A Devils Deal.

DISCLAIMER: If you shouldn’t be reading this – if you’re not legally old enough, if you don’t happen to LIKE stories about ever growing breasts, or if you just downloaded this to make sure your internet was working properly – don’t read it. This is for us folks that LIKE such concepts as magic, tits, and the inevitable union of the two for our own sexual fantasy.

Chapter One: A Brave New World.

2013 had been a good year for mankind so far. At the end of 2012, at the end of the Ages of Man, religion and science had, together, witnessed something both deemed impossible. 

For religion, it was the shock that none of them, no not one single faith, had been right. This was followed by the shock that none of them had been wrong, either. Pieces to a puzzle that even six months later we were only beginning to understand.

For science, everything had changed. They called it the Golden Moment. A celestial, macro and microcosmic event. The Grand, Unifying Theory made manifest in the form of a universe undone.

The long and short of this moment was that magic, faith, science, whatever word you’d like- but the power behind all powers had been given back to man. 

Were we enlightened enough for such a gift? Well… 2013 had been a good year for mankind… so far.

I.

Adara Sanders slouched back in her chair. Going for your masters was supposed to be worth it, but… she’d always imagined these two years were supposed to be hard, and full of work. Instead, the damn world had turned itself on its head and everything she’d been working for had up and been proved at least half wrong. Not that anyone knew exactly how it had been wrong at this point.

“Pharmaceuticals are going to change drastically in the next decade, folks.” She’d also thought that she had seen the last of that odious man at the front of the lecture hall. Godfried had been head of the Pharmacy department here at U.N.P. for longer than anyone could remember. If he’d been interesting at one point, that part had gotten older than the rest of him and was already dead.

“Miss Sanders, am I boring you?” 

Dara looked up. “Yes, Professor Godfried, you are.”

The professor gave her a surly look. “You don’t find the events of last December even remotely interesting?”

She shook her head, short brown hair swishing back and forth fluidly. “I just want to be doing something other than talking about it. We’re supposed to be some of the brightest minds in the world, in pharmaceuticals! We should be experimenting with all of this new… magic, not just talking about the ramifications all the time. We should LEARN, while we’re here at school.”

The old, hunched man chuckled. “And if Einstein had decided to play with his nuclear ideas, instead of thinking them through?”

Dara sighed. “For all you know, Sir, he might have gone farther in his work that way.”

“And he might have blown himself, and probably many many others, into Mars’ orbit.”

For the third time, she sighed.

II.

Twelve hundred miles away, sitting beneath an oversized umbrella and eating a ham sandwich, Dirk Glasner watched as two of his coworkers squabbled.

He smiled internally, glad that at least one of his life choices had turned out for the best. Sure, the world was in a whole new ball game now, but electrical engineering was going to remain a much needed field for awhile yet. At least until man understood the rules of the game now.

He had no doubt that soon – hopefully not too soon – the world would find new power sources, and new methods of communication, and being able to build a motherboard would become an obsolete trade, but for the moment, the worldly need for understanding meant a much, MUCH bigger need for computers. And that, he thought happily, I can do.

“You’re just not hearing me, Dishwalla,” the older of his colleagues said, slamming a meaty fist into the table. Dirk picked up his iced tea just as the glass began to tip from the blow.

His younger, female coworker shook her dainty head. “Aerosmith, I know what you’re saying, but you’re wrong.”

“I’ve been in this business for thirty years! I know how it moves!”

“And I’ve actually seen the world! We’re going to be out of the job before the years over!”

Dirk felt like he was watching tennis.

“People will ALWAYS need electronics. They can’t do without them at this point!”

Ball in the other court. Bite of sandwich, drink of tea.

“Not when they find something better, Aerosmith! There’s MAGIC in the world now! Scientists are starting to call themselves WIZARDS for Christ’s sake!”

Ball in the other court. Bite of sandwich, drink of tea.

“Dishwalla- Jen. Yeah, you’re right, someone WILL find something new, but what you’re not getting is-“

“Exactly, Jim, and when they do-“

The hand came down again, rattling their plates. When both of them were silent for more than five seconds, Dirk felt the sandwich go heavy in his stomach. He knew where this was going.

“Well?” Jennifer asked.

“Yeah, what about you, Cold Play? What do you think?”

Dirk thought for a moment, while swallowing his bite. Yep, he’d have to play his trump card. “Who started calling me that in the first place?”

Jen sighed. “Don’t change the subject, Dirk. Answer the question!”

Damn, he thought, trapped. 
“Well… someone is going to figure out something better eventually, but-“

“HA!” Dishwalla broke in, “What did I tell you?”

“BUT!” Dirk cut in before she had chance to continue. “But it could be years… and I just thought of something.”

Both of them looked at him, eyebrows raised. 

“Why not us?”

Jim shook his head, “Why not us, WHAT?”

“Why not come up with something better ourselves?”

Jen furrowed her brow. “Well that’s just stupid, I mean…” her eyes went off to somewhere very far away.

Jim smiled grimly. “Now there’s a thought, all right…”

III.

“Aphrodite!” Adara waited. 

Nothing. She repeated the last gesture and called out the goddess’ name once more, louder, “APHRODITE!”

A long wait. Nothing.

Dara stood after another long sigh and looked around her apartment. Books were strewn across every open space, save the circle she’d marked on the tiled floor with chalk.

“Everyone else has managed to someone one of these freaking Gods… why not me?”

The experiments had been going on for nearly four months. The first instance of a successful summoning, back in January, had been entirely accidental. A high school boy had attempted to summon a demon after a bully had beat him up at school. Not only had the blasted thing appeared, it had taken three state troopers all of their ammunition – and one of their lives – to bring it down before it could kill anyone else. Other than the poor boy that had brought it into the world.

Since then, people the world round had begun trying every manner and practice of magic, miracles, and other things of that nature. Adara, herself, had tried various rituals on ten different occasions now. Not one had been successful.

“It’s because you don’t believe, Girl.” 

Adara spun to face the voice. A man was leaning against the wall in the corner. His top hat was tilted down over his brow far enough that she couldn’t see much of his face, but she didn’t need to. He was red skinned and goat legged.

“Oh no.”

The figure looked up and raised it’s hands defensively. “Hold, Adara. I’m not here to take your soul or anything of the sort.”

“You’re the Devil!!” 

He laughed. “Yes, yes I am. And I’m here to make a deal with you.”

Dara snorted. “I’m not going to make a deal with the devil! There’s always a seemingly harmless catch that comes back to bite people in the ass!”

The devil shook his head. “How do things like that stay around? I haven’t been able to make deals for nearly six thousand years! And you people STILL know the rules?”

The slight girl took a step back. “Would you, you know… leave?”

The goatman sighed. “Alright, here’s the deal: I can’t force you to do anything, like making a deal with me. But people in your age are pragmatic, right? Why don’t you at least discuss the possibilities with me?”

“What for? You’d just take my soul in the end, right?”

The red skinned man shook his head. “No, I don’t really collect souls. But… well, look around you. You were trying to summon a greek goddess. People have brought Norse, Incan, even ancient Babylonian gods and demigods up, right?”

Dara saw where he was going with this. “So, the war with God, you being a fallen angel…”

“That’s the myth. Just as it’s a myth that the Greek Gods were the ONLY Gods.”

“So… talk, then. You’ve caught my interest.”

The man smiled. “I’m going to turn back into my original form, if you please. It’s uncomfortable to walk around on these,” he gestured to his goat legs.

She watched as his body wavered, as though the air in front of him had just been super heated. When it cleared, he had normal legs, and was dressed in a rather nice suit. “There,” he said, brushing some goat hair off of his shoes, “That’s better.”

 The Devil crossed the room and sat on the couch, then motioned for Dara to sit in the arm chair. As he motioned, the books that had been piled in it lifted off the ground and sorted themselves back onto her nearly empty book cases.

Dara sighed and sat down, thinking, What kind of a fool are you, girl? This is the devil! The prince of lies! 
But he’s right. None of the religions was right. Everything is up in the air. I need to understand more of the rules to this game before I-

“Yes, you do need to understand the rules.” 

Dara looked up sharply. “Do me a favor. Don’t read my mind anymore. I appreciate my privacy.

The devil nodded. “Fair enough, I’ll stay out of your head. But, you were thinking smart: Making ANY kind of a deal when you don’t know what you’re in for is just stupid.

“Firstly, I’ve had many names in your history, almost all of them forgotten. Secondly, I was never cast out of anything. I was never an ANGEL, so…

“My purest name, for the purposes of describing me, is simply Trickster. In Native American mythology, I was a fox who would lead warriors into seemingly bad situations.”

“But in the end, they would be essential steps, if the hero wanted to complete his mission.”

“That’s right. I see you’ve been brushing up on your mythology.

“Well, to the point, I DO make deals, and I don’t disguise that there is always a seemingly harmless catch that comes back to bite people in the ass.”

Dara smirked. “Then what’s the point of making a deal with you?”

“It’s never anything that you can’t overcome, and that’s my goal: To make you overcome something.”

“How very noble of you.”

The trickster frowned. “You’re not buying it.”

Dara shook her head. “What do you get out of the deal?”

“I get to shape the world.”

“To your own twisted ends, right? I think I’m starting to understand now… Tell me something else, Mr. Devil. Who’s the REAL God? The power behind the powers?”

The man hunched. “That’s… a very complicated question.”

“Simplify.”

He sighed. “There’s a will. A power that is neither singular nor plural. It created all, and controls all. It is timeless, but living. And as all living things, it changes constantly. We are the expression, in a sense, of these changes.”

Adara thought this over. “What about Jesus? Buddha? All the other messiah’s who’ve shown up around the world?”

“Beings much like myself… though as different from me and each other as I am from you. They came for a purpose, to shape part of the world… Didn’t you notice how similar all their messages were?”

“But they all said that all the others were wrong.”

The devil smiled sadly and shook his head. “No, they didn’t. Their followers did that. You see, to most humans, the kind of power those messages hold – the power to inspire, to shape the future itself – is something to be coveted. And what better way than turning the Christ’s message into an after school club that only members could attend?”

Dara furrowed her brow in thought. “So we’re the ones that goofed it up so often.”

“Yes and no.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well,” he replied, “Everything has its place and time. Not so much fate as… logical progression. Things happen for a reason. It’s true that you always have free will, and the ability to choose. But higher powers limit your choices, you see?”

Both were silent for a long moment. Finally Dara thought she was getting a handle on things. 

She stood and began pacing the room, not noticing that the Trickster was moving books out of her path as she went. He would flick his finger at her every step, sending three or four books – an analysis of the bible here, a collection of Greek myths there – back to their places on the book shelf. She would later discover that they had also been alphabetized and sorted into categories.

At last she stopped in front of him. “So what’s the deal?”

He looked up at her, eyes twinkling. “Well, that depends on what you want.”

“Anything?” 

The being laughed. “Of course not! How long would my business last if I gave everyone whatever they wanted? What if they wanted me to destroy myself- and more than a few have tried that one – or to destroy a whole nation?”

“What if I wish for something good?”

“Ah, now we’re getting to the rules, Adara.”

She frowned. “Of course you have rules… why wouldn’t you?”

The man smiled. 

She finally sighed and rolled her hand, indicating that he should go on. “Well, let’s hear them.”

“What you get must be something selfish. Now that doesn’t mean evil… only that it’s something for you, not the betterment of mankind. It must also be something material… within reason. I can also change something that already exists, if you like.”

She waited. “Is that all?”

“Well, there’s the catch of course. But that will also depend on what you ask for. So? What do you think?”

“If I tell you something, and you tell me the catch, can I still back out?”

The devil nodded patiently. 

Dara raised an eyebrow. “So, if I asked for a gun that could shoot anyone, anywhere, I’d still be able to back down after you told me that it’s dark secret was that it would go off by itself every so often?”

The devil smiled and pulled a notebook from his pocket. “I like that. I’m writing that down.”

“Hey!” she cried defensively, “Don’t steal my ideas!”

The Trickster puffed up stiffly, “I’ll give credit where credit is due, thank you very much! But you must admit- that IS rather wicked.”

Dara looked at the floor. “I had no idea I had such a pension for evil.”

The devil stood and put his arm around her shoulders. “Few do, my dear. But, to answer your question from before, yes, I will allow you to draw out of the deal after you know its dark little secret, should you be so inclined.”

“Then let’s proceed.”

The devil smiled. “Tell me what you want, Adara.”

IV.

Dirk wiped sweat from his brow and sat back on the bench. Time to throw the switch again… so to speak. He raised his index finger to the crystal and touched it lightly.

…Aerosm… hear m… Dirk… hear me?
“WE DID IT!” Dirk stood and began to swing around the room, arms over his head. Aerosmith and Dishwalla ran into the room, also laughing and dancing. 

After a long time, they managed to calm.

Aerosmith proposed a toast. “To the first step, friends!”

Dirk smiled slowly at him. “We’ve got a lot of work ahead of us, Jim. The crystal was barely able to transmit, and you were only in the next room.”

Jim let his jaw fall open. “We just built a two way radio that transmits thought alone, and uses only the E.M. field of a human body for power… You HEARD me, Cold Play. And I CERTAINLY heard you back.”

“I know Jim. But we’ve only got four months until the conference and-“

Dishwalla pushed back from the table. “Whoa… what conference?”

Both of them stared at her. “You’re joking right?”

She shook her head. 

Jim sighed. “What did you think we were making this thing for, ya witless clutz? We’re taking it to the International Magical Awareness Conference in Seattle at the end of the year!”

Jen went ash white. “We’re… unveiling it there?”

They both nodded vigorously.

“But… that many people…”

Dirk slid around the table towards her. “Not… NERVOUS, are you Jen? Never you!”

She blushed and hung her head. “I’m… not good with huge groups.”

Jim laughed and clapped her on the shoulder. “Two minutes after we lift the sheet off of these babies, you’ll never have to worry about anything again.”

She thought this over for a moment. “But, Dirk… how did you get it working, in the end?”

He winked at her. “Alchemy.”

Both of them stared at him. “What?”

“Alchemy! I made an alchemy circle, as described in that enochian book you found me. I used it to tie the crystals together. In a very real way, they’re the same crystal now.”

“Like a split laser.”

Aerosmith looked at the two of them. “What, now?”

Jen sighed. “If you take a laser and split it in two, whatever you do to one side will instantly be transmitted to the other. They’re not sure, but they think the effect could be faster than light, somehow.”

Jim smiled even bigger. “So we might have invented a faster than light communicator?”

Jen shook her head. “WE didn’t, Aerosmith. Dirk did.”

Dirk took a step back. “No way, we worked as a team.”

“Now, I hate to admit it when the dimwit is right-“

“Hey!”

“- but you figured almost all of it out, Dirk… You’ve got a real gift for magic, it looks like.”

He blushed and put a hand behind his head. “Aw, rhyming words and drawing circles is nothing special. Everyone will be able to do it soon.”

Jen shook her head. “No. You’ve got a gift. You knew to use quartz crystals-“

“Because they vibrate and-“

She continued, unphased. “And you whipped that spell right out of the air, without even thinking-“

“I was in choir for years, and rhyming is-“

Jim cut him off.“And then you just plucked the idea of real, working alchemy out of a book written long after magic was impossible in this world.”

Dirk just shook his head.

Jen sighed. “Did your circle look anything like the one in the book?”

Dirk didn’t say anything.

“Dirk? Did it?”

“No… not really. It just didn’t…”

Jim nodded. “It didn’t look right.”

“Guys, I don’t want to be the only one responsible for this. Besides, Jim, it was your idea to start with a radio in the first place. And, Dishwalla- you were the one who said it should work on thoughts.”

Neither of his coworkers said anything. 

“Come on, guys. We’re a team, right? And when we get this thing REALLY working, we’ll ALL unveil it… Right?” He held his hand out in front of him.

Jim thought for a moment, then nodded and set his hand on top of Dirks. 

Jen shook her head. “You two are crazy, you know that?”

They both stared at her, hands still out. After a long moment, she rolled her eyes, smiled, and set her hand down on top of Jims, thoroughly happy to be part of the team.

Over the next few days, Dirk decided to let loose, and see what he could really do, magically. Sketching an alchemy circle in the dirt with a stick had the odd effect of making the ground sink in. He didn’t understand why, until he dug down and found that a spring of ground water had appeared from nowhere, seeming to replace the dirt.

A few spoken words of rhyme, carefully selected, had caused his shirt to instantly combust - he managed to get it off before he was burned – and made a brass candle stick holder melt into a bracelet, just as he’d envisioned it in his mind.

But he had no idea why, or how. He worked during the day, spent a few hours fine tuning their device every afternoon, then tried to figure out the inner mechanics of magic in the evening. He didn’t know much so far… but he was learning fast.

V.

“And all you do is…”

“That’s right.” 

Godfried sat down. “My God, girl. You’ve really got something here.”

Adara smiled knowingly. “Complex proteins, is all, Professor.”

“But the chemistry behind it! It’s… it’s impossible!”

“Not anymore. This is the dawn of a NEW kind of chemistry. Alchemy, for lack of a better term.”

The old man looked back at her equations and at the demonstration sitting on his desk. It should have been completely impossible, but the proof was sitting right in front of him, tantalizing his senses more than he’d thought possible. This was the discovery HE’D always wanted to make… and here, some know-nothing twit fresh out of medical school had beaten him to it.

“That will be all for today, Dara. I don’t think my heart can take anymore.”

She smiled wickedly. “Well, that’s a shame. I haven’t even gotten to tell you how I regulate the process or-“

“No, not now. I can’t dear girl.”

Dara sighed and began to pack away her demonstration. Once everything was back in place, she slid from the desk and chuckled to herself. “Well then! I’ll be off.”

“Oh, Dara? One more thing… What… er…”

“What will I do with my discovery?” She bent at the waist, allowing him one last look at her generous new cleavage. “I’ll see you at the InMAC.”

She shook her C cups one last time before turning and striding from the classroom. 

I can’t believe I just did that to him! Poor old Codger doesn’t know what hit him! I can’t wait to get home and play with these some more. 
Her deal had been simple. The devil was to start her down the road to magical pharmaceuticals. But that, in and of itself, was too noble a goal. What had she wanted? She’d wanted bigger tits. 

It had never been a passion in her. Nor had she felt completely, desperately lacking in that area. No, she may have been flat, but sex had never been important to her- a fact emphasized by the fact that she was a twenty four year old virgin.

When she’d gotten the idea, it had almost been as a lark. But, in the end, she decided, why not? Great big sweater kittens? More up top wouldn’t be a bad thing by any stretch.

“I warn you,” the devil had said, “that this knowledge may get away from you. Things, if you’re not very careful, could get dangerously out of hand.”

“What do you mean?” she’d asked.

“You will have a simple formula in your head, alchemical in nature. For lack of a better vocabulary, you will have dehydrated fat pills that will be specifically aimed at your breasts. The more water you consume, before they’ve moved through your system, the greater the effects, up to the physical extent of each pill.”

“And I’ll know how to set upper and lower limits on how much growth is possible?”

“All part of the deal. Besides, even if I didn’t supply you with that, your brain is quick enough to figure it out. It is, after all, essentially chemistry.

“Knowledge like that, in your hands, is one thing. But once it’s out there, it’ll be out there for good. Others may take, and abuse, your creation. Or… you, yourself, with your pension for evil, might use it destructively.”

VI.

She’d discovered quickly that there was one other catch the Devil had… well, accidentally, she was sure, forgotten to mention. The bigger her tits got, the higher her sex drive would be. She’d known that as soon as the equation was in her head. But she’d had a desire stronger than sexual in her mind just then. The desire to see it work. She’d created the first of the pills that night and tried one out with three big glasses of water. 

Just as she’d expected, she’d ended at a large C cup. But what she HADN’T expected was the pure, uninhibited sexual energy that had gone ripping through her body. As they had grown, pressing out from small bumps, pulsing with the beat of her heart, she’d been overcome by a wave of pleasure. It hadn’t been long before she was lying on the floor, hand between her labia, fingering herself furiously. 

Her free hand had caressed the soft flesh as they slowly, almost invisibly, pushed away from her body. The whole of the growth had taken over an hour, which was filled with maddening sensations throughout her body. By itself, the pills weren’t enough to make her climax. They just created an itch that had to be scratched in the worst possible way.

She’d groggily climbed into bed as soon as it was over, not even caring how large she’d become, and gone to sleep for the next twelve hours. When she awoke, it had been nearly time for class, and for once she couldn’t have been happier to be there.

Several people asked her, as she’d walked in, what had happened, but she’d waved them off with a knowing smile. She’d made sure to tease Godfried, the old bastard, as much as possible during class, before finally approaching him when it was over.

Now, back in the seclusion of her apartment, Dara kicked the door shut on the way through and vaulted up the six steps from the landing, two at a time. Her boobs lifted and slammed back against her with every leap, jostling against one another and starting a wild side to side swing she’d never known was possible. Certainly, this had never been her fantasy before… but sometimes one didn’t know what was missing in ones’ life, until it was found. As she threw her book bag to the ground and pulled her shirt over her head, Dara reflected on the truth of these words.

She walked, topless to the window and began to close the curtains. She glanced out, then began to pull them shut, then did a double take. Down below, in the apartments courtyard, a teenage boy was staring, open mouthed, up at her. She winked, shook her chest, then finished closing the blinds. Right now, it was Adara time. 

She moved about the apartment in preparation, moving slowly, seductively, enjoying every sensual movement of her body, naked from the waste up. The feel of her thighs, brushing softly against one another, soft cotton pants swishing between them; the feel of her hands, grazing their outer curves on every step… and new sensations! With each swing of her elegant arms, a mass of flesh would shift across her chest as her breasts shifted back and forth in opposition to her other motions. Not only this, she could feel- and see – the dramatic sway that had attained, even as she glided so gracefully across the floor.

She turned off the lights, palm brushing across her nipples on its way to the light switch. Then she stepped to the counter and reached for a small box of matches, rotating her shoulders forward and pressing her new tits together between her arms, relishing their feel, so soft and warm. 

Finally, she leaned dramatically forward to light three red candles that stood on the coffee table in her living room which was, for the first time in three years, currently spotless. She lit the front candles first, bending over even farther to light the third, shuddering at the feeling of the heat from the candle flames on her turgid, sensuous nipples. They were a light brown color, just dark enough to make themselves truly known, though they were now larger than they’d been only a day ago. She didn’t think their growth was as magnificent as the rest of her breasts, but that was for the best, she thought. Besides, they looked so much more beautiful with all of that glorious, creamy white flesh just bursting out from behind them.

Adara then sighed, deeply, and laid back against her couch, one arm thrown dramatically behind her head, one leg curled up, the toe flexed against the couch, as a dancer would. 

Almost lazily, but with a kind of reverence she’d given only to the most wonderful moments in her life, Adara traced the fingertips of her other hand lightly across her skin. They started at her cheek, rounded, slightly flushed, and perfect for her heart shaped face, then flowed down and around to her mouth. Though she parted her lips to breathe in deeply, slowly, erotically, her fingers did not seek inwards, but only stopped long enough to brush over each ruby red lip. They continued their trek across her chin, and backward, along her jaw, until they found her smooth, long, elegant neck. They brushed down and along the side, until they met with her shoulder, then back, across the collar bone, and up along the throat.

She felt her pulse rising, an irresistible urge within her to do away with ceremony and just have at it already, but somehow, she maintained.

Already, the girls sexual excitement was far above what it had ever been before. Perhaps, had she known the company of a man, she would have felt differently… but somehow, she didn’t think so.

Her fingers felt along each supple, unbearably soft trace of her throat, before gliding down and over the collar bone. Her breathing increased in rhythm and her hips began to shift lightly from side to side as her hand slowly, oh so slowly, felt across her upper chest, feeling the menubrium, then lower, across the sternum. How badly she longed to caress the mounds to either side…! But her hand continued south, over the soft skin of her stomach, so smooth, so luxuriant, and around her naval. The gentle curve of her inward turning naval was artistic in a way Dara couldn’t understand. It was… a sunset, a glass of perfect wine, a jazz number that had surprised her with its utter beauty. 

Somehow, the slight bulge of her abdominals, and the soft, flush skin above them, as they met and folded at her belly button was intensely erotic. So much so, that she realized she was fully wet.

She closed her eyes and slowed her breathing, wondering why she was doing this… this… maddening reverence!

And yet… 

Her fingers traced the exterior of the naval three times, her spine shivering lightly at the ticklish touch that this produced, then, on the third turn, they began to crawl north, once again. 

Northward, slowly, feeling her ribs, not prominent on her slight frame, but covered with a thin layer of fat… the silky skin over it all just begging to be felt over and over again.

It was as though every part of her being had become erogenous! Was this part of the effect of the pill? No… at least, she didn’t think so. Oh, it had boosted her sex drive, surely, but… this was… a kind of zen. A sexual euphoria brought on by the realization that she’d never allowed herself to BE sexual. 

What good is a medical degree, she thought as her fingers crept over another rib, if you miss out on so much-
Her mind went still as her fingers reached something unexpected. A fold in the flesh, pushing slightly under to where it began, before climbing up and out dramatically. The bottom of her left breast. Her breaths came quickly now as the soft tips of her fingers slowly slid along the curve, inexplicably pulled towards the target at the mounds center. She was powerless to resist this urge, now that she was here. But she did hold those moments out as much as she could.

They came to the slightly raised aureola, surrounded by a ring of slightly bumpy flesh, it was, itself, much softer and more elastic than the rest of the flesh around it. Her fingers traced a circle around them, marveling. Only a day ago, they’d been no bigger than nickels. Now, these wonders were quarter sized, all centered around a nipple that was at least a half inch in diameter and half that length… no, not half that length. Her fingers could feel the skin of the aureola losing that elasticity as they grew harder, hotter, under her flesh. Unexpectedly, she felt her nipple rise up to bump the side of her raised middle finger. They were at least half an inch long, probably a little more.

“Ooooh… mmmmyyy…..” she breathed silently, her breath coming out as a small shudder. She had, in fact, nearly orgasmed with just this stimulation.

Her palm descended from above all of this, resting down on the heaving mound, nipple pressing firmly into the hollow. Her fingers slowly sank into the flesh as she flexed them, grasping as much of the wondrous flesh as she could. She began an exaggerated circular motion, maneuvering the whole mass of flesh oh so slowly… slowly… she gasped as she felt her vagina clench, the slightest touch of orgasm sending a small shot of endorphins through her body.

Each revolution took three or four seconds, so slowly did she squeeze and roll the breast. Her elbow gradually eased up, settling just under her other breast, so that she could feel it, too, as it moved across her chest. 

Her other hand began to move down, slowly, though spending no time tracing across her body as had its sister, until it was at the waist band of her smooth, black pants. It deftly flicked the button out of the way and slid within. 

As the waistband of her cotton panties stretched to accommodate two fingers, they felt the first softness of her hair, smooth and as blond as the rest of her hair. They slowly slid across the length of her labia, squeezing and rubbing across them, though never parting them. 

Her right hand continued it’s lustful exploration, now grasping her nipple and rolling it, savoring its lengthened feel, and her left hand finally pushed inward, still rubbing slowly up and down across her pussy’s glistening length.

As it came into contact with her clit, her body went rigid and her right hand gave a sharp tug at her nipple, which only increased her pleasure. Adara, for her part, tried not to scream too loudly. 

All resistence was gone, all reverence forgotten. As her hips relaxed, Dara continued fingering herself, no longer the slow glide, but now a full on penetration of two fingers, while her right hand roughly handled and squashed her enlarged mammaries, smashing them together, then mashing one under her arm, while pulling up on the other, grasping it sternly by the attention starved nipple at its maxim. Orgasm after orgasm ripped through her body until, with one great scream of relief, Adara felt a big one – the biggest she had ever known – crash through her. Her hands withdrew, her hips quit bucking, and she lay there, hair eschew, chest heaving madly up and down as she tried desperately to inhale so much blessed oxygen. 

After a long moment, she lazily lifted herself up, propped up on her elbows, and stared down at the shifting masses that she had only recently come to love. She gazed at them for a moment, then stood and crossed to a full length mirror on the door of her coat closet. Standing before it, she gained a new perspective on just how large and lovely they were.

I could make them bigger. I have the formula. I can make them bigger any time I want… as big as I want…

No. This is exactly what I was warned about! I have to show self control, she chided herself mentally. Besides… I’ll have to give a demonstration at the conference, won’t I? How much…? Enough to make them see it happening while I’m up there… and I’ll have to be careful. I can’t overdo it. I can’t let this become anything like an addiction. 
Adara smiled, pleased with herself for resisting temptation. It was easier, she knew, because she was going to grow again. And much more than she had this time. And even though she wouldn’t do it now, she WOULD do it. 
Life, she was certain, was going to be interesting.

