’t see well. Soon after, I became unconscious and the night faded away. 

I woke up several days later. I had undergone surgery in the hospital and was in a healing ward. The bed I was in was warm and the sheets clean. When I came-to I examined my surroundings hoping to get information about my predicament. I did not however find out anything about the morning after my encounter with Nicole or any days after it. I didn’t even know the date, but it must have been several days later.

Through the window I saw that it was snowing, and snow hadn’t been expected until the late weekend or early next week. I had gone to the hotel on Thursday. That was all I knew.

The room I slept in was small. There was a table next to my bed that held a vase containing flowers, and there was a tele-screen located on the far wall beyond the foot of the bed. The rest of the room consisted of medical instruments and posters lining the walls wherever there was space. That was it. After I had looked enough at the room I then turned my attention to myself. Despite my memorable descent into self-destruction last Thursday, I was still not used to see two massive bulges under my blankets.  I lifted the blankets to size myself up.

Resting on my chest and in my armpits were the biggest tits I had ever had, not including what happened with Nicole. Although it was hard, I sat up. I wanted to see just how big these things truly were. When I attained verticality they fell into place on my chest and showed their true dimensions. They were the size of large melons. Each breast was easily as big or slightly bigger than my head. I fell onto my back in despair, and an audible smacking sound could be heard as my breasts jostled against each other and jiggled before coming to rest in my armpits. 

I ran my fingers through my hair and pulled at it in a sign of frustration. When I pulled my hand back into view I held in it a long thick lock of platinum blond hair. I became truly alarmed now. I was afraid at what had been done to me by that freak back at the hotel. It was too horrible to contemplate. Trying to ignore all thoughts for the time being, and avoid discovering any new ‘modifications’ to my physique I closed my eyes and lay still. Trying hard to be as catatonic as possible I eventually drifted off to sleep. 

But I was still haunted. While asleep I had a horrible nightmare. I was still in the hospital sleeping when a nurse came in. But I recognized the nurse as Nicole and she climbed on top of me. She undressed and hefted one of her mighty breasts and shoved a long hard nipple into my mouth. She grabbed my head and pushed me into her soft tit-flesh. Her throbbing brown flesh spewed creamy semen into my mouth, filling my throat. I felt sick as I dreamt it oozing down my throat and into my stomach. 

When Nicole was done she stayed on my lap, and I felt my hospital gown rise. I unbuttoned and tore it away from my body to find my breasts growing again. They throbbed and pulsated and with each quick breath from me they rose higher and higher into the sky. My nipples began to lengthen and grow. I came time and time again as they fattened and grew to large conical spires pointing like gun barrels from my now engorged boobs. Nicole hugged on of my gigantic tits and greedily took its hard bumpy nipple in her mouth.

As she sucked and gobbled it whole in her mouth I exploded in ecstasy. I sensed a parade of orgasms rippling from my deformed nipples spreading through my body. Then I ejaculated. Both my breast began to eject cum in thick streams. I was terrified by my body’s treacherous enjoyment of this. Nicole ended her play session and retreated. She wiped off her face and then left the room.

She left me there with two sputtering volcano like breasts. Creamy jiz ran down the sides of my breasts like rivers, it covered my whole chest and neck, and my lower body was swimming in a sea of cream. The hospital faded away and I was left treading water in my own gel. When I was about to drown I woke up. I spent the rest of the day awake and fearful of sleep.

I was discharged from the ward the next day. I paid for my services, and paid a stiff fee for replace the bankcard I had stolen from me, and felt as if I had been ripped off. Nothing had been done for me that would improve my state in the long term; I had simply been given a patch job. None of my possession I had at the hotel were returned, and my wallet had been stolen.

When I was released I was told that as much had been done for me as was medically possible. However my body was now stuck with some effects of the changes. Surgery had reduced the mass of my breasts dramatically, but it was impossible to reduce them below a manageable size. Too much flesh would have to be removed and it would simply cause too much damage. The catastrophic cell division of my growth alone caused enough damage on its own. My hair, now platinum blond and quite long, danced at my back in a pony-tail.

The method of growth was unknown; I was told that over the last few months there had been half a dozen cases like mine, all drawing inconclusive evidence. Each case had been sterilized and evidence removed by an unknown liquid, and in all cases the young female victims had experienced massive sexually oriented growth. 

 A few generations back, one of my ancestors was apparently given transgenic therapy from a bovine gene. It was done to correct a problem with anti-bodies not being passed to offspring in the breast milk of our women. By taking the massive does of Maxi-Form I had caused a reaction with the gene. I was told that I’d be cursed to lactate for the rest of my life. Milk would be constantly produced, and I would have to milk myself daily. If I did not, my breasts would become visibly distended and sore. 

I took the tram home to my apartment. I was wearing a pair of beige khakis and a large purple sweater; my blond hair was tied back in a bun. The hospital had given me these clothes after my examination, and they were not revealing in anyway, yet I still noticed stares. Without looking around I felt myself grin slightly, taking enjoyment in being the object of attention. The looks persisted throughout the whole tram ride until I was finally let out at my stop. 

As the train pulled away I looked up at my apartment building. It rose like a pillar before me, far above the faint light of the sun shone. I stood in the street lined by massive structures on each side; it was like looking up from the bottom of an abyss. It almost felt safe to be enclosed at the bottom. The street was a bustling center of cheap commerce. Venders, hobos, street performers and other facets of low-class life persisted in my neighbourhood.

I crossed the street at the intersection in front of the station and in the process was almost hit by a car. A taxi turned the corner without checking its blind spot and nearly ran directly into me on the crosswalk. It honked as if it was my fault and then careened away. I worked my way closer to home, using the copy of my building card the hospital fashioned for me to get inside. When I passed the security office in the lobby the guard gave me a lecherous grin. I had never talked to him before, and I never wanted to.

His office gleamed with a sickly pale white glow, most likely from the vast number of security screens inside. A large window opened the wall up for him in front of his desk and he could see through it into the lobby.

He was a chubby, bald and sickly looking fellow. All day he sat in his chair ogling the women walking through the door and delighting when strangers or residents who forgot their cards were unable to enter. 

“Sorry, building policy.” was his excuse. He normally coupled that phrase with a morbid chuckle, which often sent food particles flying from his mouth. 

I scurried as fast as possible to the safe confines of an empty elevator and pushed for my floor. The security guard ogled me intently as my tits wobbled from side to side with each step. Without a bra they leapt and dashed to my sides with every step. The gyratory actions of my chest begged attention They were impossible to hide, even under the biggest of sweaters. Despite the bagginess of the purple sweater I was given it was still pulled taut by the undersides of my milk-laden mammaries, and the waistband was barely tight enough to hold the shirt down around my waist. 

As the doors in the elevator were closing a feminine hand abruptly extended in between them and forced the two doors open. My heart jumped into my throat. I backed into the corner, seeing the woman’s hand and the image of Nicole and her breasts in my mind. I could dream that I saw Nicole forcing her way into me, and now she was forcing her way into the elevator. She always had that approach, she always had to force her way, and she always had to get inside.  I calmed down when the doors opened fully and an older woman walked in. I was just over-reacting. 

I breathed a sigh of relief. How was I to cope if every unexpected hand or startling sound could send me into a fright? I stayed as far away from the other elevator rider as possible. When I arrived at floor 15 I ran to my room. As I bolted out of the elevator I could see in the corner of my eye the other woman poke her head out to look at me. No doubt she was thinking I might be crazy. 

Once I had returned to my apartment several things pre-occupied my mind. Nicole was obviously one of them. I had compulsive thoughts of her I couldn’t ignore. Even in the most benign of situations I would see her standing before me. Other times I had visions of sex involving her bosom. If I tried to resist the thoughts anxiety would result. 

For most of the first night back in my home I watched the tele-screen. I hoped that if I could numb my mind or distract myself, thoughts of Nicole wouldn’t bother me anymore. I think it helped a bit, but often I would slip in and out of daydreams about her. The dreams were often violent and distressing. I was violated, demeaned, and taken advantage of by her just like it had been in real life. Occasionally I would have a full-blown flashback where my apartment would fade away and would be replaced with the hotel room where my ordeal had taken place. Nicole would always be there and would always try to harm me.

My obsession also brought with it certain compulsions. When I had dreams or flashbacks I would feel a strong compulsion to check myself, to make sure I wasn’t different. I always knew in my mind, even when I thought I might be changing, that I was still the same since the hospital. I was always afraid that without warning my breasts might expand and envelope me. I would stand for hours at a time pulling my shirt up around my neck and looking at my rack in the mirror, measuring my bust line over and over to make sure the size was still the same.

Sometimes I had compulsions to hold my breasts tight, to prevent them from growing, I would tear away my shirt and begin pushing them together, pushing my nipples into my soft flesh, I would be unable to think of or do anything else. I would just sit their hugging my breasts and manhandling them, afraid of another transformation. I knew those thoughts were irrational and that nothing would happen to me, but if I didn’t follow through I would become anxious and upset, and I would get visions of my shirt ripping apart and my tits landing in my lap. 

One positive feature of my new obsession, if there was such a thing, was that it got me away from drugs. Since the hotel I had not had any alcohol or drugs, not even anti-depressants. My thoughts were consumed by the ordeal and my intrusive thoughts. I had also however stopped going to work, and my mailbox was strewn with notices of my truantism. I had no time for booze or for work anymore. My mother called often, she was very distressed about me. I never answered her back because all I wanted was to just  disappear. 

Instead, the thoughts of my attacker became my new vice. Several times while flushing my breasts of their milk I saw her in my mind. My hands became hers and I became convinced that the squeezing of my breasts were her ministrations. Only when the milking became hard and painful in my anxious distress did I snap out of my trance. Looking down I would see that the hands were indeed my own. 

This progressed for a few days and I did very little else. At some point, on the third day I think; I received a letter from the hospital. It was a report from my examination, and it included genetic and toxicology overviews. There was not anything conclusive. The cause of my massive growth on the night of the hotel was never determined. In paraphrase, the report told me I had several forms of drugs in my system, including Maxi-Form that had been flushed. There were also traces of nanobots of the cellular manipulator kind. The microscopic machines could not be studied though for they had by then become inactive and had nearly dissolved. It was simply assumed they were the cause of my breast expansion. Also, the genetic samples taken from the semen on my body had been sterilized somehow and provided no evidence as to whom Nicole really was. 

A second sheet was a police report. My case was cold. The police rarely helped anyway, crime was rampant in the city so they concentrated on the biggest and most organized crimes. They also devoted more resources to the heavily built up and wealthy downtown core. But I didn’t live there, so they deemed me low priority. I dropped the sheet of paper in defeat. 

That night, the third night after my release, I spent wandering the streets alone without any particular idea in mind. I found it a sort of self-medicating experience. No other help was usually available for anyone these days. Help groups were too full to accept you and hospitals had no time to be comforting either. Like all the others they treat, they just patch you up and send you along home. 

Even at night the sidewalks were crowded with people. Commercial centres were bustling and people were laughing and having a good time. The streets were filled with haggling and bartering of stolen goods. Neon lights shone down on me from above advertising strip-clubs, fast food, cheap electronics and trinkets of every sort. I was hard to walk anywhere without hitting someone’s shoulder. 

Yet, through all of this, I drifted along unnoticed, in my own world, on my own little island, drifting in a see of noise. I wore a brown bomber jacket with the collar up, hiding my face, and spent most of my time looking at watches or robotic pets in shop windows.

I spent many nights roving up and down the street my building was on, looking at shops and looking at all the people and listening to their words. By the 5th night of doing it I found that if I opened my mind enough, and took in as much of the noise around me as possible it helped me cloud the obsessive thoughts about Nicole in my mind. I hadn’t milked myself since the night of reading my report and the aching and throbbing of my nipples helped distract me from Nicole as well. 

On the 7th night, I was in the subway station. I stood by the tracks, relishing each time the trains squealed by. The sounds were earsplitting, and the combined noise of hundreds of commuters provided me with an effective snowstorm to stop myself from hearing my own thoughts. Voices echoes off the tile walls and back into my ears. Pillars and alcoves in the walls formed the architecture of this place.

At 2:30am, the last train of the night arrived. I was still wandering and loafing even at this time, for sleep only brought more worry and nightmares. I had been standing there, staring into nothingness with my ears open to everything all night. As the train pulled in I turned to walk home because the station was about to close. The stairs were just to my right leading up to my street. As I turned however I came face to face with a river of jostling commuters blocking my way. They were all weaving and jostling towards the stairway and I was not keen on joining them. The pushing and shoving reminded me too much of the train station at Rockcliffe, and of the job I left behind. Instead I backed up into the shadows of an alcove and waited.

In a city with 40 or 45 million inhabitants, one never expects to come across a stranger twice. One definitely does not expect to come across a stranger twice inside of a week either. Tonight that happened. I was vacantly scanning the crowd as it slinked and slithered by me to the stairs when my eyes caught a familiar face. 

Walking through the crowd I saw a blond woman wearing a black over-coat. The overcoat was filled to the brim at the chest. The woman had her hair in a ponytail that lapped at the bottom of her neck, and she had eyes like blue fire. I had seen those eyes before, back at the hotel.

My heart rate instantly jumped, adrenaline pumped through my system. I could feel the blood being pulled from my extremities and into my core as my body temperature rose dramatically. I was burning and shaking and sweating in my dark corner. The throbbing whoosh of my blood beating behind my ears drowned out the noise of the crowd. 

Nicole looked away from the crowd to her side. Her gaze came into line with the dark alcove I was in and stared at me. Her eyes pierced my soul; the unnatural hue of them terrified me. They seemed alien, almost demonic. Time slowed down and it seemed like an eternity for her to pass. She rose up before me as I shrank against the wall. I clawed at the tiles like a trapped animal and screamed and cried but no one heard me, for my cries coincided with the departure of the subway. It screeched and howled off into the distance like a banshee. 

Nicole was gone; she had not seen me in the shadows. She had not been looking at me directly, but at the shadows themselves. She was walking away up the stairs now. In any case, my fear was terrible. I could feel myself soaked with my own milk as my tits emptied their cargo in my stress response. They sputtered under my brown bomber coat and purple sweater like loose hose heads. I had to get home and I had to get there as fast as possible. I could only think of my safety. 

I ducked out of the shadows and ran up the stairs. Tears streamed from my eyes, in my mind I couldn’t help but see her face, and I thought of mine screaming and crying as she transformed me. I walked down the street, keeping my face low lest she should find me. I shuffled and pushed through the crowded street to my building and slammed into the door. It didn’t open for it was locked and I ended up hurtling into the frame and bruising my shoulder. I pulled out my access card and swiped it and hurried inside panting and wheezing from my expulsion of energy. The sounds and sights of the street faded with the closing of the front door. The lobby was deserted.

I noticed something strange when I moved through the lobby. At first I didn’t know what was wrong, but it became apparent that something was missing. I slowed down and stopped running for the elevator. I turned to look at the security office by the door. It was empty. It was never empty unless it was closed, and it never closed. 

I slowly walked over to the security window. I couldn’t see anyone at the desk. I opened the door and walked in, closing it behind me. When I turned around to survey the room I screamed. My already racing heart took another jolt. A guard lay on the floor, his chair toppled over. A bullet hole was in his head between his vacant lifeless eyes. 

A wall of security monitors flickered beside me. The office was a small perfect square shape. On the wall to my right and on the far side of the room were two walls of security monitors. To the left was a large shelving unit holding recorders and tapes of all kinds. On the wall with the door I had come through were the window and the security desk with its surface covered in buttons. On one side of the desk was a large 17-inch monitor. It was currently looking at a utility closet.

In one of the small screens on the wall a figure clad in a black overcoat with blond hair in a ponytail walked through a hallway. I checked the monitor, it was labeled floor 15. That was my floor!! Nicole was there, waiting for something. She paced up and down the hallway, as if looking for something. Was she looking for me?

Another person entered the screen. A tall bulky man walked by. Nicole paid no attention to him and in fact she turned away when he passed. She waited for another minute until someone else came along. This time it was a woman. She wore dark skin-tight pants and a light cropped top with stilettos. She had barely a shirt on at all, the back was open and her mid-drift was exposed almost up to her breasts. A deep hemline plunged down so far that the only thing holding the shirt together was a clasp in her cleavage. It wasn’t really a shirt so much as a bra-like garment that covered her shoulders. She was probably coming home from a night of clubbing. 

The wall of security screens had a row of monitors for each floor. Each monitor was a separate camera at a regular interval down the length of the hallway.

I followed the girl as she walked from the elevator down the hall. She passed from the first screen, then to the second screen, then the third and so on. There were seven screens, Nicole waited in the 5th screen. She passed Nicole in the hallway and Nicole followed her. The girl looked back at her follower and I saw Nicole suddenly grab her hapless victim in a bear hug. She grabbed the girl’s hands and held them tight. Then Nicole reached into her pocket, brought out a needle, and plunged it into the girl’s neck. The girl went limp. 

Nicole dragged the girl to the end of the hall and opened a door. It was a utility closet. I noticed movement in the desk monitor. It was set to view that closet. Nicole was undressing the girl in the closet. She had the door closed and locked behind her. The girl struggled a bit and found herself handcuffed to a pipe. Nicole stripped the girl’s pants off and then undressed herself. She brought out her mighty rack and I saw her nipples extend and stiffen on the screen. She forced the legs of the poor girl apart and began raping her. The girl screamed and cried, but strangely it seemed to subside. 

Like what happened to me, the girl seemed to have difficulty keeping her faculties. Even though she didn’t want Nicole’s attention she was drawn in by it just as I had. She soon started orgasming and moaning. I couldn’t hear the sound mind you; I only read the expression on her face. The expression was a look of confusion. She feared Nicole and was confused because her body was giving her so much pleasure. Somehow Nicole had a way of pacifying her victims. Was it something to do with the needle?

The expression on the girl’s face soon turned to bewilderment after Nicole was finished with her. Her shirt suddenly started getting deformed as her tits grew rapidly and tumbling blond hair covered her eyes. I almost thought I saw her hips bulge outward as she transformed into a hyper-feminized vixen. The clasp on her shirt broke and her tits fell into a bulbous globe like shape. They grew and grew and grew and Nicole watched in delight. She seemed to get off by watching the transformation. She jerked-off furiously, pleasuring her penis-like nipple, and watching in glee as the growth continued. The young girls breasts grew so big they fell into her lap and began smothering her legs and crotch. They rubbed together and formed a canyon of cleavage. She tried to contain her growth with her arms, but it only served to make her quiver and jiggle more violently. It was astounding; her breasts were big enough at this point to be compared to the old yoga balls my mom used to use.

The young girl passed out and Nicole finished up. She blew her load all over the girl’s massive boobs and then put her shirt back on. I watched her on the screen as she doused the girl with some kind of liquid from her pocket. She held it in a water bottle or a container of some kind. Then she left the closet and walked out into the hallway. 

I tracked her with the cameras; she walked towards the elevator but stopped a few rooms short. She turned to one of the doors and knocked. From the number on the door I realized Nicole was at MY door! She took a card out of her pocket, examined it and then swiped it through the lock. My front door opened for her and she walked into my apartment. My heart jumped out of my throat, I had forgotten in my pre-occupations to have my keycard code changed! 

I glanced at the dead security guard on the floor. He could have done it for me. The hospital’s copy of my old card contained dynamic coding that allowed it to be reset once to change the lock.

I was in panic; I didn’t know what was going on in my own home, and waited anxiously for her to return to the hallway. I despaired as I thought of the things she might do, and the things she might have done had I been there. She emerged moments later with an unimpressed look on her face. She stood in the hallway, and then brought her gaze to look up at the camera. Her eyes captured my soul and pried my mind. I saw more images of her, more flashbacks. They glowed with rage and malevolence at me. Did she know I was here watching her? How could she?

She moved again, she opened the elevator and set out for the lobby. I whimpered with fright. She was coming down to get me! I tried desperately to eject the memory card from the recorder. She must have wanted to tape herself in the act and was coming to get it.  I had to save it; I had to! Nicole was no doubt coming down to finish her work on the security room. The tape managed to come free and I pocketed it. I placed a new tape in the recorder and looked for a place to hide. As I moved away from the desk I froze; a dull tone emanated from the lobby. The elevator was here. 

Nicole emerged from the elevator and walked across the lobby to the security room. She swung the door open and stalked inside. The door shut behind her and I was trapped inside with her. I saw her foot pass me by as I hid under the stock-shelving unit. It had large wide shelves the bottom of which was big enough to hide under. I lay flat and compressed like a snake across the floor against the wall. I held my breath as one of her feet planted itself right in front of my face. A white cross-trainer shoe blocked my entire field of vision. She was at the shelving unit rustling around with some tapes. Then she walked to the desk monitor. She picked up the chair and sat on it. She pressed a button and ejected a memory disk, and then she put it in her pocket. 

She walked again to the shelving unit under which I hid. Her foot nearly stepped on my nose. I prayed she would not look down. I felt faint dripping from my breasts and shifted my eyes to look down. A small puddle had formed underneath me and milk trickled out onto the floor. A small stream had flowed out from under the shelf and into view. Nicole shuffled her feet, stepping in my milk, and I winced and clenched my teeth, waiting to be discovered. She did not see the milk or me hiding under the shelf. She walked to the middle of the room and looked around at all the screens. When her foot left my view as she walked away, I was left staring into the lifeless and vacant eyes of the dead guard across the floor from me. She pulled out a gun and without hesitation started shooting all the equipment. Shards of metal and glass fell all around my hiding place; sparks flew and covered the floor in hot metal. I held my breath tightly through the earsplitting noise until she had finished off every screen and left the building. Only then did I dare to move.

A dull tone emanated from the elevator on the 15th floor. I ran out of it and galloped down the hall to the utility closet. I carried with me a first-aid kit. I had an idea, my rage and hatred of Nicole was boiling over and if I wanted my life back I had to start planning my revenge. 

I kneeled in the utility closet before the massive boobs of her latest victim. I opened the kit and produced a sample cup. I leaned over to the girl’s head, using her soft tit-flesh to support my weight, and scooped some of the liquid on her hair into the cup. It was more of an oily substance than a watery liquid. 

I then grabbed a syringe and plunged it into one of the girl’s nipples drawing out a sample of blood. I put my samples away in the kit and then cleaned up any evidence indicating my presence. I brought a rag out from my pocket. It was stained with my milk from when I had cleaned the floor in the security room minutes before. I wiped up any traces of myself at the scene here as well. The rag was soaked in a strong sanitizer that should do the trick nicely.

I ran from the closet and to the elevator. Beside the elevator was an alarm button; it sent silent signals to the authorities in times of emergency. I pushed it with the rag and ran to my door. I shut myself inside the darkness of my room, leaned my back against the wall. I made my way blindly in the dark to the kitchen and put my new samples in the freezer. Then I found the couch in the dark and drifted to sleep. 

That night I slept very uneasily. I had another dream. I was falling into a deep void; the light above me retreated and dimmed as I sank further and further into the void and away from the real world. I flailed helplessly, unable to escape. Everything was out of control, and I had no sense of up or down. I felt as if I was about to die. The void suddenly collapsed on itself, with me still inside. It contracted around me until I saw it change before my eyes into the pupil of a bright blue eye. Nicole’s face appeared before me and she reached out and grabbed me. I woke up with a start, my body was sweating and my voice let out a laboured scream.

My paranoia returned, I felt I was changing again. I rushed to the bathroom and tried to hold my breasts in, trying to stop them from growing. I crossed my arms and squished them together. I knew I was fine, but the thoughts were too terrifying. I felt the compulsion to contain my breasts so strongly and forcefully that milk bubbled its way to the surface and out of my nipples, splashing in the sink below. I bowed my head and prayed for them not to grow. They never did, but still I spent over half an hour making sure. 

After that particularly rough morning I set out to take care of some serious business. During the night a meat wagon had come by and removed the girl from the closet. Police tape blocked it off so as not to disturb the scene or possible evidence, but it was a hollow gesture. In a neighbourhood on the fringes of the city like mine it was unlikely they would return. 

I carried with me a small cooling pouch with the blood and fluid samples I took last night. If I headed for the black market district I might find someone who could analyse them for me. Many people there have illegal microscopy equipment and techno-analysers. The black market district was probably 20 city blocks from my apartment, but I walked anyway. I had plenty of time to waste.

It took about 2 hours to get to the right place. The black market district was a shady area filled with decrepit buildings, garbage strewn sidewalks and burned car wrecks. Gang wars often persisted there and police vehicles laden with armour patrolled for signs of trouble. Even in mid-day the sounds of sirens and gunshots could be heard in the distance. 

In spite of the squalor existing in this part of town I found at least one part of it attractive. Here, unlike anywhere else closer to the core of the city, the buildings were smaller. One could actually see the sky. The highest building here was probably 5 stories tall. One building on this block was originally built to be 7 stories but it was crumbling. It’s two top stories were blown out by explosions and had collapsed due to repeated use as hideouts during the gang wars.

Once I got into the central regions of the black market I found the area less deserted.  The commercial area of this place was low key, naturally, and one had to ask around for information. The central market was a front of hand made crafts and cheap booze, but in reality it moved all sorts of illegal merchandise. There were falsified documents, weapons, illegal electronics, cybernetics and even humans being traded and bought for any number of unscrupulous activities. After questioning a few vendors I found a reference for a man named Tyron who dealt in information and had the ability to analyse and identify objects that were less than legal. Possessing a blood sample of another human was a capital offence, which meant that my less-than-legal merchandise fit the bill nicely. The law was one of the reasons compatible animal genes were used in place of human genes to correct defects.

I knocked on a cold metal door in a dark alley. A sound could be heard behind the door, and then a voice.

“Who is a knockin?” they asked. It was a male voice. 

“I’m looking for Tyron, I need his expertise. I hear he can identify things that are slightly – less – than legal.” I replied.

The door clanked and then opened. A shriveled old man ushered me inside, where I immediately had a gun pointed at my head. Another tall man came from behind and frisked me. His hands made contact with my massive fleshy orbs, and sensing their size he went back for another check. He full on cupped them in his hands through my jacket, sending shivers of pleasure through my body. My hairs stood on end and goose bumps covered my neck as he breathed on it. 

“Tell your goon to take his hands off my chest before he loses them.” I hissed through my clenched teeth. Such virulence was uncharacteristic of me, but then given recent events I had started feeling as though I had put up with more than enough shit for one lifetime. 

The man holding the gun to my face smiled, he appreciating my courage. His friend chuckled behind me and I was released. 

“Tyron is down the hall. He thinks your okay.” The man with the gun said to me. The frisky man, a large bald and somewhat chubby black man gave me a nod of approval. I was clean enough to go forward and free to walk down the dank hallway. 

Tyron was a tall skinny, lean, but muscular man. His dark skin gave him the appearance of a living shadow against the dark-adapted red lighting in his dark room. At the moment he saw me he went directly to matters of business.

“What can I do for you?” he asked briskly. 

“I need you to analyze something for me.” I held up my cooling pouch and revealed the two samples. 

“Card?” he asked me. His stare was cold and hard. His white eyes gave him a ghostly appearance when put against the backdrop of his dark skin and the lighting in the room. I handed him my bankcard, and he withdrew 1000 credits. The deal was done and he took my samples to his analyser. He placed the clear liquid in a cup like holder and closed a hatch on the machine. The machine clicked for a few seconds then displayed something on the screen. It looked to be a molecular structure. 

“Standard bio-mechanical sanitizer. Makes blood samples and organic flakings like skin and hair useless; also destroys nano-tech. It’s usually used to destroy genetic evidence or fingerprints and shit like that.” He explained. He handed me a printout report and returned the sample. 

“So that’s why she dowsed me with that stuff and that’s how she doesn’t get caught.” I mumbled to myself.

“Who?” asked Tyron, his interest was perked. 

“Nothing. Jus talking to myself.” I replied. Tyron gave a cock-eyed look but then turned back to work. He placed the blood in the analyser and set it to work. Hopefully I had gotten some operational nano-bots in there that might tell me how Nicole managed to change and violate me. If there was not a good population of nano-bots, I would be stuck at square one.

The machine did its job and an image was displayed. The molecular and genetic structure of the DNA was displayed along with two notices. Tyron viewed the two extra additions to the report with a fine toothcomb. One notice informed me that the owner of the blood was currently deceased and lying in a morgue at the Kingsfield Hospital near my apartment. I was shocked and saddened by this; the poor girl never deserved what she got. The other notice caused Tyron to look very surprised. I too saw it and knew what it was, the diagram of a nano-bot

“I’ll buy this sample off of you for 50 000 credits.” He blurted. I was taken back. 

“Excuse me?” I asked, wanting some more information.

“I want to buy your blood sample, and the nano-bots contained in it.” He repeated.

“Why? What is so special about it?” I asked. He brought his hand to my back and guided me to the display screen. It showed a diagram of a nano-bot on it. It looked like a big 4 legged spider with a spherical body and two pincer jaws. There was some sort of mechanical sensor array attached to its body as well. It was labeled an energy collector on the screen.

“These are multi-spectral nano-bots. They can cipher in energy from the entire spectrum. They don’t need their own power source and they can generate massive amounts of energy.’ He said, pointing at all sorts of little notes and diagrams on the screen.

“Multi-spectral?” I asked. 

“You know about the visual spectrum of energy right? Red, Orange, Yellow so on so forth?” he asked. I nodded. “Well there is a lot more to it than colour, mostly beyond what we see. There are gamma rays, x-rays, AM and FM waves, even Alternating current energy at the extremes. These nano-bots have the ability to tap into the whole spectrum from –10000 nanometres all the way to 10 to the power of 15. They can transduce the ambient energy of the spectrum, which flows through all things, and harness it as power.” His cold emotionless façade had decayed, revealing an excited and almost immature personality. It was hard to believe he was involved in organized crime. He patted me on the shoulder, and then offered me the 50 000 credits again.

“Why do you want them?” I asked. I wasn’t going to agree to any deal unless I knew what it was really about. 

“This is cutting edge technology. Only the cops and the government have shit like this. I heard about this stuff a few years ago when it was first developed by some egg-head in a lab right here in the market district.” He seemed proud that something important had been developed in his home district. He was flailing his arms and bobbing his head up and down in excitement. He really wanted these things.

“Some pimp had a man develop nano technology that could take women he snatched off the street and transform them into fucking hookers. I’m not talking ordinary hookers, this guy dealt in the specialty business. He would take women and transform them into the weirdest wet dreams for the nasty underground porn networks. It was a lucrative business because of the risk, but there were always hordes of perverts, fetishists, and deviants who had money to burn.” He continued.

“You keep saying ‘was’ and ‘had’ --- is the pimp dead?” I asked. I felt as if I was actually getting somewhere in my quest. 

“Oh yes he most certainly is.” Tyron beamed. “The asshole was squashed like a bug by the cops. They drove up to his house at night with guns and armour and all the fixings and made mincemeat out of him and his goons. They brought down his empire in one night before he could make it a regular living. They scrounged around for a while and after about month they had rescued about 22 women who had gone missing since these nano-bot beauties were made. These microscopic novelties I might add were the bounty of the police’s efforts. Now they use them for all sorts of crazy shit, like high tech construction, weapons, even surveillance.” 

“Hold on a second.” I interrupted. “What did he do to the women? You said they found women.” 

“Yes, 22 of them. They had all sorts of weird modifications to their bodies, extra organs, extra appendages, mutilated genitals and the like. If they hide their abnormalities they can live normal lives after being exposed to these things, although some of them went off their rockers due to the experiences. A few others had strange modifications to their brains to give them perverted thoughts and behaviours that made their owners happy.”

Tyron seemed a very intelligent and pleasant man for a criminal. Although in circumspect he is in the business of having to attract customers and amass quality information. Getting quality information means giving quality information, which means happy customers and higher returns. An amount of truthfulness, even in the black market, is always required. 

“So these women were transformed?” I asked. Visions of my bodily transformation flooded my mind. Was I a victim of this technology? Was Nicole some sort of serial rapist with a fetish for transforming other people?

“Yes they were, and it was done using these nano-bots. They collect energy from the spectrum, and use it to stimulate pre-programmed cell growth at a rapid rate. They can change someone in every possible way with the right programming. Its ironic that such an important evolution in mechanical design was created for the mutilation of hapless victims.”

“Yes, quite.” I whispered to myself, my teeth clenched and hissing my S’s. Tyron noticed my flash of anger.

“Anyway, I want to erase the programming on these things and replicate them. Lots of people would want to get their hands on these babies, especially the gangs. Although…”

His attention diverted to the screen again. He was looking at lines of code on the screen. 

“These things have been reprogrammed after their manufacture. Where did you find this sample and these nano-bots may I ask?”

There was no harm in telling him. “In the body of a girl who was raped and transformed by them.” I said wincing with the memories. Seeing those images of that awful crime being done to her, and to me, and the shooting rampage Nicole had committed in the camera room back home pushed me to the edge. My hatred was nearly overflowing like a boiling cauldron of black sludge. “I think the rapist is one of those 22 women you talked about. She has several – oddities – about her body.” I thought of Nicole’s massive breasts and her penis-like nipples.

“That would make sense, it seems the rapist is removing nano-bots from her own body and reprogramming them to produce a different effect. When they are injected they go to work like they did in her body although the results are slightly different.”

“I want a sample of the originals.” I declared. “And a sample of them in their re-programmed state.” My eyes burned with fire. Tyron saw this, sensing I was not all right, and he cast a suspicious look at me. He returned to his console and typed several commands into his keyboard. “The deal is done then. I will save you a sample of each and you will sell me the rest?” He gestured for my bankcard but I raised my hand in a halting gesture.

“If you can sell them and replicate them for profit then I want more than 50 000.” I said. My voice was full of confidence and determination. My hatred and anger and sense of retribution were giving me an unnatural high. “I want 2 million credits, paid up front.”

Tyron’s eyes bulged in shock, but then his expression was lightened. He seemed to accept that it was a fair deal. I thought it was a reasonable offer at the time and he knew he could make much more than that in profit. I gave him my card and he took it in agreement. He swiped my card on his machine and the transaction was complete. 

It took a minute for him to harvest the nano-bots. He separated the samples and erased the extra programming on one of them. He handed them to me and gave a wry smile. He glanced back behind me at something. I turned to see the large bald black man who had felt me up at the door nodding his head at Tyron. He had communicated my deformity to Tyron somehow, and Tyron had used the information well. It was to be expected that a man of his occupation who have that kind of skill with knowledge. I took the samples from Tyron’s hand, knowing that he knew what was going through my mind. He confirmed my suspicions when I was leaving.

As I opened the door and stepped out into the ally, he gave me a final farewell. 

“Captain Ahab has to go catch her whale.” He jested. The large bald man chuckled, and then shut the door.

I had to go about the problem of finding Nicole now. It ran though my head over and over as I walked home. It was getting dark, and Dusk was casting its gloomy shadow on the district. I couldn’t expect Nicole to land in my lap again like last time. I would have to seek her out, but how?

All of the women saved by the cops were living anonymously throughout the city, so long as they kept their deformities a secret. Only the police had records of their true locations. It was a depressing dilemma seeing as it threatened to derail my whole plan. I had found a new purpose, a new drive in life and I would not let Nicole’s anonymity be an obstacle. For the first time since I came to this place, my path was clear. I anxiously  thumbed at the handgun in my pocket that I had bought from a dealer shortly after leaving Tyron’s.

Suddenly I was grabbed from behind. Two hands grappled my shoulders and dragged me into an alleyway. Three men dressed in gang colours and wearing dirty, crumpled and ripped clothing held me to the ground. One of them unzipped my bomber jacket and used a knife to cut open my purple sweater. This revealed my breasts to the cool night air, and my 3 cm nipples became profusely erect. Their thick stubby structures dilated at the tips and creamy milk oozed out all over my breasts and chest. I struggled to break free, but one man was sitting on my legs and the other two held my arms and shoulders. I didn’t dare scream for fear of being hit, and instead thought about the gun in my pocket that was loaded with a full clip of rounds. 

“Holy shit man! Look a them fucking titties!” shouted one of the men. His voice came out distorted as he was probably illiterate and was missing some of his teeth. 

“They have to be the size of those old dodge balls I used to play with in the third grade.” Joked another one. 

The man on my feet smacked the joker on the arm. The three of them watched my nipples and their excessive sputtering. I lay still and afraid, hoping for a chance to use my gun.

“Bro, she’s a fucking freak, a mutant!” sneered the man on my feet. One of the other men raised his fist and struck my face. “I hate fucking freaks!” he declared. The man on my feet was unbuttoning my khakis when two other men appeared behind him. They wore long coats and wore bright bandanas. They saw the three men on me and started jumping for cover. One of them pulled out a gun and shot one of my captures in the back of the head. His eyes rolled in their sockets and he fell face first onto the crotch of my unbuttoned pants. 

My other two captures also pulled out guns and fled. I found myself in the middle of a gunfight. Two men were out on the street hiding behind the corners of the alley opening while my two former captures were crouched among garbage bins. Bullets whizzed over my head as they exchanged fire. I pushed the dead gang member off of me and did my pants back up. I crawled and hid in a pile of garbage while the others fought. They fought for what seemed to be an eternity until I heard the sound of an engine. There was some shouting and then the bullets stopped. I heard the others run away, and when I looked up from my garbage pile I saw a police cruiser. I cop was examining the body of my would-be rapist. 

He saw me cringing and shivering in the garbage. When he sighted my ripped sweater and my naked breasts he offered me his hand. He welcomed me to his car, called in a meat wagon for the body and drove me to the police station. 

“I’m going to hand you off to the S.V.U.” he told me as he pulled up to the station. It was late evening and the sun was down. The moon gave the street a supernatural glow. My platinum blond hair reflected the light and gave off an inhuman aura. As the cop escorted me up the stairs to the station I suddenly became panicked. I was walking into a police station with an illegal weapon. If it was found I could go to jail! I searched frantically for a way out, and saw a large potted plant near the door. I discreetly made my way to the side of the stairway and dropped the gun in the plant as I passed. The cop failed to notice. I should be safe now. 

Inside I was signed into the station’s records and sent upstairs to the sexual victims unit. The cop knocked on one of the offices and a female voice welcomed him in. He went in and left a sheet of paper inside, then he ushered me in the door. When I entered I was given a shock, and my heart began to race again I could feel and hear my blood throbbing in my ears. As the door closed with a loud thud I felt trapped with my primal fear. The woman at the desk seemed shocked as well, her face went white and colourless and her hands became tense. A nameplate on the desk read ‘Nicole Redmond’.

Nicole was an investigator in sexual crimes! I couldn’t believe the irony of her position. Worst of all was that I couldn’t get her out of my life, even in this huge city!. Day and night she haunted my thoughts. I could remember her coming a few nights ago to my apartment for what reasons I could only guess. And now she was my investigator for what happened to me in the black market district. I guess it wasn’t to far fetched to expect Nicole to land in my lap after all.

Nicole was no happier than I was. She looked at me coldly, but then composed herself in a calm collected manner.

“You might as well sit down.” She said to me. I sat down tensely. Faced with my enemy I wished I had my gun. There was a bullet in it just for her. 

“Why don’t you tell me what happened.” She said emotionlessly, taking out a pen and paper.

“What?” I wheezed. Tears filled my eyes.

“Why don’t you tell me what happened – in the alleyway.”

“How can you say that? You know who I am, I know you do.”

Beyond her job’s normal professional banter she had no words for me. She stared at me coldly; her blue eyes stabbed my soul. 

“Perhaps you have something to say then?” she asked me. Her calm made me livid with rage. I wanted to jump over her desk and strangle her. I wanted to clasp my hands around her throat and watch her face turn blue and the life drain out of her freakish eyes. I wanted to stab her and beat her and shoot her over and over again. I did so in my mind a dozen times. I only had one thing to say.

“Why did you do it to me?”

“It could have been anyone. You were just in the wrong place at the wrong time. There is nothing more to it than that.”

“Wrong place? Wrong time? That’s it? There is no other reason?” My voice trembled with fear, with rage, and with sad emotion. All of those aspects of my thoughts conflicted with each other, and I was confused and jumpy.

“Yes, there is no other reason. If you must know, I killed a girl the other night. She wouldn’t have died mind you, had I not been forced to come looking for you. So chance is not always the only factor like it was in your case.” She hissed. Her words were spears in my heart. I scowled at her audacity in implicating me in the fault of the poor clubber girl’s death. I stood up and towered over her.

“You mock my pain!!” I screamed.

She rose to match my height. She was taller than I, and it made me seem meeker.

“I have known more pain than you shall ever know!” she shrilled. Her voice split my ears and shattered my mind like glass. “I was enslaved and sold like a commodity while you were enjoying the pleasures of a free life! I was mutilated, and given these – things!! These abominations are my legacy!” she opened her shirt and displayed her deformed breasts. “Do not lecture me on pain you bitch! You couldn’t hold a candle to what I have experienced.”

I stood frightened before her. How I wished I had my gun. I would shatter her skull a million times if I could. I could see myself pounding her face into a bloody pulp in my mind with the handle of my weapon. I cowered back in my chair, afraid in the knowledge that my gun was outside in a plant and out of reach.

“You should be grateful.” She spat.

“How so?” I sobbed, hating what she had reduced me to yet again. I looked away from her chest in a vain attempt to block out my obsessive thoughts. I grabbed at my chest and pushed in on it to prevent myself from a growth I knew in reality would not happen.  

“I spent 2 years as a hooker. I was the number one girl of a pimp who took girls off the street and sold them to his deviant clients. I was his first acquisition, and he kept me for himself. He changed me, and used me to change other women. I have to live with that, and I have to live with the fact that I have harmed countless scores of women since my release. Since then, only you have survived to know who I am.”

She paused, and a chilled silence permeated the room. She was waiting for me to say something, but I did not speak. I simply mashed my tits and prayed to myself for it all to end.

“When the cops found me, they pitied me.” She continued. “They took in my mutilated form and gave me a new start. I came here and found a new purpose. I helped women deal with being sexually violated like I had. But it was a double life, my experiences in the underworld scarred me badly and at times I am someone else. I have to live with that and you will have to live with that too.”

“They massacred my mind you know.” She whispered “Those robotic things changed me, and now I live in a horrible dichotomy. I want to be normal, but I can’t be that way. Do you think what I do is natural?”

She rose up on her toes and leaned over her desk to come face to face with me on the chair. Her blue eyes burned holes in mine only 6 inches away. Her mouth opened and in her most frightening and malevolent hissing she spoke.

“I can’t let you tell anyone what has happened between us. Tomorrow night, I will come to your apartment to finish this once and for all. You had better leave town by then -- or else.”

My eyes bulged with fear. My tongue thrashed in my dry mouth and my scratchy throat gulped. My only wish was to fade away and never be seen again. I slid out of my chair and weakly stumbled to the door.

“Don’t try to hide in the city Jane.” She retorted. “I will be able to find you.”

I didn’t acknowledge her, I simply moped to the door and left.

I left the police station under escort. When I again reached the steps I bowed beside the potted plant to pretend to re-tie my shoe. In doing so, I discreetly retrieved my gun and continued on.

The police cruiser dropped me at my building. I went inside, passed the smashed security office and slowly made my way to my room. For much of the night I lay in my bathtub rubbing and hugging my breasts, hoping they wouldn’t grow. That anxiety reducing behaviour helped me assemble an illusion of control over my life. I could stop the growth; it just needed a little work. 

Life was about control it seemed. It was about Nicole’s control over me, about my control over my mind, and about control over my body. 

My control over my mind was fading. Flashbacks and images intruded into my thoughts and poisoned my memories. All I could see was Nicole and her breasts violating me, taking my control away from me. 

I needed that control back. I remembered Tyron, and I remembered my gun. I saw Tyron’s face in my mind, his white eyes the only lights in the darkness. He was a master of control. He handles information and he decides who gets what and for how much, and I realized that he had helped me. Information can be liberating. I needed to follow his example and take control. If I want my life back, I’d have to eliminate Nicole’s control over me. 

I know exactly how I can do that.

My compulsions ceased, at least for the moment. My mind had focus, and I knew what I had to do. I got out of the tub, and walked naked to the couch. I opened the small cooling bag, and revealed the nano-bots. As I pulled out one of the sample cups I dropped it on the floor. It cracked and the sample became exposed. I realized they were the re-programmed nano-bots. I had to save them because I would need them later. 

I located the stolen first-aid kit and brought out two syringes. I plunged one into each sample bottle and extracted the full compliment of nano-bots. I placed the syringe of the saved re-programmed nano-bots back in the cooling bag. I used a dishcloth to tie my arm and reveal it’s artery. Then, with my breath held I plunged the needle of original nano-bots into my skin and pushed on the plunger. The sample entered my blood stream and went to work. 

I clutched at my abdomen. My insides began to turn and twist. I felt two small bumps form on my stomach above and to either side of my navel. My skin around the two redish bumps seemed to boil and become bumpy. The skin quickly changed to a brown colour and two large spires began to develop in the middle of two massive new areolas. It spread quickly like a rash and then the flesh under it began to swell. I fell onto the floor and writhed around topless. I wore only my beige khaki pants and the cold floor chilled my body. My nipples stood at attention, and milk poured down my sides. I felt wrapped in a blanket of bliss and orgasmic sensation as my chest exploded in violent convulsions. Milk was shot high into the air and my mouth clenched and gasped in tension. Below my two lactating tits were the formative bulbs of two more. They expanded and swelled with each breath and a massive swollen cone-like nipple capped each one. They oozed at the ends as semen drained from their tips. My top two breasts were tipped in the direction my face as the two others grew to enormous proportions.

I parted my lactating milkers and watched the spectacle. I screamed and smiled and felt wonderful. My new tits were as big as my head and still growing. They flopped over the flanks of my lower torso onto the floor. They hit the floor with a dull thud and compressed under their own weight causing my conical nipples to blow thick chunky juices in an explosive pattern onto the floor. They jiggled and swayed as they reconstituted their firm spherical shape. I panted and moaned in ecstasy. When it was finally over I stood up and went to the bathroom mirror to view my profile. 

I was utterly magnificent. Attached to the bottom of my rib cage and below my original two tits was a pair of slightly larger breasts with massive conical nipples. The nipples were flaccid and limp now. They curved slightly towards the floor. I left the bathroom, my big udders swaying in the air as I walked and sat on my couch to get comfortable. I let my new attributes rest on my thighs and reveled as my legs sank into their soft fleshy bodies. I touched my new nipples for the first time. 

“Ooooooohhhhhhhhhh.” I moaned.

My nipples were like nothing I had ever experienced before. They were like long stiff shafts wrapped in a blanket of skin. When I grabbed the skin and pumped my hand up and down it produced friction against the shaft and explosive pleasure resulted. I leaned back on the armrest of the couch and stretched out onto my back. There on the soft cushions I began to pleasure myself. I did so many times; alternating and jerking one nipple while the other rejuvenated its strength. By the end of the night my torso and tits were covered in my own velvety deposits. 

I never slept that night, and early the next morning I managed to pull myself away from my new assets. I ate some food calmly and rested my aching soul. I did not pack my bags or attempt to leave. I waited for Nicole with my gun in my lap, for there was a bullet in there for her. I knew what I had to do. I had lost all fear, and I could see the end of the dark tunnel. I saw Michael Vannen and his oversized hat. He tried to help me, but he failed No one could help me; I had to help myself. 

It was dark and late, about 10:00pm. The door to my apartment slowly creaked open. It’s hacked access lock sparked and sputtered. A female figure clad in a black overcoat crept into the room. She scanned the room for movement. There was one main room, half was a living area and the other half was a kitchen. A set of couches lay in the living area and a tele-screen stood against the wall. The kitchen was tiled and white, and cupboards lined the walls while a counter stood like an island in an ocean of ceramic. She closed the door behind her, shutting out all light from the hallway. 

Shuffling could be heard in the darkness, something was feeling the wall. It found a small knobby protrusion on the wall and pushed up. The lamp flickered and burst in a nova of light. In the flicker the invader saw something. It was a person standing against the far wall by the tele-screen. It had been in the shadows before but was now exposed. As the light came on the intruder was already diving behind the kitchen counter. She pulled out her gun and fired. The tele-screen exploded in a shower of sparks and glass. The other figure ran to the couch, firing bullets in turn.

I traded shots with Nicole as she hid in the kitchen. She peaked over the counter and fired into the living room. The couch exploded in a shower of feather and cotton. The glass coffee table shattered. I fired back at her. Wood splinters fell everywhere and glass exploded as shelves fell and foodstuffs were ripped apart by the bullets. I traded shots with Nicole, bullet for bullet, until she stopped. 

I could hear her re-loading. I leapt over the couch and ran to the kitchen. My humungous breasts threw themselves in opposing directions and made pendulous swings into each other. Loud smacking could be heard as I drew nearer to the kitchen counter. I dove onto the counter and leaned over the opposite side, planting the muzzle my gun into the crown of Nicole’s head. There was a bullet in this gun for her. 

“DROP IT!” I yelled.

Her gun clanked on the floor as she released her grip. 

“Stand up.” I demanded. She did as I asked. “Put your hands on the back of your head.” She did that also. She looked at me kneeling topless on the counter aiming my gun at her. It was a KP-51 handgun with a 17 round clip. I had remembered what kind of gun she used when I bought my own. I saw it clearly in the camera room many days ago. I found out it only had a 16 round clip. I knew that if I just waited her out I could end up on top with one bullet left. 

Nicole stared at my new tits; they perched bulbously from my torso, ready for action. My nipples were erect from the excitement and ready for the job I planned for them. 

“You’ve made a mistake.” said Nicole.

“Shut the Fuck up. Walk over here Bitch!” I barked. I pointed to the back of the couch. She walked obediently over to it and stood facing me. 

“Drop the coat.” I demanded. She did as I asked. She wore a tensor bandage over her chest to contain her bosom and she wore blue sweatpants but that was all.

“Turn around and bend over!” I shrieked. She was startled and turned around. She bent over the back of the couch and planted her hands on the shredded seating cushions. I backed up a few paces to the kitchen counter while still keeping my gun on her and grabbed a knife from the counter. 

“You don’t want to do this.” She sobbed, “You don’t know what’s happening.”

“Shut the fuck up!”

“Just listen to me, I have to tell….”

“SHUT UP!” I screamed. I took the knife and shredded her pants. I severed the waistband and tore them from her hips. They fell limp around her ankles. I took my hand and ripped her underwear off revealing her vagina. I picked up a roll of tape and broke off a piece. I leaned over her back so she could feel my stiff nipples on her skin. I wanted to give her a foreshadowing of what she was about to get. I took the tape and using one hand on each side of her face I taped her mouth shut. I held the gun against the back of her head and took my revenge. 

I slipped myself inside her and thrusted with vigour. Every thrust brought more pleasure and satisfaction. Now that the positions were reversed Nicole would finally feel what she had done to me. Revenge was a dish best served cold, and this was very cold indeed. I came to climax and withdrew myself. I spurted my spunk all over her back and the back of her head. Then, as per my practicing, I went for another go. I used my other nipple and fucked her again. I spanked her ass and treated her like an invalid and as a toy and as my property. When I neared climax I withdrew and told her to turn over. 

She stood up and faced me. I ripped the tape away from her mouth. I grabbed the knife and cut the tensor bandage. Her massive tits wobbled hypnotically in their new freedom. Nicole spoke again. 

“Jane, listen to me I half to tell you something about… AH!” she yelped as I blew my load all over her massive cleavage and aimed for her face. I wanted to disgrace and demean her. She gasped and spat as my semen entered her open talking mouth. When I had fired off all I had to offer I backed away and leveled my weapon at her. 

“Okay then Nicole,” I sneered. “Make your final statement then.” 

“Oh my god Jane? What have you done? Why did you give yourself those – things!” she pointed at my two extra breasts, identical to hers. 

“I wanted to show you what it was like to be a victim of your torment. I wanted to hurt you in the way you hurt me!” I cried in rage. 

“You didn’t have to become me!” Nicole shrieked. 

“What the fuck are you talking about?” I demanded. I moved closer, aggressively pressing the gun’s muzzle against her forehead. 

“I don’t mean to do it!” Nicole sobbed. She began to cry and shake. She looked pathetic to me, like an ant about to be crushed. “Like I said it’s a double life. The nano-bots, they altered my brain. That’s how they got me to transform all those girls. It felt so rewarding to do it, to see them transform! When I was rescued I was happy, but it seemed as though something was missing. I had to do it! The urges were so strong!” she broke down on the floor, sliding down against the back of the destroyed couch. I kept my gun trained on her but my focus was waning. What was she talking about?

“I can’t help but think these things and feel this way. If I try to resist it I feel like I’m dying inside!” She sobbed. I thought then of my obsessions and compulsion, and how I had been a slave to them myself, and how Nicole was just a slave to hers. It was here that I saw the true tragedy of her victimization. 

“I’m not going to kill you Jane, it makes no difference now. You have as much at stake as I do.”

“Bullshit!” I screamed. I denied her claims. “I am in control here! I have other nano-bots, I can program them to change me back!”

“So do I!” shouted Nicole, suddenly reeling like a cornered animal. Her eyes burned with anger, not at my demeaning of her, but at what I had done to myself. “I’ve had them for years, but I’ve never used them to change myself back. It’s too hard! These terrible breasts and these terrible urges become so rewarding and reinforcing! The cops don’t know I have them and none of the other women do either. No one has ever been changed back. We all just deal with it you got that? And satisfying the commands of my transformation helps me deal with it Jane -- it helps me deal!” She again started to sob, but more quietly and calmly. She looked down the barrel of my gun and began to speak again.

“You’re not in control, you gave it up the moment you injected those things into you.” She explained. “I’m not in control. If I was I wouldn’t have hurt all those people, and I would have you pull that trigger.”

I was suddenly overcome by her words. What had I done? 

“I pity you Nicole.” I said. “Please just go, your secret is safe with me.” I threw her coat to her and she wrapped herself in it. Then she quickly slinked away. 

Only hours after my confrontation with Nicole I was back on the street. My tits ached profusely. Two wanted milking and the other two cried out for satisfaction. I made my way to the black market district with the other sample of my nano-bots. I planned to see Tyron again and have him reprogram them to change me back. I would have them change me back to my original self, the way I was before all of his started. I would prove Nicole wrong.

It was Saturday night, or rather Sunday morning. It was almost 1:00 am. The streets were crowded with partygoers. I was going to take the transit system to the black market district and spend as little time on the streets there as possible. 

I walked along my street towards the subway. I was swimming in the crowded happiness of the street. People were laughing and walking drunk everywhere and the air was loud with music. I spotted a young girl walking in front of me in a red crop top and navy mini-skirt. I fixated on the way her hips swayed and her chest jiggled. My gosh! She was strikingly beautiful. 

I still walked towards the black market district, and she still walked ahead of me in the same direction. She must live in one of the building up ahead which lie along my route to the market district. I clutched the vial of nano-bots in my pocket. I fought with myself, I needed to take them to Tyron. My attention betrayed me though, and I continually fixated on the girl in front of my. The street was getting quiet, the hour was late, and I was still far away from Tyron’s. As I clasped the syringe in my hand, and stared at the girl ahead of me I became unsure of what to do next.

The end

 Alternate ending

She was so beautiful! I was entranced by the way she walked. She was walking with another person, a man so I kept my distance. My heart raced and my palms sweat. I could feel my adrenalin rushing with each step of her pretty legs. 

I don’t know how long I followed her, but after some time her male companion left her. She was walking into a large apartment building and about to open the door when I spoke to her. 

“Excuse me?” I called. She turned to face me, from her perspective she saw what looked to be a pregnant woman wearing khakis and a brown bomber coat. The space in my jacket she thought was my protruding belly was actually filled with my new breasts. I used my hands in my jacket pockets to squish them together to make it look like what was under my coat was one big mass, such as a belly.

“Yes, can I help you?” she asked in return. I suddenly found that I didn’t have anything to ask of her. I had just wanted to say something to her so badly I had acted on impulse. I quickly made up a cover excuse so as not to look stupid. 

“I’m looking for an apartment building called ‘The Ambassador’, do you know where it is?” I asked. I knew where it was because it was it was my building, but it was all I could think of. She walked down from the steps and into the sidewalk. It was quiet outside; her building was on a deserted side street. I stood by her side and she pointed me down the street. I watched her mouth move elegantly and I felt lust for her. I reached into my pocket and revealed the cooling bag. Inside was the syringe of saved nano-bots that I was supposed to be taking to Tyron. 

I eyed the girl’s neck; it was so pretty and elegant. I grabbed the syringe and plunged it into her. She gasped and fell back into my arms. I dragged her from the front of the building to the back. I could fantasize about her swelling mams in my mind. I lay her on top of a garbage bin and removed her mini-skirt and panties. She would be so pretty with massive tits. She moaned and craved my touch as the nano-bots went to work. He rose off the lid of the garbage bin as her chest began its swelling. I undid my brown bomber jacket and took out one of my big nipples. I spread her legs and slipped myself inside. I had become something else.

The End

