Second Childhood

By Kowalski

Danielle Turner stood in her well-appointed kitchen surrounded by her closest girlfriends. One bottle of merlot had already been consumed and conversation was lively. Danielle was twisting the corkscrew into another. She smiled to herself as she worked the bottle. She was anxious to finally be sharing her little secret. 

Danielle paused, studying the unopened bottle on the counter in front of her, corkscrew sticking out of the top. 

“Alright. I might as well tell you guys. I can’t keep this to myself any longer…”

“Can’t keep what to yourself?” someone asked.

“You may have noticed that I’ve put on a little weight lately…”

Women do tend to notice these things and her four friends were no exception. 

 “My boobs mainly. They’re… oh… bigger than usual.”

Of this group Danielle Turner was shapely one. Not that she flaunted it. Quite the opposite in fact. A natural beauty as well as a full-time yoga instructor Danielle turned heads without needing to try. To dress flashy or make a spectacle of her self was unnecessary. Not her style. (This is not to say she was especially stacked either. No larger than a full C cup anyhow. But on her perfectly-toned and poised 5’6” frame a 32 C stood out nicely. Perfectly. Regardless of how she might dress it down.) But compared to the rest of the relatively flat-chested gang, Danni was the one with the bod. 

Lately—though no one could say exactly when she first noticed it—Danni had put on a little weight. To look at her now her chest did seem bigger. No doubt it was bigger. 

Markedly bigger, the women realized, assessing her shape.

Had she really just “put on weight” or did she actually get a boob job?? She was too classy for that. What was going on here? 

Danielle unbuttoned the top few buttons of her blouse then turned her palms inside out and made a little show of herself. The normally centered and self-assured Danielle blushed for the first time anyone could remember as she lifted the collar of her blouse, folding it back to permit an unobstructed view of her chest. Self-consciously placing one hand on her hip, she drew a deep breath as two very full breasts heaved and crowded together inside her obviously over-matched top. The four other women’s eyes grew wide with surprise.

“Just so you all know: the answer is ‘no’, I did not get a boob job. “ Danielle said. “It’s all me. I just had a little mid-life growth spurt.” 

Everyone just stared until Danielle refastened a couple buttons and returned to the wine bottle, cranking forcefully on its stopper.   

“What the hell are you talking about Danielle?” asked her best and oldest friend Rachel.

“You invited us all over… to tell us you put on some weight?” Tiffany chimed in.

The kitchen reverberated with girlish laughter.

“There’s more to it than that.” She popped the cork and poured herself a glass. Her hands shook slightly betraying the calm smile on her face.

“You remember when my parents came back from Europe awhile back. Well, my mom had this stuff with her. She bought it at a drug store in Rome. She thought it was some… well, the guy in the store explained it to her as some kind of vitality serum. Or at least that’s what she thought it was. Ginseng or something. Supposed to give you energy and make you feel years younger. Blah blah blah. Anyhow,,,” she pulled a large sip from her glass. 

“It makes your boobs grow?!?” Cynthia snatched up a small blue bottle from the cutting board next to Danielle’s hand. She inspected the label but was unable to read the tiny print, which was in Italian, and… Chinese? 

“Well yes. Apparently. I don’t know.”

 “So you took this stuff…” Rachel interjected. “…without knowing what the fuck was in it?? Classic.” She grabbed the bottle and sounded out the weird-looking logo on it. “In-fan-zia II… what-ever…” Everyone moved in close, wanting a better look at the bottle as well as at Danielle.

“Well, yeah. Just one eye dropper dose. I didn’t think anything of it. Mom came back from Europe raving about how energetic she felt. She was taking it every day when she came out to visit… so yeah I tried it finally. Once. Just to shut her up. “

Her secret was out. Danielle felt relieved. 

Relief quickly gave way however to the concern that she’d been feeling of late. The last couple of weeks had been an emotional roller coaster for Danielle. From the pleasure at feeling her 35 year old breasts become youthful and firm once again, to puzzlement when she realized her C cup bras no longer fit her, to the confusing mixture of shock and excitement she now felt faced with the knowledge that her breasts had suddenly grown a whole cup size.

Danielle could feel her friends’ eyes tracing the contours of her upper body, then lift to meet her gaze. Her own eyes were wet with tears. Was she happy? Afraid? Rachel wrapped her arm around Danielle and gave her a sisterly squeeze. Danielle rested her head on her friend’s shoulder and the smile returned to her face.

“So how big are they!” Tiffany demanded to know. 

“32 D……….. “ Danielle replied.

“Just a D???” Tiffany challenged, her eyes examining Danielle’s bounty closely.

 “….and… still growing, I guess… probably a double D by now.” 

“Yeah, you really need bigger boobs.” Tiffany snorted sarcastically. 

Modesty seized Danielle and she rebuttoned her shirt, pulling the thin fabric tight across the apex of her bust.

As usual Tiffany spoke before thinking. She’d intended it as a compliment.

“Jesus, Danni…” Cynthia shook her head disapprovingly.

“This morning I noticed this bra is starting to feel tight. I just bought it on Monday. I think the stuff is wearing off though. I hope anyhow.”

“Wait a minute… Estelle’s boobs are growing?” Rachel asked incredulously.

“I don’t know. She sent me this yesterday with a short letter. She didn’t say much though.” Danielle pulled a photo out of her hip pocket and slid it across the counter. Rachel knew Danielle’s mother. She picked the photo it up and inspected it. She hadn’t seen Mr. & Mrs. Dow in years, not since she and Danielle flew out to Honolulu to visit them in ’93. The statuesque sixty-something woman in the picture looked exactly as she remembered her; beautiful as ever, maybe a bit heavier.

“So then… how much bigger will they get??” Tiffany pressed. The only twenty-something of the group picked up the bottle and shook it in her tiny hand. 

“Hopefully not much bigger. This is plenty big enough.” She tugged at the front of her snug blouse, attempting to minimize the projection of her bust. 

Cynthia poured herself another glass of merlot. “What are you thinking Danni? Who knows what’s in that stuff.”

Cynthia, Rachel’s big sister and the oldest of the group at 39, took her usual kill-joy den mother tone. Rachel, Danielle’s best friend since the two met in fifth grade, came to her defense. 

“Don’t pick on her, Cyn. Jeeze.” Rachel snatched the bottle from Tiffany, shaking it in the direction of her sister.

“It’s okay Rach. It was stupid. She’s right.” Danielle rubbed her eyes with the palms of her hands.

“Have you seen your doctor yet?” Emily asked softly.

“My doctor can’t find anything wrong. She did a mammogram, blood tests, ultrasound. Everything came up clean. She says the ginseng stuff could have triggered some kind of a hormone imbalance, or something, but other than that she doesn’t know. She told me not to worry about it.”

“So what are you going to do?” Rachel asked.

“There’s nothing to do. Just watch it and report back to her if I notice anything unusual.”

“Are you afraid?” Emily asked as she took the bottle back from Rachel, removed the stopper and sniffed the contents. Tiffany moved in close for a smell also.

“I was afraid. A little. Before I saw the doctor. But now I’m just… I don’t know.” She wagged her shoulders and rolled on the balls of her feet, as if delighted.

“Just… what?!” Tiffany asked.

“Well, I guess I ain’t complainin’… neither is Keith.”

“Oh yah, I’m sure your big ‘personal trainer’ husband is happy about all this!”

“You could say that. We’ve had some pretty intense workouts this week in fact.” Danielle again went flush. A toothy thousand watt smile broke across her face. She took a large gulp of wine and crossed the kitchen to where Emily and Tiffany were sniffing the little half-empty blue bottle. 

“Are you guys interested in giving it a go?” Danielle asked.

Emily shoved the bottle into Tiffany’s hand. 

The 27 year old was not only the youngest woman in the room. At 5’1” 105 pounds  she was also by far the tiniest. Tiffany Cox was cute in the truest sense of the word, with a round baby face, big blue eyes and toothy smile that sparkled with mischief and wit, pert turned-up pixie nose, fashionably-messy hair and an ever-so-slight overbite. In younger days, as she worked to overcome her baby face and baby voice, she’d styled herself into a bit of a tom boy. And from the neck down, she fit the part. Her chest was still flat as a board. Her hips, straight and narrow. 

The hope of ever developing a womanly figure like Danielle’s was something she’d given up years ago. 

Tiffany removed the glass eye dropper full of amber liquid, emptied it into her wine glass and tossed it back, not believing really that anything would come of it. She rubbed her tummy, licked her lips and pushed the bottle back across the counter, back to Emily.

Emily Ryder, by comparison, was in no way diminutive except perhaps by disposition. She was soft-spoken to a fault and the funnest one of the group to tease. Despite her rather substantial behind and heavy thighs, and despite being a tad overweight, Emily was still only a 36 A and quite flat-chested. A ‘pear-body’.

Tiffany took the vial and squirted a dose into Emily’s glass.

“Whoa! What are you doing?” 

“Hey girl, you need it as bad as I do!” Tiffany blurted. 

“Shut up!” Emily’s was blushing.

Rachel and Danielle laughed. Cynthia slumped against the pantry door and looked on disapprovingly. Emily furrowed her brow and studied her full glass. Then she slowly drank down the entire thing. The kitchen erupted with hooting and applause.

Rachel then took the blue bottle. “Here goes nothing.” She withdrew a dose of the liquid and squirted it directly onto her tongue.

“Eiiiwwww..YYACKK!!! Gah.. that’s awful..” 

As they laughed and groaned at Rachel’s gagging, Danielle refilled everyone’s wine. Feeling giddy from the merlot, she bounced excitedly on her heels.

“Cynthia! Your turn!”

“Come on, ‘sis… nature’s little helper!”

“No way! Get that junk away from me! You’re all crazy!”

Rachel took the bottle—which now barely held one more dose—in one hand, and a glass of wine in her other hand and crept towards her big sister. “Come on Cyn, don’t you want to be part of the Double D Club??”

“Stop it, Rach.” Danielle said as she suppressed her laughter. Rachel crept closer, tipping the blue bottle over the wine glass.

“No, I said!” Cynthia pursed her lips and pulled her jacket closed over her thick 38 B frame. “Forget it. I’m not drinking that stuff.”

“Come on….?? Let’s live a little, shall we?” 

“I said NO and I meant NO!” Cynthia insisted, visibly irked by Rachel’s drunken pressuring and the recklessness of the other women who so thoughtlessly consumed the contents of the bottle.

Rachel threw her hands. 

“Sorry Cyn. I was only kidding.” She was slurring her speech slightly. She tossed her arms around her sister gave her a hug.

“It’s alright.” Cynthia sighed, patting her on the back. 

Rachel gave her a tiny kiss on the lips. “I guess I’m a little drunk is all… forgive me??”
“I forgive you.” 

Danielle took the bottle and put it away in her pantry. “I’m sure this stuff is harmless. I just wanted you guys to …know about it. Ya know?” 

Rachel threw water on the whole thing.

“That stuff doesn’t grow your breasts, I promise you. You’re just having some weird hormone thing… like the doctor said.”

“Can I touch them??” a tipsy Tiffany asked as Danielle brushed by her.

# # # # #

Danielle Turner was awakened by her husband Keith’s hand kneading her left boob beneath the covers. Instantly she felt a familiar wetness between her thighs, a combination of her own arousal and the product of the previous night’s marathon love-making session. She placed two fingers inside herself and felt her husband’s cum leak out onto her thighs. Nasty. Keith Turner took his wife’s left shoulder and rolled her onto her back. Danielle’s breasts lolled across her rib cage and came to rest on her upper arms. She lay on her back staring in the morning half-light out over two quivering domes of flesh. She still was unaccustomed to the sight. 

Keith descended on her and took her nipple into his mouth. Danielle gasped.

Keith and Danielle had always enjoyed a happy healthy sex life. Nothing weird or kinky, but never dull either. Love-making had become routine after six years of marriage, but it was still satisfying. Lately though, things had come to life. Their old flame had re-awakened, seeming intense, almost more so than anything either could remember. They felt like teenagers. Keith could not keep his hands (or his eyes) off Danielle’s tits. He was hard for her practically all the time. And Danielle, to her own surprise, enjoyed the constant attention. 

The snug D cup bra was replaced by a roomy double D, or ‘E cup’. Basically the largest bra most stores bother to stock. And that was already starting fit, a little too well, to feel not-so-roomy. But whatever concern or trepidation she had felt before was gone now, erased by the clean bill of health she’d received from her doctor as well as by the fact that no one other than Cynthia seemed overly concerned. 

She still didn’t understand what was going on, but she was enjoying it, whatever it was.

“Mmmm…. That feels goood…” Danielle moaned, relishing the feeling of her husband’s mouth on her body.

Keith took both breasts in his large hands and softly compressed them as he sucked on one distended nipple then the other, until both stood at attention.

“What time is it?” she mumbled as she felt the head of his cock brush against her sex.

“Almost eight” he replied.

She raked her fingers through her husband’s hair and spread her legs. His stiff cock found its way inside her.

“I’m… aghh…… I have an 8 o’clock class. Mmmmm…. god… I’m going to be late.” 

Keith started a slow rhythm and Danielle joined him.

“Keith… ump.. .. ahhh… honey… wait…hand me the phone. I’m gonna cancel my class.”

Keith slowly pumped in and out of his wife as she speed-dialed the gym. The phone rang on the other end. The gym was always busy in the early mornings. Keith gently banged away, watching Danielle’s boobs jiggle from the impact of his thrusts.

“God Keith you feel fantasti….”

The gym answered “GOOD MORNING WHOLE FITNESS THIS IS DARRYL HOW MAY I HELP YOU?…”

“OHHhh.. Darryl… hi, this is… duh.. DANIELLE.. I…  have to… CANCEL… my class… this morning.”

“OH HELLO DANIELLE. NOT FEELING WELL?”

“Yeahh… I think I’m… COMING.. DOWN.. with something…”

Keith pumped hard, playfully trying to distract Danielle from her business.

“OH NOOOO… I’M SORRY TO HEAR THAT.. WELL… I’LL POST THE CANCELLATION… HOPE YOU’RE FEELING BETTER HON… “

“Thannks..”

“YOU JUST GET WELL AND GET YOUR TUSHIE IN HERE…OKAY?? WE’LL MISS YOU SWEETIE…BUH BYE!”
Danielle hit the off button and dropped the phone on the floor. Keith shoved his cock deep into her, pressing his muscular body against hers, driving her head into the pillows. Danielle’s new breasts wobbled, bouncing softly against her chin. She clutched them in her hands like a favorite toy and held them together, locking eyes with her husband. Keith huffed and puffed. She squeezed her breasts and lifted them up, Keith stretched forward, burying his face in her flesh.

“I can tell… they’re even bigger… can you?”

Keith’s reply was muffled by a face full of tit. He took one in his hand and massaged it roughly. Danielle arched her back and felt her first orgasm of the day electrify her body. Her breasts felt afire with sensation, like nothing she could ever remember. She shoved Keith to the side and onto his back, climbing atop him. Her breasts were flushed pink and hung down in front of his face. Again he circled his hands around them and squeezed as Danielle lowered herself onto his stiff cock and started a slow rocking motion.

“They are bigger. They’re heavier. I can feel it.” she informed Keith. She lowered herself onto her hands and twisted her shoulders, swinging her breasts, brushing them against Keith’s face.

“Do you like that?”

“Oh, God… Danni…”

She could feel her husband’s cock twitch inside of her—too soon! His hips bucked spasmodically. Just as he was about to cum she lifted up off him and jumped off the bed, retrieving a white brassiere from a pile of laundry on the floor. Keith lay there, breathing heavily, his erect cock pulsing as he punched the sheets. Danielle smiled at him as she worked to fasten a row of tiny hooks then slipped her arms into the bra. She adjusted the shoulder straps, letting them out as far as they would go before stretching the spandex cups up over her boobs. It was clear that the bra was too small as her flesh pooched out sexily over the tops of the cups. 

“32 double D… and too small…” she mumbled to herself.

“What are you doing?”

“We can’t have you shooting your load so fast like that. Maybe it’ll help if I cover these things up a little.”

She encircled the base of his cock with her hand and squeezed. A glob of pre-cum surged forth from the tip, ran down his shaft and over the back of her hand. guided it into her wet pussy and sat down, feeling it fill her up.

“I don’t know what it is but I could just fuck you all day.” She said as she pressed the smooth fabric of her bra against her lover’s face. 

# # # # #

Across town Rachel Wells stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around herself. She hadn’t told her boyfriend John about Danielle or the blue bottle or any of it. She really didn’t think the stuff was for real in the first place and in the past week noticed nothing out of the ordinary. In fact she’d forgotten about it until this morning. She felt a little bloated when she went to bed the night before, and just now, as she was showering, she noticed her breasts definitely felt… tight. Even a tad sore. Rachel wiped the steam from the bathroom mirror and pondered her tired reflection. She was only 35 years old, but first thing in the morning she felt more like 45. She undid her wet towel and let it drop to the floor. She studied herself in the mirror, her small breasts appeared to be standing straight out. She cupped one in her hand and gently squeezed. It felt so firm, almost hard. Her heart started thumping in the back of her throat. “Holy shit, the fucking stuff works!” she thought to herself, half excited, half freaked-out. She turned sideways and checked her profile. Her nipples, which usually pointed sadly earthward, were sitting up, unusually high and stiff. She pinched one and immediately felt her knees buckle beneath her. 

“What the fuck…” she lightly stroked the other and shivered, feeling a pulse of electricity throughout her whole body. 

Rachel climbed back in the shower and turned the water back on. She stood under the spray, letting it blast against her chest. The jets felt like tiny needles tickling her flesh. She braced herself against the wall and once again squeezed one breast. “Oww! Jesus…” They were too sensitive, almost to the point of hurting. The water felt good against her skin though. She stood there for another twenty minutes, enjoying the feeling of her tingling breasts, her mind racing, replaying the evening a week ago at Danielle’s house, until the hot water eventually ran cold.

# # # # #

“So - you gonna grow big boobs like Danielle?” Emily’s husband James asked as he cupped her tiny 34 A’s from behind. Emily rolled her eyes and poured herself a cup of tea. She regretted ever telling her wise-ass husband about that night at Danielle’s and about the stuff they all drank.

“Ugh… why did I ever tell you about that?“ 

“Well it’s good you did. We all assumed she got implants. Are you sure you took her booby medicine??” he squeezed her breasts firmly against her rib cage, pressing himself against her plump ass. She usually stood a few inches taller than him but in bare feet he was almost as tall as her.

“Ouch. Stop it, James” she scowled, slapping his hand and pushing him away. James staggered backwards across the kitchen floor, chuckling. 

“It’s not ‘booby medicine’. I told you; it’s just some herbal ginseng stuff. What do you mean you all assumed …”

“I just meant… you know. You said yourself they looked fake.”

“Danielle is going through some kind of hormonal thing. Her doctor doesn’t know what it is. And you shouldn’t… ow… you hurt me, jerk!” She rubbed her right breast, which felt unusually sore. 

“Besides… I never said they looked fake, I said they looked huge.”

“You said you thought she must have got implants…”

“At first…At first I thought… Oh, screw you. You should have a little sympathy for Danielle. I think she’s scared that she’s…”

“She didn’t look too scared to me last night. She was practically glowing.”

“Oh, she did did she? You oughta know. You had your eyes glued to her tits most of the night.” Emily smiled, both bemused and disgusted at the recollection of her nerdy husband ogling her best friend the previous night during their dinner out with Danielle and Keith.

“All I’m sayin’ is…”

“Hey, all I’m sayin’ is…”

“Jinx!”

“Ooooh!! I can’t believe what a dork you are. How old are you??” Emily put her tea cup down and tightened the belt on her bath robe.

“I think you’re jealous. That’s what I think.”

Emily turned away from her husband, casting her brown eyes out across the back yard. He knew how self-conscious she was about her body. He’d crossed the line.

“Hey, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it. I was just fooling around.”

He kissed her on the head and left the room to get ready for work.

Emily sipped her tea and stared at the lawn furniture. He was right, she realized. Despite herself she had hoped the stuff was ‘booby medicine’. She did feel jealous of her Danielle. Who wouldn’t? She considered the plight of her friend, as beautiful as any model (in a low key effortless way)… her handsome muscle-bound stud of a husband… (it had gotten out that Keith Turner was endowed with an extremely large 8” unit, which surely went a long way towards making up for his bland personality, which was fine. Danni had personality enough for two.) … her perfect yoga body and… or rather… (her mind made the correction) her perfect hourglass figure.
The soreness in her breast lingered. 

“Jerk!”she shouted playfully at James as the door closed behind him.

# # # # #

Jeremy Rosen felt the sweat trail down his back as he fucked away at his girlfriend. Tiffany Cox lay on her back, eyes closed, biting her lip, focused intensely on her third orgasm of the afternoon. Today was her day off and she was determined to spend it in bed. She grabbed his skinny ass and pulled him forcefully into her… “Ugh… Oh yeah… fuck me… fuck me… fuck me… fuh-UUUCK… AAAHGHHH!!!!” Her tiny body heaved up off the futon as the climax rocked her. Her big blue eyes grew wide and locked with his as he grunted out his own orgasm.

“Wow Jeremy. That… was the best one yet. I can’t believe…. Wow.” 

Jeremy was a cute boy. She loved that he was a musician (a sensitive “emo” boy, the only guy in a girl group, but she liked that). She met him at a show, the night his band Sky Sargeant played at Grinder’s Coffeehouse, her favorite hangout. 

She didn’t really see a future with him though. She didn’t love him. She didn’t think of him as boyfriend material. Suddenly though, after a few dates an a couple nights of—at best—average sex, the two were fucking like rabbits. This boy seemed to really like her, seemed eager to please her. And she liked him from the start, but the attraction just wasn’t that powerful. 

Not this powerful.

In the past 24 hours it had been one astounding fuck after the other. 

Tiffany thought she knew why. 

Unlike Rachel, Tiffany never stopped thinking about Danielle’s sudden dramatic breast growth. She wanted to believe it was caused by the stuff in the blue bottle. The stuff worked, she just knew it. She wanted boobs. Anything, even just a B cup would be nice.

She grabbed his dick in her hand and pulled on it. Her pussy was wet and ready.

“Wanna try to break our own record??”

His penis softened in her hand. She had not been with a ton of men in her young life, but she’d been with enough to know that Jeremy was pretty small. Smaller than average. Which was fine with her. She was small herself. Most of the guys she’d slept with had been too big for her tastes. Jeremy’s four inches, she thought to herself, was probably too small. For any woman. But at this moment she couldn’t care less about that. She sat up in bed and kissed him, her tongue lashing his tongue as she pumped on his limp dick with her hand. Jeremy fought for air, breathing through his nose. He broke off the kiss.

“I think I need a little break, babe.” He was covered head to toe in his own sweat.

Tiffany released his spent member and plopped back down on her back. 

“Ohh-kay… maybe I could use a breather myself.”

He gazed down at her as she flicked on the little bedroom TV. The big black remote control overwhelmed her tiny hand. Tiffany was probably the hottest horniest and prettiest girl he’d ever been with. He adored her. He sat back and admired her as she admired herself, ignoring the television. Tiffany stared down at her flat chest that was, in her judgement, slightly less so. She traced her thin fingers around swollen nipples and around the curved contours of breasts that, only a week ago, were non-existent. 

“Jeremy… what do you think of my breasts?”

“What?”

Jeremy enclosed one of her breasts in his hand and felt its warmth.

“I know… they’re not very big. Do you like big boobs? Guys like that, right?”

“I don’t… I mean… I like yours...” Jeremy stuttered his response. “ I think you’re beautiful. “ 

He leaned down to kiss her pert nipple. Tiffany held his head in place and pulled him to her, pushing herself into his mouth. 

The stuff Danielle gave her was working. She was sure of it. Her breasts had been a bit swollen for days now. She wondered if Jeremy would even notice. 

Tiffany closed her eyes and relished the feel of her lover’s mouth sucking at her sensitive nipple. A lame soap opera chattered away in the background. 

[“Nick Kensington… I’ll make you pay. I’ll make you all pay…”]
Tiffany imagined her breasts growing, swelling slowly, filling Jeremy’s busy mouth. The thought of this aroused her. More, perhaps, than it ought to.

[“I deserve better than this… a LOT better… I’ll make you sorry you ever heard the name Constance Morgenstern… you and your whole family… ”]
“That’s it. Suck me…”

Jeremy moved to her other breast. Tiffany sighed, pleased at her control over her lover. Dirty thoughts filled her head. Lurid pornographic images. Her mind reeled. She imagined two large mounds where her non-existent titties were, imagined their jelly and their weight, imagined them pinning her body to the bed, wobbling on top of her, bumping against her chin. As Jeremy sucked obediently at her nipple she pictured him buried beneath her. Her nipple filling his mouth and him sucking away at it, worshipfully, like his life depended on it.

She surprised herself. The virus did this to her, to her mind, unlocking a previously dormant partition in her brain, freeing her mind to pursue more primal sexual thoughts. She would feel a little appalled later, at herself, not appreciating yet that it was the virus that was affecting her state of mind.

“Suck me Jeffery. Keep sucking. Harder.”

She slipped a finger between her legs and began to finger-fuck herself. Her body squirmed in place as Jeremy sucked on her tiny tits. Her nipples felt sensational. He couldn’t suck hard enough. When she convulsed from a mini-orgasm Jeremy rose up. She clutched his head and pulled him back to her breast.

“Fuck me now.”

She grabbed his stiff little cock in her hand and guided it back to her waiting pussy. 

“That was four. Now……. let’s go for five...”
Jeremy dragged his tired body into the prone position and started a rhythm with his hips. His long hair was slick with sweat. Tiffany’s mind was reeling. How could it be possible? She wondered. Four orgasms, and she was already building to another. The sensation was intense and overwhelming. Excessive. She loved it. Why didn’t Danielle mention any of this? An annoying twinge of doubt fluttered back and forth in her mind, looking for a place to settle down and form into a rational thought, wanting to warn her that this was unnatural, that something was wrong. She bushed it aside as she fucked Jeremy, bucking, banging away. 

She noticed her chest jiggle, ever so slightly, at the impact of Jeremy’s thrusts. 

Her nipples were raw and tender. 

“Harder. Faster.” She said, as she increased her tempo. Her compact body surged with energy.

Jeremy’s thin arms were practically shaking from fatigue. 

She was nearing her next orgasm yet her eye was fixed on her chest, on her two small peaks, jiggling like jelly on her chest. She mentally urged them to grow… grow… grow…

# # # # #

[“Constance… don’t say that. I’d give anything to take back what I did… I love you.”]

Cynthia Hubbard stood in her kitchen kneading a ball of pastry dough in preparation for an event later that evening. Her and Rachel were serving appetizers and desert to a group of thirty at the home of a local doctor. Tomorrow Never Knows was her favorite soap opera and she tried never to miss it. 

[“Oh would you?… would you take back the bullet you used to kill my brother?...”]

The loud theme music from Tomorrow Never Knows swelled to a climax and Cynthia returned to her dough, sprinkling some flour across the granite counter top. Just then her daughter came in through the back door, home from her first day of work at nearby Pollard’s department store. 

“Hi honey.”

“Hey mom.” Kayla Hubbard dropped her bag and went straight to the refrigerator for a can of soda. Cynthia scraped the dough from her fingers and leaned over to receive a quick peck on the cheek.

“So?? How was the first day of work?”

“Oh… it kind of sucked!” 

[“Heather Sawyer Channel 6 Action News… coming up next in the 5 o’clock edition, state lawmakers meet today to discuss the future of a controversial gas tax measure… Helpful Helen on what you can do to prevent mold in your home… PLUS… the story of two Hilldale women that has men around the state all a’titter…it’s Part One of a very special Channel 6 Investigates that you won’t want to miss… all that and more coming up in the 5 o’clock edition which starts right now ...”]

“God, mom. Can you turn that down!?”

Cynthia hit the mute and the kitchen fell silent.

“Sorry honey. So… work sucked?” 

“Yeah, you could say that.” Kayla let out a tiny belch and plunked herself at the kitchen table.

Cynthia returned to her large double oven, removing two trays of golden brown spinach puff pastries. She cast a disapproving eye on her 18 year old daughter. Part of Cynthia wished Kayla was in college.  But part of her was glad to still have her only child around the house. The job at Pollard’s would pay decent, and it had good benefits. Kayla’s plan was to attend cosmetology school in Hilldale next year, as soon as she could save some money. 

“They got me working in lingerie. I hate it.”

“What?? Tiffany told me she’d have working for her in juniors.” 

“That’s what I told them. Tiffany wasn’t even working today. They’re all… ‘we need you in lingerie for now… don’t worry, it’s only temporary’…but mom… that lingerie department is insane. I can’t take it.”

“What do you mean?”

“Ugh. You have no idea, mom. It’s chaos.”

“I shop there all the time, I never noticed.”

“If I wanted to work in lingerie I’d go to Victoria’s Secret. That department manager is clueless. Betty. Her inventory is a mess. And the customers…” She held her hands out, choking an invisible customer.

“Kayla, you’re terrible.”

“The junior’s department is where I wanted to work. That’s the only reason I applied at Pollard’s. Suddenly I’m knee deep in brassieres and panties and idiot customers. Yuck.”

The two women stared at the television. Helpful Helen was busy scrubbing a concrete wall with rubber gloves and a respirator. Cynthia arranged the pastries on a large tray and covered them in foil.

“Well… sounds like it’s only temporary. Are you filling in for somebody?”

“No. That’s what bugs me. If anything they’re over-staffed. We’re all running around falling all over each other. Supposedly they’re expanding the department, so there’s all this new stock and no one knows where anything goes. Meanwhile the customer’s all want fittings. It’s like these women don’t know what size bra they wear. I don’t get it.”

“Oh I’m sure it’ll sort itself out honey.”

Ben Hubbard drove up out back in his pick up truck.

“Looks like your dad’s home early.”

He came through the door and dropped his utility belt in the laundry room and hung up his hard hat. 

“Hi dad!”

“Hey there Boo… how’s my girl?”

“When are you going to stop calling me Boo. I hate that.” Kayla kicked her father in the butt. She hated that name, Boo. It was a nickname left over from when Kayla was still in diapers, and he still loved to torture her with it.

“Stop calling her that, Ben. She’s a grown woman now.”

He crossed the kitchen and kissed his wife on the cheek. 

“A grown woman? She’s my little girl. Aren’t you boo?!”

He folded back the aluminum foil on the hot pastries and helped himself. Cynthia clucked disapprovingly and folded the foil back down.

“Why you home so early anyhow?”

“We finished the roof on that Mulberry house this afternoon. And the electrician wants us to wait until next week before we start on the drywall. So I sent everyone home.”

On the TV two women in swim suits with extremely large breasts danced with each other around a brass pole. Ben clomped over to the TV on top of the refrigerator and turned up the volume.

[“…not since the likes of Dolly Parton… or Morgana The Kissing Bandit…breasts THESE WOMEN contend are, quote, ‘the perfect size’. Hilldale’s own Christina Stanfield and Dr. Marla Mills talked to Action News reporter Lisa Chen who asked the question; why would a middle-aged corporate attorney and a successful neurosurgeon leave their respective professions to devote their lives to exotic dancing?”]
“Whoa, look at those.” Ben exclaimed as he rolled the piping hot pastry around in his mouth.

Kayla sat watching with her jaw hanging open. “What in tha hell??”

Cynthia slapped her husband on the shoulder and went to turn the channel. Ben grabbed her and held her back.

“I wanna watch this!” Kayla protested from across the room. 

The TV cut from the two half-naked women pole dancing to another shot of them sitting legs crossed on barstools to the left and right of tiny Lisa Chen. They were now wearing hot pants and skimpy t-tops that did little to hide or even contain their incredible cleavage.

[“…So how do a highly successful corporate attorney and one of the top female neurosurgeons in the country decide to leave their jobs and devote their lives to exotic dancing? You first.”] 

The reporter offered the microphone first to the bubbly blonde who shifted in her seat and puffed out her bountiful chest. Her tee shirt emblazoned with rhinestone lettering that read “SEXY”. The reporter leaned back in her seat, extending her arm and the microphone for the blonde to speak into.
[“…I don’t know… how could I not? I love dancing. I love to feel sexy, don’t you?”]

The reporter turned to the second woman with long straight dark hair and eyeglasses and even larger breasts that hung down to her lap.

[“How about you? How does a woman like you make the leap from surgery to…”]
The brunette pouted and took the microphone in her hand and held it up at an angle like a diva about to deliver a long high note. Light glanced off a huge diamond on her ring finger. She seemed drunk, pulling back a long wisp of black hair that clung to her face.

[“…I’m glad you asked me that Lisa. You’re cute. Making the leap… from surgery to… well…”] she held her forearms up against the sides of her formidable chest, pale thin bookends to two huge pillows of exposed flesh [“…I just love what I do. Ya know? I love dancing. I love music. I love my husband, Stan… Hi, Stan! …and most importantly Lisa, I love to feel sexy… I feel like…”] 

The reporter interjected, out of mic range. The brunette flipped the mic into her face so she could speak. Kayla laughed at the site of the busty stripper taking charge of the mousy reporter.

[“…I understand… I understand you love to feel sexy.  But how do you justify…”]

The brunette took the microphone back and addressed the camera directly, her voice low and flinty [“Look, I don’t neeeed to justify what I do, or what I look like. That’s the honest truth. And I know what you’re thinking. ‘Oh, she threw it all away’ Well, I followed my dream. And I think any woman in our positions, in our lucky, lucky, sooo very LUCKY positions… would do the same.”]

She handed the mic back to the reporter, climbed down from her stool, and ambled toward the camera, her huge tits filling the screen. The TV cut back to a shot of Lisa Chen sitting at the Action News desk to the left of Heather Sawyer who was chuckling at the monitor. To her right sat a man in drab suit, biting his lip. Ms. Chen looked solemn and forlorn. 

[“Incredible… Incredible story. Wow. So Lisa do either of these women show any concern at all for the risk… for the health risks of… that come with breast implants… their breasts are obviously…” - - “Well that’s the interesting thing Heather. Both women claim their breasts are completely natural.”] On the screen they cut to still photos, professional portrait photos of the two women in their former professions. They looked distinguished and intelligent and neither was especially buxom. The blonde in fact appeared perfectly flat.

“Look at that, will ya? Looks like a massive boob job to me.” Ben remarked.

Cynthia stood in the laundry room, pretending to sort laundry, but watching the television all the same.

[“I want to welcome our senior medical correspondent Dr. Michael Tosh. Dr. Tosh, clearly these women have had some kind of plastic surgery done.” - - “Yes, well Heather, it is difficult to ascertain… an augmented breast… the projection of an implant… of an implanted breast… that is, the breasts of these women in the video do not appear to be… “]

Heather Sawyer’s face betrayed her sanctimonious disgust, at the entire segment, and particularly at the doctor’s stammering insights into the projection of fake tits. They cut again to the clip of the two women writhing against the brass pole with the audio muted. Dr. Tosh continued his analysis.

[“…judging from this, the breasts do appear to move naturally.”]

Kayla choked on her soda. “Can you BELIVE this? Is this news??”

[“This is one of the questiosn I put to them in the second half of our interview… which…” ] 

They cut back to the still photos of the women in respectable garb and Lisa Chen.

Dr. Tosh interrupted. [“What is most curious to me is their demeanor. They seem…” ]

[ “Drunk??”] Heather Sawyer asked, tapping her sheaf of notes on the desk in front of her. [“Thanks for the perspective, doctor… I tell ya, it must be sweeps week. Ahem… Thank you Lisa. And tune in tomorrow at 5 — and I know you will —  for Part Two of this fascinating story.”]

# # # # #

WEEK TWO

“Hello?? Mom???…. Hello???”
< “Hello… Danni?”>

“Hey, how’s it going?”

<”Danni. Hello!”>

“Mom? Can you hear me? This signal is lousy sometimes…” 

Danielle sat behind the wheel of her SUV in the parking lot outside her gym on a crisp September afternoon. On the other end of the line, silence.

“Mom? If we get cut off this time, promise you’ll call me back!! …….Hello!!”

She’d been trying her mother for the past two days on her cell phone. She wanted to talk to her. Alone. And it was the rare opportunity lately that she had a moment of solitude. Whether she was at home with Keith or at the gym with Keith, lately it seemed Keith was always there, no further than the next room. Which was fine. Even now her thoughts were with him. Her body—exhausted yet somehow strangely energized by the fantastic sex they’d been having morning, noon, and night—ached to see him again. Which was partly why she wanted to speak with her mom. They hadn’t spoken in over two weeks. Her last couple of calls to her Hawaii condo got disconnected. And attempts to dial her back were met with a busy tone. Now she had begun to worry something might be wrong.

“Mom are you there!?”

<“…ohhh, kaayy…”>

“Okay? You’ll call me back if we get cut off?”

Again silence. The connection was crummy, but even so she could hear a clatter and muffled voices from the room at the other end of the line. And giggling. Her mother, giggling.

<“Don’t worry honey. I’m here. STOP THAT.”>

“Stop what, mom?”

<“Nothing honey, it’s your father.”>

“Tell dad hi.”

<“I will… Bernie, your daughter says hi… hee hee…NO… Bernie!…”> she covered the phone and seemed to erupt into another fit of giggles, then another extended silence and more muffled voices.

Danielle squirmed in her seat, uncomfortable at the picture of her mom and dad she was getting from this strange conversation, but uncomfortable also from the steering wheel, which was digging into her boobs. She reached down and adjusted the seat back, to give herself room to breath.

“Mom, are you okay? What’s going on over there?”

<“I’m fine Danni. Never better. How are you honey?” >

“I’m good.”

<“Goood. And Kevin?”>

“He’s good. Things have been going good.” 

She wanted to cut to the chase and tell her mom everything. About the 34F bra she was sporting under her gym clothes. About the crazed ‘second honeymoon’ she and Keith had been enjoying. About her incredible orgasms. Stuff she would never in a million years have wanted to talk to her mom about in the past, she wanted badly to talk about now.

<“Great. Well we’re good too. How, you two been?”>

“Mom. I just told you. Good.” Again she heard the receiver muffled by her mother’s hand, and more muffled talking and giggling.

“What are you doing with the phone?”

<“Sorry honey. It’s your dad. He’s tickling me.”>

“Uh huh. Mom, do you have a minute? I think we should talk.”

<“Bernie, stop it for one minute. Leave me be I’m talking to Danni!”>

In an air-conditioned luxury condo in Hawaii Bernie Dow bid his wife a brief adieu, blowing her a kiss, excusing himself from their leather sofa to the kitchen, where he poured himself a Diet Rite soda.

<Okay, dear. You’re dad’s gone. For now. We can talk.”>

“Good. What’s the deal with you two?” She knew the answer to her own question, but she wanted to hear it from her mom, in her mom’s own words.

<”Oh you know your dad. He’s been… frisky lately.”>

“Frisky, huh?”

The receiver went quiet for a moment on the other end.

<”Sweetie I shouldn’t talk too long. I don’t want to use up all your minutes.”>

“Don’t worry about that mom. I wanted to talk to you. We haven’t really spoke since you came through town on your way home from Europe….”

<”…. Uh, huh…”> again Danielle heard her mom cover the phone with her hand.

“Yeah, well… I was just wondering. How you’ve been feeling… when you were here you seemed, I don’t know… you seemed really, happy. Then....”

<”Danni…. did I leave a blue bottle at your place? …you remember the one I brought back from Rome… it was blue, with a little…”>

“Yes, mom. You gave it to me. Remember? You told me I had to try it.”

<”Oh you DO. You MUST. Did you try it yet honey??”>

“Of course. You were sitting right there at the breakfast table at the time. You practically forced me…”

<”Oh, Danni. Mmmmmm… Isn’t that stuff amazing? Oh.”>

“Well that’s kinda what I wanted to talk to you about. Mom…” Danielle absent-mindedly reached inside her hoodie sweatshirt and brushed her fingers over the nub of her right nipple, feeling it through the layers of clothing.

<”Mmmm… yes…”>

“What?”

<”Huh?”>

Was her mom losing her marbles or was it the bad connection? Danielle paused for a moment, confused, distracted momentarily by her tingling nipple. She removed her hand from the sweatshirt and pulled it closed over her bust. Or as best she could manage. She curled her shoulders forward, warming her aroused nipple.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know how to ask you this mom… but… when you were taking that stuff. Did you notice any changes?”

<”Changes? What kind of changes dear?”> 

She looked down at her chest and at her inadequate jacket as it crept open, exposing her girls to daylight again. She thought back to the last time her mom saw her, back to her old C cup figure. It was difficult to even picture beneath the large swell of fabric stretched across her abdomen.

“Changes… I don’t know… In your body? Like… in your breasts, mom. Did you notice any changes… in your breasts?”

<”Why yes dear. I did. That stuff is some kind of miracle drug. My boobs have firmed up. My goodness, they’re as big as when I was pregnant for you. It’s the damndest thing.”>

“Oh yeah?? Mine too. They’ve, uh… firmed up… quite a bit.”

<”And Danni…”> her mom seemed to whisper into the phone <”…they’re so SENSITIVE… like… like you wouldn’t believe. Oh… you just wouldn’t believe it!”>

“Mom. I’d believe it. I’d believe it.”

<”Honey… Oh…. Dammit… Oh…. Oh…wait…”>

Again she heard her mother cover the phone and she heard her father’s muffled voice in the background.

“Mom? MOTHER??”

A man appeared at the window, scaring Danielle half to death. She lurched forward. Her bosom bumped against the car horn and the vehicle let out a loud beep. She looked out to see Keith’s silhouette against the sun. Her heard thumped in her chest.

She opened the door and climbed out of the SUV, into her husband’s arms.

“Mom, I gotta go. Can you hear me?”

Keith slipped his arms around her tiny waist and pulled her to him. Danielle could no longer hear her mother on the other end, just static. Then the connection went dead. She rose up on her toes to kiss her husband, as if she hadn’t seen him in weeks, pressing her pillows against his hard chest, clutching his ass in her hands.

# # # # #

John Dewitt held the grinding wheel to his work, a long sheet of stainless steel, part of his latest sculpture. Sparks ricocheted off his mask as the wheel screeched loudly throughout the large foundry where he kept his studio. His hands were half-numb from the vibration and his ears were buzzing. He’d practically been living at the studio lately, working a string of late nights to try and finish his latest piece. The sun was setting on another day and a shaft of light fell across the cavernous workspace.

A hundred feet away he noticed a woman standing in the open garage door of the foundry. She was talking to his assistant Kip, who gestured in his direction. He turned off the grinder and removed his face mask. It was his fiancé, Rachel. 

“Hey Stranger!!! I didn’t recognize you! What are you doing down here?”

Rachel walked carefully across the cluttered studio floor to get to John. The concrete floor was strewn with scrap metal and trash. John cocked his head when he finally got good look at her.

“Whoa! What’d you do to your hair??”

Her brown wavy locks had been dyed and were now jet black, and—oddly—long and straight!

“I just came from the salon. It’s hair extensions. What do you think?”

She plunged glossy dark red fingernails into her new head of hair and whipped it back over the  shoulders of her new denim jacket.

“Damn. You look great. Come here.”

She clopped across the concrete floor and grabbed his grimy undershirt.

“I hardly recognize you either John. Eiww, you need a bath!”

He took her waist in his hands and pulled her to him. Rachel fell forward, catching herself against his sweaty filthy body. She kissed him, transferring a generous amount of fresh lipstick to his mouth.

“I’ve missed you this week. Between Silver Spoon and my nights down here it’s like we hardly see each other these days.” He pulled back and admired her new hair. “Those extensions are sexy… but… what the hell… are you taller? “

At 5’8” Rachel was two inches shorter than her future husband. At the moment however she stood taller than him, peering down to catch his admiring gaze. She rubbed the lipstick off his mouth with her thumb.

“New boots.” She kicked one foot up behind her. “You like ‘em?”

“Whoa! Look at those things. That looks like a five inch heel.”

“Six, actually.”

“Six inch heels? Hooker nails? Hair extensions? A new outfit?”

“Yeah, your fiance had herself a little day on the town. I decided to treat myself to a makeover.”

“What’s the occasion??”

“Ohhh, I just felt like it. I have a surprise for you too. If you ever come home maybe I’ll give it to you.”

John tossed his gloves onto the work bench and shut off the overhead lights. Walking across the asphalt parking lot to his truck, John caught Rachel up on his week. It had been days since the two had seen each other. Kip crossed in front of them in his beat up van and gave them both a nod. He honked his horn as he turned out onto the street and sped away. Rachel’s heels clopped against the pavement as she strode alongside her man. He glanced sideways, struck by the unfamiliar sight of her standing 6’2”, with long straight hair hanging down her back, practically reaching her behind. 

“Wow. New jeans, too?? Those look expensive.”

“They were.”

John leaned across the bench seat of his Toyota pickup and kissed Rachel again. The sun was setting behind the row of buildings across the street. The cab of the truck grew dark. He reached inside her tiny denim jacket and put his hand on her breast and gave it a squeeze.

Odd. He squeezed again and Rachel let out a soft moan. Her small breast felt… not as small as usual.

“What’s going on here? A little padding? To go with your extensions?” He squeezed. Rachel arched her back and pushed herself into his dirty hands, turning to face him. 

“That’s your surprise.” She said, offering herself to him.

John unbuttoned her new blouse, reached inside her bra. He felt Rachel’s warm breast. Her soft, perfectly natural perfectly shaped breast. It filled his hand! He couldn’t believe it.

“Have you put on weight?”


“No!” She played at being insulted.

He squeezed and pinched her nipple. Rachel let out a sigh and flung her hair into his face. She removed her jacket and unbuttoned her blouse. “What are you doing?” John quickly scanned the empty lot. They were alone.

She pulled the Lycra cups of her new bra back, baring her breasts to the world. John cupped them both, enclosing the two fleshy mounds with his hands. She was twice the size of the Rachel he knew.  Rachel reveled in the feel of her lover’s hands on her new tits even as confusion and disbelief contorted his face. How could she explain the sudden change? 

“Did you get implants??” He asked, concerned, squeezing, testing, disbelieving.

“… no…. they’re not implants.” 

She sat back and began to unbuckle his jeans, releasing his stiff cock from its confinement. 

“It’s all me.”

She encircled it with her hand and began to pump. John rested his head against the seat back, inhaling her perfume, goggling at the sight in the darkened cab of two perfect teardrop-shaped breasts hanging out inside her open shirt. 

“I don’t get it. How.”

Rachel put her finger to his lips and urged him to hush while she continued to jack him off.

“Okay, listen. This will sound incredible when I explain it to you, but you have to believe it. I should have told you about it sooner, but I didn’t believe it myself.”

John closed his eyes and bucked his hips as Rachel spoke quietly in his ear.

“You remember last week when Danielle stopped by the apartment? You commented on how she looked like she’d put on some weight.”

John grunted out in acknowledgement. How could he forget? He always thought Danielle Turner was hot as hell. She had put on weight lately, all in her chest.

“Surely you noticed her boobs. I know you must have.”

His eyes popped open and rolled back as Rachel went down on him, wrapping her lips around his six inches and easing it toward the back of her throat. (And not for the first time. No one could suck a cock like his Rachel.)

She sucked him off a few times then lifted back up, resuming the hand job.

“Well…” she continued, licking her lips, “This is the thing: Danielle’s mom brought back this stuff from Europe. Some kind of… I don’t know what it is. It’s some kind of herbal stuff. Well, Danni took some of it and her boobs just started growing. You see. She showed it to us and, well… we all took it too. Me… Tiffany… even Emily took it…”

John eyes scanned the strange air that filled the cab of his truck. What was she talking about? He was still confused. Was she fucking with him? He searched her eyes for some indication that she was joking. It seemed she was not.

“I know. I didn’t believe it either. I thought it was bullshit. Until a few days ago.”

With her free hand she cupped her left breast, compressing it against her body, prizing it.

“It took about a week then I knew. When they started getting bigger. It’s incredible.”

She chuckled softly then kissed John on the mouth.

“A whole cup size in just the past week, John. It’s fucking unbelievable. And can you keep a secret???” She resumed the hand job. “I don’t want it to stop. I know… I know… it sounds crazy. Everything I’m telling you… but it’s a huge fucking turn-on.” She glanced out across the parking lot, lost in the moment, slowing her hand. “I’ve been a B cup my whole life, and never really gave a shit. Suddenly I’m spilling out of a C.”

She laughed at her words. She noted John’s eyes fixed on her boobs, which moved from the motion of her busy hand. 

“I feel so sexy… I love it... I want to be sexy… for you...”

Her boyfriend moaned and shot his load. Rachel pressed his cock against his stomach and milked him, watching as his cum spurted in heavy glops, splattering his stomach, leaping up onto his dirty tee shirt.

# # # # #

As unreal as it still seemed to her, Emily Ryder was pleased find that the stuff Danni gave her was working.

She and James both were pleased. 

Her breasts had puffed up from virtually nothing into a respectable B cup. And despite (or perhaps thanks to) James’ persistent teasing about her “growing a set of big jugs like Danielle’s”, Emily accepted her feelings, strange new feelings… sexy feelings... kinky random thoughts and urges that the pleasant new bounce inside her shirt seemed to trigger, at the oddest times. Like right now, as she ambled past the cosmetics counter of Pollard’s department store, she felt distracted by the subtle delightful dancing of her flesh.

Over the past couple of weeks she had watched, dumbfounded and quietly captivated, as Danielle’s bust grew larger and larger. Though Danielle did what she could to downplay it, a rumor that she’d had a “boob job” was circulating around the gym. People clamored to get into her crowded yoga classes, to get an eyeful. Danielle was not unaware of the attention she was attracting, and appeared totally fine with it. She never lost her composure. In fact she seemed proud, in her own way, of the inches she’d added to her bustline. 

Emily straightened her back and smiled to herself as she turned towards the lingerie department, her heels clopping across the glassy linoleum floor. En route to the escalator three young hip hop dudes emerged from the men’s department and wheeled purposively around her, muttering something about a “brick house”. She could feel their eyes on her, even after she passed by them.

Emily was lost in thought as she picked through the selection of brassieres at Pollard’s. She was happy to splurge a little on some new bras that might accentuate her bust further. James would like that, she thought. Her fingers flitted casually through the styles and sizes as her eye drifted to the larger cups. She removed a nicely-engineered 34F undewire model from the rack and dipped her hand inside the cups, marveling at its absurd dimensions. 

“May I help you find a size??” came a familiar voice from behind her. She replaced the bra on the rack. It slipped from its hanger, falling to the floor. Emily turned to see Kayla Hubbard standing there, one hand weighed down with merchandise.

“Oh, hey… Kayla. How you doing??”

Kayla knelt down and picked up the large bra, expertly re-attached it to its hanger with one hang and hung it on the rack.

“Do you believe they even MAKE ‘em that big?”

Emily eyed Kayla up and down. She always thought of her as a little girl, as Cynthia’s daughter. Dressed for work in smart-looking grey slacks and matching tailored jacket, her dirty blonde hair pulled back tight she looked suddenly very mature.

“I thought Tiffany told me you were working with her in juniors. What are doing in lingerie?”

“I know. This is where they put me. It’s madness. But it’s not so bad.”

“Excuse me, Miss. May we get some help here?”

A tired-looking mother and her chubby young daughter were in need of assistance. The daughter, as anyone could see, was in desperate need of a fitting. She couldn’t have been a day over 13, dressed in a tight tank top and a woefully inadequate bra that managed only to squeeze her breasts up and out, in all directions.

“Just a moment, I’ll be right with you.” Kayla offered, turning back to Emily. 

The girl dug at the straps that were cutting into her flesh and complained loudly to her mother.

“ Miss, excuse us…” the mother persisted. “Is there anyone here who can help us?”

Kayla sighed. She dropped what she was doing and proceeded directly to the fitting rooms with the mother and daughter. Emily’s eyes goggled at the girl, who scowled back at her, snapping her bubblegum loudly.

She returned to the rack of brassieres to find another young woman reaching past her, reaching for the bra Kayla had only just put back on the rack. She felt the girl’s soft body rub against her, knocking her backward.

“Excuse me ma’am… ahh, 34F…. YEAHH, AWESOME…. I knew this place would have it.” The young woman, seemingly no older than Kayla, held the huge bra up, fitting it in place over her clothing. “This’ll fit… I hope…” She smiled at Emily, hoisting the undergarment up, inviting Emily to have a look at her. “Whaddya think? Can you believe this?”

“Excuse me?” Emily replied, unsure what she was asking. 

The girl chuckled, removed the bra from her body and headed for the cash register. 

# # # # #

Tiffany walked as fast as she could toward her apartment building. She was only a few blocks away, and exhausted from her afternoon run, but she couldn’t get there fast enough. She frantically dialed Danielle on her cell phone.

“Come on Danielle… pick up…pick up…”

“Hello, this is Danielle.”

“Danni, hi it’s Tiffany. Where are you? Are you at home?” 

She came to a red light, waited for a second, then ran out into the crosswalk. Two oncoming cars blared their horns and swerved to avoid hitting her.

“I’m still at the gym. I’m late for a class right now actually. What’s up??”

“Oooooh….oh…. nothing... just wanted to see if you were still planning on coming by later...”

“Yeah. Is that okay?”

Tiffany hustled down the sidewalk—one arm held over her chest—past an old lady with a grocery cart, past a mother with a stroller. She made a break then for her building at the end of the block. Danielle could hear Tiffany panting as she ran the distance to her front door.

“Tiffany??”

 “Yeah! Yeah… that’s great…”

“What’s the matter Tiff? Are you alright??”

In her lobby Tiffany punched the elevator button repeatedly, trying to hasten its arrival. 

“Ohh… yeah! I’m alright. I think. I don’t know. I just had something weird happen.”

“Something weird?”  

Weird. Danni and Tiffany both knew that word could describe any number of recent and less-than-uncommon occurrences.

“I guess. I don’t know. I’m fine. I’d just need to talk to you… about you-know-what…”
“Don’t worry honey. I’ll be finished here in an hour. I’ll be there around seven.”

Inside her messy apartment, Tiffany slammed the door behind her and headed directly for the bathroom, discarding sweaty workout clothes on the floor along the way. She flicked a light switch, turned on the shower, and stepped in front of the mirror. Her breathing was labored, constricted. Like a would-be escape artist she wrestled herself free of the uncomfortable sports bra she was wearing, peeling it finally from her sticky body like she was peeling a piece of fruit. She cursed it on its way onto the floor next to the clothes hamper. Where tight elastic had cut into her body now were angry red indentations, which she massaged with her fingers. Uncomfortable though she was, her eyes devoured her glistening reflection in the mirror. 

“Goddamnit… I knew it….” 

Her breasts had grown. Again. And this time she felt it happen!

The skinny tom boy with the 32A washboard chest looked at her reflection, at a woman, cupping two beautiful full breasts in her hands. She didn’t recognize her self. The bra she just tossed aside had been Danielle’s, a hand-me-down 32C. And now, suddenly, to Tiffany’s astonishment, it was too small. She leaned forward over the sink and drew her skinny arms together, admiring in the mirror two pillows of flesh that now featured prominently, beautifully. on her compact body. She hooked her thumb in the waistband of her panties and peeled those off too, kicking them into the corner. Pivoting at the waist, she marveled at her body. Even her flared hips and cute little ass also looked like they belonged to another woman. 

An hour later there came a buzz at the door. It was Danielle downstairs. 

She had Keith with her. 

Of course.

“I hope you don’t mind…” Danielle said under her breath as Tiffany handed her a cold beer. 

“Oh, absolutely. It’s fine. I know you guys are attached at the hip… nowadays…” She clinked her bottle against her friend’s and took a swig.

“Keith? You want a beer?”

“Sure, I’ll take one.” 

“Sorry about the mess you guys. I’ve been working overtime all week. The first thing to fall by the wayside is housecleaning, unfortunately.” 

Keith Turner stood in the living room, his head seeming inches from the low ceiling, oblivious to the empty shopping bags and dirty clothes that were strewn about the place. He just stared blankly out the window, concentrated on stretching his well-developed deltoids. Danielle handed him a beer and smoothed her palm over his tight stomach.

“Thanks babe.”

Tiffany rattled around in the kitchen, putting together a bowl of chips and some salsa for Keith to munch on. Danielle gathered up some of the Tiffany’s empty Pollard’s bags and clothing that littered the floor while her husband made himself comfortable on the sofa.

“So honey, what do you think of our little girl here?” Danni teased loudly. She snaked her arm around her husband’s shoulder, touching her chest purposively against him.  “She certainly has grown hasn’t she?”

“Oh stop it, Danni. It’s all your fault!” Tiffany shot back with a smile.

She emerged into the living room and sat the food on the coffee table in front of Keith. 

He discretely sized her up. She was no competition for Danielle, but she had a great little body on her, he thought, raising a tortilla chip to his mouth. Especially now that she had tits.

Tiffany grabbed Danielle by the hand and led her down the hall to the bedroom. Keith stayed behind with his chips and beer.

“Well, let me see.” Danielle insisted matter-of-factly.

Tiffany unzipped her ratty old sweatshirt and pulled it open. Underneath she was wearing a white camisole and no brassiere. Her nipples were stiff and showing clearly through the thin cotton material. Her breasts were barely a D cup, but on her petite frame they looked bigger.

“Holy shit, Tiffany. You’re huge.” 

The words sounded at once complimentary and shocking. After all, Danni was the one who defined the word ‘huge’.

“What happened? Did you have another growth spurt?” She put her hand inside Tiffany’s sweatshirt and palmed her friend’s breast, feeling the hard nipple through her shirt. Tiffany bit her lip and drew a sharp breath through her nose. 

“Danni….” She just stood there with her eyes closed as her friend laid both hands on her and gently squeezed. If either woman thought it strange, neither cared.

“So?? How does it feel huh? To suddenly have hooters?”

Tiffany hesitated to speak, at a loss for words for the first time in her life. 

“It feels great… I know…” Danielle answered for her.

“Danni… today I felt them. Growing. I felt them growing right inside my shirt.”
“Really????…”

Danielle sat down on Tiffany’s futon propping herself against one of her arms. Her hooters, stretching at the neck of her overmatched Whole Fitness tee shirt, now overwhelmed Danni’s upper body. She casually hiked up an errant shoulder strap clearly unconcerned of any extra weight.

 “Where were you? What were you doing?”

Tiffany rubbed her thighs anxiously, almost excitedly.

“Were you with Jeremy?”

“What? Jeremy? No. NOOO... I told you, I’m over him. He won’t even return my calls, that little twerp. Remember? He said I was too ‘sex crazed’??”

Danielle laughed, “Oh yeah, I forgot. Sorry.”

“No. See… that’s sorta why I called you…” she closed the door slightly, checking to see Keith now stretched out on the couch, watching television. 

“I was running in the park. Or trying to run in the park. These things seem to have a mind of their own when I run. Even with that sports bra you gave me, they were bouncing all over the place. Anyhow…” She caught herself. 

“I met this guy. Running.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. This cute guy old guy. Older. I don’t know, fortysomething. Really sweet and funny. We were talking about, I don’t even remember what we were talking about. We really hit it off right away though. I’m gonna see him tomorrow night. Anyhow…”

She took a swig of beer and placed it on her dresser and caught a breath. Tiffany was obviously worked up. She jammed her hands into her pockets, whipped the sweatshirt open over her bare shoulders and wore it half-off as she paced around the bedroom. Her bare little feet slapped against the hardwood as she recalled to Danielle the awesome events of just a couple hours ago.

“So this guy… he’s not really my type at all, right? …but for some reason I’m attracted to him right away. He offers me a drink of his water and we start talking like we’d known each other our whole lives. Then I noticed that he’s older than I first thought…not ‘Old’ old, but…like, ‘He’s old enough to be my father’ old… but really handsome face. Anyway. So… This is where it gets interesting.”

Danielle chuckled.

“So you know I’m randy as hell lately anyway. So I’m standing there talking to this complete stranger, and… I’m getting turned on and I can feel I’m, you know… nipping out…” 

Danni giggled. “You do have big nipples.”

Tiffany fanned her hands in front of her chest. Her points were hard right now and tenting the fabric of her undershirt.

Keith stuck his head in the door. “Yo, Tiff. Care if I have another beer?”

Tiffany whipped her sweatshirt back around and zipped up. Her nipples were visible even through the sweatshirt.

“Sure Keith. Help yourself.”


“We’ll be right out in a sec, honey… we’re just talking… girl’s stuff.”
Keith returned to the kitchen for his beer. Danni smiled at Tiffany, waiting for her to continue.

“So anyhow… My nipples are showing, even though that stiff sports bra. And he’s staring. And it’s sick, I know, but…it’s like it turns me on Danni… that he’s staring at my chest the whole time we’re talking. And… god…”

“What??”

“When you talk to guys, do they stare at your chest?”

“Yeah. It gets kind of annoying.”

“Guys have started talking to my chest Danni. They don’t look me in the eye anymore. I’m so short, I just feel like they’re all staring straight down my top. And the weird thing is… I think I like it… it’s like they’re bowing to me or something, or afraid to look me in the eye... something about it, I don’t know… it’s like a little power trip. But… I don’t know. God. I don’t know what’s going on with me Danni. It’s like you said. I’m turned on, like, constantly.”

“Yeah? So? And this is a problem HOW??”
“Well… don’t laugh when I tell you this. But, so, I’m standing next to this tree in the park, swapping phone numbers with this man, Peter, and I’m flirting with him like… like I’ve never flirted with a guy. It’s like I was drunk or something.”

“Wait a minute. His name is Peter??”

“I know. That’s what I’m thinking at the time. I’m thinking I want to SEE his peter. And  he caught me staring at it, staring at his crotch.”

“Tiffany!!!”

“I even winked at him.”

“Nasty girl!”

“I know, Danni. It’s awful! What’s wrong with me?!?” she laughed, bending weakly at the knees, her hands still jammed into her pockets. It thrilled her, she realized, to be telling Danielle this. And it felt cathartic to be able to articulate to someone the strange feelings she’d been feeling all week.  

She lingered over the details, enthusiatically, like a giddy teenager.

“So we talked for like, twenty minutes. We really connected you know? …and he’s wearing these, like, little running shorts, like, from the 70s short shorts… and you can see his dick showing clearly, the outline of it. He’s totally got this raging hard on, right there in the park.”

“Tiffay Cox!”

“I know, I know. I should have been repulsed, right? But like I wasn’t at all. It was like, just the opposite. God, just telling you about it right now I’m getting a little turned on, like, just thinking about it, ya know??”

“Tiffany… you’re so bad…” 

“So he says he’s gotta go. And as he’s saying goodbye…to my chest… I don’t know, I just reached up and gave him this big hug. I wanted to kiss him but I didn’t. But I really… just… I just wanted to give him something to remember me by, you know. So I hugged him and pressed these up against him.”

She waggled her shoulders violently, making her breasts jump around inside her tank top.

“Jesus, Tiffany! You really ARE sex crazed!”

“Well… that’s not the worst of it I’m afraid.”

“!”

“So we’re kinda behind this tree, hugging. And I reached down and touched his dick… you know… through his shorts.”

Danielle burst out into a booming loud laugh that Keith could easily hear from the other room. She couldn’t believe her ears.

“It was big, too.”

Danielle grabbed Tiffany by the hand and pulled her onto the futon beside her. Tiffany fell backward, flat onto her back and kicked her feet in the air, laughing at her own outrageous behavior. Her nipples were pointing at the ceiling, tenting the thick material of her sweatshirt. She felt warm all over, her body was tingling.

“Like Keith.” Danni boasted.

“…like Keith?? “

“Hung. Like a horse.”

Tiffany sat up and covered her mouth in pretend shock. Her eyes fell to Danielle’s big boobs, and to Danielle’s nipples that were now showing slightly. Her tits were more than twice the size of Tiffany’s, yet her nipples were still tiny little things. She admired them. Her own had always been abnormally large.

“Danni… I’m so embarrassed… this isn’t normal… this…” she drew her legs together, scissoring her thighs, feeling a familiar wetness lubricating and heating her crotch. The two women looked into each other’s eyes. 

Danielle placed a reassuring hand on Tiffany’s shoulder, then unzipped her friend’s sweatshirt, exposing her breasts to the light once again. 

“I can’t believe how much you’ve changed.” Danielle said admiringly.

“…Anyway…” 

Tiffany lowered her head, ashamed to admit the worst part of her story, “…so… after that, I… I had to pee, really bad… so I went into this public restroom, in the park… and… I was so horny … I started… fingering myself.”

Her voice now was low and quiet. Danielle sat quietly and listened.

“It was scary. Like… out of control… you know? I felt like I was on X or something. Then it started.“ she paused a beat. “I felt them start to tingle and, like, throb… it was incredible. I came, so hard. Then I thought I could feel that sports bra, you know, it felt like, really tight all of the sudden. I sat there, with my pants around my ankles, feeling my pounding pulse. My chest was literally pounding, swelling up, a little tiny bit with each heartbeat.”

“I’ve had that feeling too. I’ve had days… where my bra feels tight, then like its getting tighter and tighter until the day until it feels like it’s strangling me.”

“Yeah but this happened in like, a few minutes. Then pretty soon my heart stopped racing and it all stopped. And that bra, was, like, seriously cutting into me. So I got up and pretty much ran home.”

 “When I called you… I don’t know… I think I was freaking out.”

She smiled now, her big watery eyes searching Danielle’s expression, waiting for some rational explanation for everything, or some confirmation at least that this was bizarre, that she wasn’t losing her mind. 

“Danni… this isn’t normal. How can this be normal?”

Danielle leaned over and rubbed a tear from Tiffany’s face with her thumb and gave her friend a kiss on the lips. Tiffany felt Danielle’s large bosom press against her own. She fell into her, throwing her arms around her, sobbing softly.

“Shhhhhh… shhhhhhh… don’t cry.”

Danielle stroked Tiffany’s messy hair. Tiffany plunged her fingers into Danielle’s silky smooth hair and smelled it. Danielle hugged her friend tighter, compressing their chests tightly together. Tiffany’s stiff nips felt funny, like little fingertips poking her.

Tiffany let out a heavy sigh.

“Danni I’m serious… this isn’t right, is it??” she wondered sadly.

“Is this…. drug… turning us into… freaks?? …into busty sex-crazed freaks??”

Danielle only smiled sympathetically and placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder.

“Absolutely not. I think it’s a blessing. A wonderful blessing.”

Tiffany smiled to herself.

“Every day I thank my lucky stars for. For whatever this is. I think Keith and I are both happier than we’ve ever been.”

On cue her husband appeared in the doorway again.

“Who’s crying in here?”

“Sorry. I’m alright.” Tiffany sniffed, hunching forward on the edge of the bed.

Danielle sat up and rearranged her fantastic body, lifting up on both shoulder straps of her bra to relieve some of the confinement of her own breasts. 

“She’s alright. She had a little growth spurt today. But she’s alright.”

Keith entered the bedroom, taking Danielle’s hand in his hand and squeezing it. She rested her head against his hip and hugged his muscular thigh, like it was a lamp post. They both smiled sympathetically at Tiffany.

“It’s okay. Really. I feel fine now.”

If Tiffany was obliged to feel embarrassed or self-conscious at Keith’s presence in her bedroom, or at Danielle sharing her ‘secret’ with him like that, she shrugged it off. 

Besides, Keith was well aware of what was going on. With his wife, and now her friends. She grabbed a box of tissues from the nightstand and blew her nose. Danielle discreetly snaked her hand up her husband’s inner thigh, and lightly touched his balls. 

“Tiffany’s going through what I went though. Horny as hell. Right hon?”
With her free hand Danielle grabbed the sleeved of Tiffany’s sweatshirt and pulled it toward her, and Tiffany along with it. She released Keith’s leg and planted a kiss on Tiffany, a long open-mouthed kiss unlike the soothing peck of a few minutes ago. Tiffany was startled by this, on some level. But her overriding instinct was to yield, admitting Danni’s tongue into her mouth. 

Keith stood by, looking down at his wife kissing her friend passionately. Tiffany reached up and put her small hand to Danielle’s large breast. By now as big as a cantelope and firm withing its Spandex harness it exceeded her grasp. Without breaking their kiss, Danielle reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. Unleashed, her breasts softened. Her two creamy whoppers escaped the underwire, dropping almost into their owners lap. Tiffany moved up under her friend’s tee shirt. Her hand seized a portion of Danielle’s breast, plying at it. She explored it with a curious touch, experiencing its size and weight. Danni’s skin was unblemished, white as porcelin and smooth as silk. 

Danielle sighed, returning the gesture. She squeezed Tiffany’s boob. It was a real hand full.

Danielle motioned for her husband to join them. She reclined against the futon, her mams lolling slightly to her sides. Keith leaned in and kissed her petite nipple with fealty. Tiffany continued to explore the expanse of Danielle’s breast while she kissed her friend on the mouth. Danielle meanwhile dunked her hand into her husband’s shorts and found his famous eight inch cock, grasping it at its base. He squeezed her breast with his hand and sucked her erect nipple into his mouth.

“Mmmmm… you guys… that feels good…” Danielle tossed her head back, her long dark hair scattered across the pillows.

Tiffany moved to Danielle’s other breast and sucked. Danielle pulled at her track suit pants, working them down over her hips along with her underwear, kicking both off onto the floor. Keith moved his hand to her crotch, slipped his fingers into her wet snatch.

Danielle sat back and relaxed as her two lovers squeezed her tits and fingered her pussy. Tiffany’s hands and mouth busily worked at Danni’s huge teat as she moved over to Keith’s side of the bed. Keith removed his shorts. His long dick sprung into the air, bobbing inches from Tiffany’s face. She kissed its tip and smoothed her hand along its hot shaft. 

Whatever part of Tiffany that might have been appalled at this scene only a couple weeks ago fell mute. Her body filled with desire. She took Keith into her mouth and sucked. Danielle sat up in bed and stroked the back of Tiffany’s head, signaling to her, “it’s okay”. Tiffany released Kevin’s cock. She and Danni both took it in their hands and pumped it, communing over it.
Keith reclined now, laying flat out on his back, his cock standing straight up. Danielle moved to kiss her husband. She smothered him playfully with her tits as she teased him and drove his arousal further. 

“Don’t you move.” Danielle instructed her husband as she lifted one leg and straddled his face, grinding against his chin. Keith retaliated with his tongue, lashing out at her dripping wet pussy, sucking at her labia the way he knew she loved it. 

She took Tiffany’s hand and without much encouragement or instruction lifted her young friend into pole position. 

Tiffany felt drugged, again, her head was spinning as she straddled her best friend’s husband. She hiked her ass in the air and moved backward, carefully, until Keith’s knob pressed against the dampness of her pussy. She sat down on it, cautiously, feeling the plum-sized head spread her open and attempt to enter. 

His cock thickened at the shaft, prying Tiffany’s entry further. She winced.

“I can’t.”

“Just relax.” Danielle kissed her… pausing before she pushed Tiffany back again onto her husband’s thick cock. Keith quietly worked away beneath both of them.

“I don’t… I…. aaghh… aaghh….”

He tilted his hips gently, pushing half his length into Tiffany. She was tight. Too tight. He withdrew slightly and Tiffany groaned her relief.

“It’s too big …” she steeled herself and lowered back down onto the overlarge tool one more time. Danielle palmed her friend’s hot breasts. She could feel Tiffany’s pounding pulse. She squeezed, gently at first, then harder, massaging Tiffany’s breasts vigorously. How had it come to this?, Tiffany wondered in a moment of lucidity. Her shock only stoked her excitement though. She seethed and writhed against her friend’s ministrations. The heat of Keith’s thick organ penetrating her was intense. She relaxed and eased down, further now, onto the large prong. 

He rose to meet her, pushing himself into her tiny body, deeper.

“Oww, fuck! …” Tiffany froze, her eyes wide with shock. Carefully she relaxed and let her weight down on the thing between her legs, easing it deeper, and deeper into her. Tears filled her eyes. An intense feeling of, not pain, but well-being fluttered up inside her.

“More…” she moved her hips with Keith’s.

“Oh god… oh fuck…” Tiffany’s tiny body tingled. Her mind swam in the sensation of the most intense fuck of her life.

Danielle took her own tits in her arms and hugged herself, tweaking her nipples between her fingers as a delightful orgasm washed over her. Tiffany drank in the sight of her big-boobed friend getting off as she continued to bob up and down on that same friend’s husband’s unbelievable dick. Her pussy was well-lubricated. She bucked and gyrated awkwardly on top of Keith. The more she moved against it, the more she felt stuck in place, like a piece of meat on a great hook. 

The rest of her body writhed. 

Her breasts undulated gently as Keith increased the rhythm. The pounding Keith was giving her pussy sent pleasant shockwaves through the rest of her body. Especially her tingling breasts.

She felt so alive… so turned on.
Suddenly Tiffany’s hands shot up to her chest, clutching her breasts, immobilizing them. She was about to cum. Keith’s moaned and his body bucked into the air. He blasted his hot load into her. She could feel it. She could feel the force of his spurting inside her! Her pelvis tensed as her own orgasm racked her body, curling her toes. Keith moved in and out of her sloppy wet snatch as she spasmed and gasped for air. 

“Oh… OH!…. Ohh my god... Ohh my god…” She stared into space, riding out the runaway orgasm. She wondered if it would ever stop. Her body began to shake uncontrollably.

A minute later Tiffany’s orgasm abated, suddenly. She fell forward into Danni, clutching her upper arms. Danni braced her friend while she continued to shake spasmodically through the aftershocks of her incredible climax. 

Tiffany recovered and climbed off Keith, crawling on all fours to the head of her bed. 

Her body was flushed and rosy against the white linens. She was slick with sweat. Her distant expression showed her disbelief. She took a deep breath and tried to regain her senses. Something felt weird. Her hands went to her chest.

“Umm…” She looked confused.

“What?” Danielle sat up, folding her legs beneath her.

Tiffany held her boobs in her hands. Her nipples were hard in her palms. They felt sore.

Her flesh crawled. She felt feverish, queasy.

“Oh no…”

A hot flash made her stomach do a flip flop. A pressure was building, painfully, behind her nipples. She arched her back, as it grew, torturing her insides. She panicked.

“What’s wrong? Tiff?”

“My god you guys. You’re not going to believe this. Oh, no…”

“Honey…” Danielle moved closer. Keith propped himself up on one elbow.

“oh  OH MY GOD… OH SHIT… OH SHIT ….” 

Tiffany’s tits were red and pulsing, in rhythm with her pounding heart beat. 

She was growing, imperceptibly, in front of their eyes.
The expression on her face transformed from one of panic to what can only be described as… bliss. 

Bliss and enlightenment.

“Does it hurt?” Danielle asked.

“Oh no. Ah… ha ha… you guys. Oh. I can feel them getting bigger. Oh fuck. It’s… not stopping...”

She felt the pressure build-up sharply, then drop. Her queasiness faded. She encircled her left breast, splaying her small fingers around it, letting it fill her hand. 

Tiffany felt like she hallucinating it, as if she was tripping on mushrooms. 

 “Oh, man… Oh… OH GOODNESS… Whoa…”

Her senses were heightened, unnaturally. But she was alert and totally present. Her brain crackled and lit up like a pinball machine as she processed the sensory data. She could feel… new nerve endings, forming… blood flow, increasing, pumping in her chest, circulating vigorously… feeding hungry cells, swelling her breasts. Growing them. Lifting her attentive nipples, before her eyes, slightly higher, into the air, as they grew slightly apart. 

The feeling was euphoric. 

It engulfed her and filled her with an indescribable sense of well-being. 
She laughed aloud as the breast in her hand grew noticeably heavy, and large. Her pride swelled like a party balloon and tickled her… from the inside. She removed her hand and drew her shoulders back. Her nipples pulsed still with her heartbeat as the imperceptible growth continued, stem cell-by-stem cell, protein-chain by protein-chain. 

Growth, inevitably, was accompanied by a subtle though perceptible pulling around her delicate collar bone as her breasts indeed became heavier and heavier. 

Then, as her breasts expanded further, came a strange pushing, against her sternum, inclining her backward, strangely, compressing her lungs. 

Her boobs needed room! 

The sensation was fantastic. 

All three stared in amazement at Tiffany’s chest.

“I can still feel it… fuck…. it feels so fucking good…………….…”

Her face froze. She raised a tentative hand in front of her smiling mouth.

“…………………I think it’s stopping now.” 

She lightly touched her fingers to her distended nipples, and pressed, lightly. She shivered as she felt her pussy wet and tingling between her legs. Her pussy was hard-wired, it seemed to her big sensitive nipples. 

“My god you guys.”

# # # # #

Cynthia Hubbard sat curled up with her husband Ben, knitting a new scarf, flipping channels on the family’s stupidly huge television. 

She came to the local PBS station and a new episode of Frontline. 

“A Growing Concern”. 

[Tonight on Frontline. A Growing Concern.  The bustlines of American women on the rise. How women from Maine to Southern California are driving the cost of Victoria Secret  stock higher, and higher. And one doctor’s shocking claim you won’t believe; not only can he explain what is behind the bust growth women are experiencing, but… that he’s the man responsible for it.]

Cynthia sat up and took notice. 

She dropped her knitting and thought immediately of Danielle, and Rachel. And Tiffany. And Emily. All four of her friends were busting out of their brassieres these days. She thought about the blue bottle. And of Kayla’s recent complaints of weight gain. She turned up the volume.

[“It acts like a virus, you see. It infects… then it… tricks the body. It tricks the biological clock, the endochrine system, adrenal glands, nerve growth factor, stem cell production. He’s playing with DNA. This… agent… this virus Klein has engineered… attacks it, attacks DNA… alters it. The biological genetic program—if I may—for what you might think of as adolescence… the virus reboots this genetic program. And this program plays, as long as infection is present. The raging hormones, the energy level, the euphoria, and… yes… the physical development of the sex organs… everything the body experiences at the peak of teenage growth, in abundance. Heightened emotions, serotonin, adrenalin, a degree of mental distraction.  All nature’s gifts. The best of life, twice over…”]

Ben lay slumped against the seat cushion sleeping. The sub woofer sat next to  his head, booming bass directly into his ears. Cynthia listened with rapt attention. It was the voice of a Doctor Loyyd Klein, on video in a police station in Basel, Switzerland, referring to himself in the third person, proud of his crime. 

[Basel police questioned Dr. Klein on two occasions before finally taking him into custody. The doctor was being held at the time of broadcast, without bail, pending trial in an international court of law.]

They cut from the police station to recent footage of women on the street, in shopping malls, at the beach, jogging, intercut with excerpts from current music videos and TV commercials, presented as documentary evidence of a prevalence of breasts, of big breasts, and of breast obsession ‘gone wild’, in mainstream culture and in every day life.

[Reports of breast growth went up 40% over a fifteen month period. 70% in the past six months. The average bustline of the American woman went from a 34B to a 34C over the course of 36 months, tipping dramatically from a steady 44% of women sized B cup and 28% women a cup C, to 21% cup B, and a shocking 45% of women a cup C. D cups went up also, doubling in number to 20% of all women polled.. the remaining 14% is now made up of A, AA, DD and beyond. And the trend, warns Dr. Klein, is ‘beyond’.]

Dr. Klein’s voiceover finishes the montage of ‘today’s chesty woman’. [“The numbers don’t lie. Numbers… do not lie. And by the end of the year you will start to see exponential leaps. I promise you. By Christmas, over half the women in America will be a D cup. And the number of double Ds will double. We’re already seeing this.”]

They cut to a woman who reminded her of Kayla. Older by a few years, and thinner.

[Stephanie Shafer is a graduate student at Princeton, majoring in business. To her graduation ceremony last May she wore a Victoria’s Secret 34C cup brassiere beneath her cap and gown. Today, Stephanie is a 34F. She is one of a growing number of women—young and old—who underwent what has been described as sudden dramatic’ breast growth. The kind that has been reported by doctors now in every city in every state. ] 

Stephanie strolled the sunny Princeton campus amid falling leaves, dressed in tight jeans and a long-sleeved cream-colored turtleneck sweater. Her prominent bust cast a distinct shadow over her stomach.

Cynthia nudged her husband. Ben grumbled something and kept sleeping.

[“It’s only been, uhh… six months? Wait, no… what am I talking about? …four months. Since I first noticed anything was… you know… different. The next thing I know the summer is over and my… breasts, are… 34D, then 34DD, then… now.. 34F.”] she chuckled. [“I didn’t even know they came in an F…. until now.”]

[Stephanie’s story is not uncommon. More common though are women who are reporting slower, protracted growth, over a longer period. Many claim they ‘don’t remember’ when they first noticed any growth. While others, like stay-at-home-mom Sara Heaton, of Urbana, Illinois have experienced what they call ‘spontaneous’ growth.]

Cynthia kicked Ben now. He shot up and came to consciousness.

“Wha…” he squinted at the screen, at the image of Sara Heaton.

Heaton rotated in place for the camera, her hands held behind her back.  A voice off-camera enquires as to her bra size.

[“40HH.”] She continued to pose patiently for the film makers. Saying nothing. They ask her age. [“42”] She answered. [“I just turned forty two. And last year I was a 38D. Next year I’ll be… 43… I think.”]

“What is this??” Ben asked.

“It’s about that…. stuff of Danielle’s. That stuff in that blue bottle. “

Miss Heaton removed her blouse and stripped down to her bra. A huge lacey white bra of sturdy workmanlike construction, with a thick underwire that supported and contained two breasts that looked to be larger than the girl’s head. Her chest was absurdly big, dominating the silhouette of the young woman, upstaging her blank face.

“…it’s this virus. That’s what Danielle… that’s what Rachel, Tiffany, Emily… this is what they’ve got.”

Cynthia and Ben both flinched from the sudden ring of the phone. It was Rachel.

“Are you watching TV?” she asked her sister.

“Frontline.”

They fade from a filmed close up of Heaton’s lost expression, to video of the police station in Basel. Cynthia and Rachel sat on the phone, not speaking, watching Frontline together.

[“Talk about your labs. Tell us about your labs.”] Dr. Klein sat at a table at some point later in the interrogations, in handcuffs, staring off into the distance. He looked less boisterous now. [“You said you worked in Rome.”] Dr. Klein nodded and rolled his eyes. [“I worked in a lot of places. Rome. Taiwan. South Africa. We gave the virus to the tourists. To the Americans. Hell we SOLD it to them. Infanzia. Infanzia II. We couldn’t make it fast enough.”]

“I’ll talk to you later, Rach.” Cynthia begged off the phone as she snuggled up to Ben in the dark.

“My god, Ben. This guy is a joke, right?” On the television the un-shaven Klein looked tired, yet still his dark eyes darted wildly, rolling around in his head as he rambled on.

[“America showed promise… in its infancy. Was at its best during its adolescence, in the ‘free love’ sixties. But now it has matured into this petulant, warlike monster. Second childhood is designed to… Second Childhood will suit the Americans. Man and woman, both granted their deepest desire, to live… in a perpetual adolescence, hormones raging, their genitals… in a… constant state of arousal, their brain and body chemistry fixated… on pleasure, on self-pleasure, on mutual-pleasure, on the business of pleasure… on the pleasure economy… call it The Pleasure Principle…“] The camera zoomed in tightly, framing the mad doctor’s face. His eyes appeared to bug out of their sockets. [“Let the baby have its ball, that’s all I’m sayin’. Let the United States of America assume its True Form… let it degenerate into a sex-crazed work camp. Let them all be sex workers. Let their orgasms be their grossest domestic product. Let milk, human seed, rock and roll and pornography be their greatest commodities for export. Tits, ass and superior cocksmanship is America’s primary contribution to culture at this point anyhow. They’re all obsessed with their pursuit of youth, fighting against their own desiccation, burning their skin with lasers, spreading bovine ass fat on their faces, carving themselves up, injecting poison into their forheads, enlarging their breasts with silicone implants. This is all the immoral American cares about, deep down. Going against nature at every turn, denying it. I say let’s let America own it, embrace it. Time has come for the American People to face an even greater Manifest Destiny… let’s see how they do with their true Second Childhood… let’s see how they do with a perpetual coming of age… can I get some water?… don’t touch me….”]

Ben sat up and scratched himself. 

“Cocksmanship?! What’s this guy talking about?” Ben exclaimed.

Cynthia clutched her bathrobe over her bosom. Kayla. Rachel. Danni.

“He’s crazy!” Ben decided.

Dr. Wayne Dexter, a microbiology specialist at Mayo Clinic, reclined behind an oak desk in Rochester, Minnesota.

[“If what Loyyd Klein says is true, what are we talking about here? Is this virus a threat? The answer would be yes. It has proven it is a threat. We define bioterrorism as the intentional use of organisms to harm or kill people. So this man, if he has engineered or released such an organism—a biological agent—is a bioterrorist. Now… as far as we know no one has died from this condition, from… this… highly-communicable disease, if you will. Have people been harmed? I don’t know how we determine that. Ultimately, if family’s are harmed, if a person is, …incapacitated, I guess... the answer to whether this is harming anyone, yet… the answer is… we don’t know. My own wife, my beautiful wife of 15 years, Lindsay, she has shown symptoms. In our house, I must tell you, this virus, or whatever it was… we were… it took us by surprise. By the time we realized what was going on, we calculated it had been nine months since my wife came into initial contact with the Second Childhood virus. In nine months her bustline slowly grew from a 32A to a 34DD.”] the doctor paused in thought, staring at the off-screen interviewer and smiling [“And that was it. She started on a program of anti-biotics and that seemed to put a stop to it. She stopped growing right after that.”]

The camera switched to film footage of Dr. Dexter and his wife playing badminton. The leggy blonde beauty was wearing white tennis shorts and a matching polo shirt, her breasts, though immobilized for the most part by what must have been a serious sports bra, were a spectacular site. 

[“Until a couple months later. She ‘came down with it’ again.”]  Fade again to the Dr. and his wife sitting at a sidewalk cafe, enjoying an afternoon iced coffee. The audio voiceover is superimposed.

[“Yeah. I caught it again. A few weeks ago, I think. My boobs have gotten bigger again. Sooo…”] 

[Dr. Lisa Helman is director of the Center for Disease Control…]

She herself looked well-endowed. Dressed in a white trench coat, the attractive dark-haired woman of indeterminate years sat on the edge of her desk, her legs exposed to the camera.

[“The public is on notice. Second Childhood is definitely contagious. We know that now. Anti-biotics can fight it off, but immunity suffers and, like any virus, the more we throw at it in the way of anti-biotics, the faster it will adapt and, eventually, mutate and become harder if not impossible to fight. This is what we are finding. Women don’t realize it… many are still just hearing about this for the first time, but the coming pandemic is at its tipping point, right now, today. And we are seeing it in males too. More and more. With them… sometimes it is harder to diagnose. But we are hearing from men now who are reporting growth, of the penis, of the testes, and a marked increase across the board in the frequency and intensity of their sexual arousal.”]

[“Bonobo DNA! You use bonobo DNA!”] 

Dr. Klein was back at that police station, animated again, raving for the video cameras.  It was footage that would go down with The Zapruder Film and The Paterson Film in the all time hall of fame of indelible and indelibly bizarre film clips. [“The bonobo is man’s closest simian relative. Bonobo society is a sexually open… non-combative… highly-sexed society… the male and female bonobo will just as soon engage in sexual intercourse with each other as shake hands, for example. Let alone fight.“] Cynthia and Ben looked at each other, their faces frozen in laughing disbelief. [“This instinct to pleasure, to copulation, it is generated in the human brain as in the bonobo brain, here…”] he pointed to the base of his skull with the thumbs of his cuffed hands. [“the lower aft hemisphere, is enlarged, considerably in the bonobo… as it is in the person carrying my Infanzia virus… heh…  and once the brain is altered… once the brain is physically altered, that person will live their life out… ha ha…with the sex drive of a bonobo chimpanzee!”]

# # # # #

The Frontline documentary really rattled Cynthia. The story was too bizarre. But she was surrounded by living proof that, bizarre or not, it was all too true. 

The next morning, after sitting through a report on The Today Show about Second Childhood, Cynthia Hubbard ran a few errands around Hilldale and was alarmed by what she saw. Virtually every woman she saw looked to be a D cup or double D or larger. 

“…just like the show said. How could I not have noticed before this?” she asked her friends. She’d invited Rachel and Danielle to come over for lunch at the house. 

Her daughter Kayla poured iced tea from a large glass pitcher. Cynthia eyed her daughter’s new tee shirt with suspicion, a skimpy mid-drift-bearing black thing with rhinestones on it spelling out the words NEW! IMPROVED!

“I like your tee shirt, Kayla!” Rachel chirped.

“Kayla, I hate to be the one to point it out by that shirt doesn’t fit you. You’re hanging out of that thing. It’s awful.” Her mother chided. “Where’s the lady I raised?”

Kayla rolled her eyes and waved off her mom’s criticism, plucking demurely at the hem of her undersized tee. 

Danielle hugged Cynthia from behind.

“Oh don’t worry so much, mom. Kayla IS a lady. A beautiful, sexy lady.”

“Don’t joke around with my sister, Danni.”

Danielle held the hug, holding her exceptionally large boobs against Cynthia.

Kayla poured a glass of tea and marched off to her bedroom.

“Aren’t any of you worried about this? This pandemic thing?”

“Cynthia, we took the anti-biotics.” Danielle said.

“What else can we do??” Rachel posed her sexy body in the dining room, stretching her limbs.

“I guess. But Danielle what happens if you catch it again. And..”

“Then I’ll take the anti-biotics again. That’s all.” Danielle wedged her hands in the small of her back and arched her upper body, lifting her chest up and out with eyes closed. She swiveled her head and stretched her feline neck.

Cynthia stared skeptically at her deluded friend. She looked “bigger than Dolly Parton”. That was Cynthia’s best measuring stick, her best reference point to describe what her svelt yoga instructor friend had turned into. A freak, really. A 34F. On little 5’6” Danni. Her body looked all out of proportion, top heavy, cartoonish. But that’s not how Danni carried herself. She was as poised and graceful and otherwise as sensible as ever.

Danielle raised her leg, took her foot in hand, and struck the ‘dancer’ yoga posture. Stretching her abdomen, pointing her other arm out away from her body.

“Will you two stop stretching and posing and listen to me? I’m worried about this. I’m worried about Kayla. No one seems to know anything about what’s going on… you don’t know what this thing might be doing to you.”

Rachel stomped back into the kitchen and took a drink of her tea and with a long serious face assured her sister that she wasn’t worried. “I have a pretty good idea what it’s doing to me. John has a great idea what it’s doing to me. And neither of us sees the problem. I think you’re just jealous.”

“Rachel.” Danielle protested.

“That’s baloney!” Cynthia stood her ground with her younger sister. She felt frumpy and dumpy going toe-to-toe with her on this day. “Rachel, who are you supposed to be anyhow? Charo??”
Rachel was wearing a red and black Spanish style bodice under a knotted white cotton shirt, with her belly button showing. Her shirt tail was knotted to accentuate her new grapefruit-sized breasts.

“Kootchie Kootchie Kootchie…” Rachel shook her jelly for her sister, at her sister. 

Cynthia laughed. 

Rachel took her big sister’s slightly-jowly cheeks between her manicured fingers and pinched.

“Don’t. Be. Jealous. Mom.”

Cynthia didn’t like being called ‘mom’ by her sister. She hated it. It made her feel old, and right now it was designed to make Rachel seem young. Younger than her 35 years.

“Just wait until your back starts hurting from those boobs you love so much.”

“Hey, these boobs are a miracle. For your information… ‘these boobs’ feel… incredible. If you’re waiting for me to start complaining about them, dear sister, you’re gonna have a long wait.”

# # # # #

[“His science is the worst kind. A little bit of this, a little bit of that. He takes what others have done, in genetics, in reproduction, aging…  stem cell research. Then he, just… takes the parts he needs, and… apparently, he makes up the rest. ‘Hot-rodding’, if you will, with the human genome, which we still know very little about. Without sufficient knowledge of how the genome works… he is playing with fire, frankly.“]

Larry King was talking to another panel of baffled experts. Emily Ryder sat on top of her naked husband James, massaging his aching back on the living room floor while another boring CNN special report on the Second Childhood pandemic played in the background. 

[“Klein appears to be an extremely brilliant scientist. We are told. And some are praising his work, right?” King asked.

“The kind of stem cell work he’s done is enough, by itself, to put him away in federal prison for a long time.”

“He’s grown stem cells in the lab?”

“So he claims.”

“But without clinical trials, without control groups…and with a self-perpetuating rogue virus to serve as his triggering mechanism… the science… the method… behind Second Childhood is unsound. So to call him brilliant, it’s either premature or grossly inappropriate. Until we can get a leg up on the spread of this virus and, eventually, find a cure… for Second Childhood...  until, that is to say if… well, that’s the road ahead.”

“And if that includes quarantining the United States and turning the U.S. into a ‘colony’ where the infected are sent to live.”

“Yes… in a kind of gilded confinement, with their own kind. So they do not risk contaminating the rest of the world community…”

“That’s what’s on the table next month at the United Nations. The sixty day travel lock down the CDC has recommended.”

“It’ll never pass.”


“We’ll see.”]

Emily and James sat and listened. 

[“The effects on the pituitary and hypothalamus glands alone are deadly serious. Never mind the physical effects of the virus. Pleasant though they may otherwise be, those effects are our secondary concern. The fact is: people’s brains are mutating… the mutation of these glands is causing irreparable damage… irreparable brain damage, to millions of men and women. Even among folks who exhibit no physical symptoms. They may feel perfectly fine. They may not even notice anything different, but if they are indeed carrying the virus… chances are they have already suffered brain damage.”

“The strange effects we’re starting to see at the Center For Disease Control are cause for concern Larry, if not outright alarm… we’re seeing all kinds of reactions Larry, as you well know.”]

Emily laughed. 

She had reacted strangely to the virus. 

Unbelievable though it seem to her and James, she now needed to wear a 36C cup brassiere. Nothing she couldn’t handle though. 

More notable were the other changes in her body. She had grown taller—by almost two inches—in the past month. Emily Ryder was now 5’10”, the same height as her husband. And she had faint stretch marks on her thighs and hips to show for it. 

Also, she’d put on some weight. But her body fat percentage was dropping, steadily. Aside from the breast growth, it seemed Emily had added about 20 pounds of lean. Her thighs were still thick but lean, as were her back and shoulders, which seemed broader, meatier. She was no longer pear-shaped.

James felt small beneath his wife as she massaged his back with a forceful, expert touch.

He seemed to be still unaffected by the virus though—if you were to ask him he’d tell you, as would most men—he was eager to contract it. Since her sudden growth spurt, Emily’s stamina and libido were both increased. James found himself working, happily, to keep up. Emily and he went at it every night lately, starting after dinner usually, then off and on through the evening until sooner or later he would give out from exhaustion. 

Emily rolled James over on his back and took his cock in her hand.

“So when are you gonna grow a big cock for me like Keith’s?” She grinned at her husband, the wise guy. They both recalled just a few weeks ago when he ribbed her about her flat chest. Not that he was a little guy. At 5’8” and a dick measuring right around five inches James Ryder was perfectly average in size.

“Hey that’s not fair. He’s got the virus, like you…” James answered back as he sat up.

“I’m just teasing you… you’re so sensitive.”

“I’m not being sensitive!”

She pushed his shoulder, knocking him sideways. Again she took his cock in her hand. She started pumping it. She pointed her chest at his face and urged him to foldle her. His cock stiffened in her tight grasp. She climbed on top of him, foregoing foreplay. She sat down on his prick, impaling herself on it easily.

“Mmm… That feels nice, sweetie. Come on…” she rocked her hips, grinding her pelvis against her husband’s. Her body undulated as she mashed her clit against Jame’s pubic bone. 

James reached up with his skinny arms and squeezed his wife’s new breasts. Nice soft handfuls. Emily placed her hands atop his and clutched herself, seething. 

“Feel me up, James. Feel up my tits.”

It was the first time he’d ever heard her use that word. Tits. Emily rarely used foul language. She was usually so soft-spoken. Reserved. Passive even. 

“That’s it lover. Squeeze ‘em.  Harder.”

As he focused on her tits, he inadvertently slackened off his fucking pace.

“Oh… no… come on. Fuck me… Come on James.” Emily demanded, urging him with her insistent hips. James complied.

“That’s it. Come on James. Fuck your big hungry wife…”

She sat atop him, looking down, between her pert new breasts, into his eyes. 

This was their fourth go-round this evening and James’ face showed his exhaustion.

“Don’t wimp out on me.” Emily bucked and grinded, punishing James’ thin body. Her orgasm was building, slower than before. Too slowly for his tastes.

She dropped down onto her elbows and treated her hubby to the tits she knew he loved. Still she fucked him. And talked into his ear. 

“Do you like that? Do you like to have two boobiess in your face like this?”


She could feel his hips bucking a little more enthusiastically. She pressed down on him, playing at smothering him. James struggled weakly in his heavenly confinement.

“You can’t get away, little man. I’ve got you.” 

Emily felt James’ thrusts, leaping thrusts, banging her hard. 

“Oh, you’ve still got some life left in you!”

Again and again James bucked, lifting his wife slightly off the floor with his increasingly more forceful thrusts.

“Oh yeah… that’s it… yes… Oh GOD, James…”

James fell into a rhythm now, seemingly filled with his second wind. He lay back and drank in the sight of his wife’s boobs bouncing in front of his face.

“Oh Shit, James. Oh…. OHHHH…. You feel so good, honey.”

James’ felt his balls tingle. His head felt… light. His limbs were half-numb from exhaustion, yet his loins kept pumping in and out of Emily. Her eyes flared and her mouth dropped open.

“Jesus…. James… it feels so good. Oh… I can feel you, deep…”

James’ heart pounded, hard, in his chest and in his head. Emily’s voice sounded muffled to him, muffled and distant. The roomed seemed to grow dark. She seemed to drift away from him, immersed in her own satisfaction. His cock throbbed as he worked toward a climax. Soon, in a heady half-conscious state, he sensed Emily dismount and take a place on the floor next to him. Was he dreaming? Or waking up from a dream. The room came fell in and out of focus. Emily sat beside him, manipulating his cock with her hand, her face looked soft, serious. He felt numb, like he was outside of his body.

“Do you feel that honey? Do you see it?”

She pumped him slowly, with the lightest touch.

James groaned. Suddenly his breath felt short. He felt the spasm take his body and wring it like a dish rag. His back lifted up off the floor as his cock erupted over the back of his wife’s hand. He had nearly blacked out. He was seeing stars from the lack of oxygen.

“… James … don’t … believe it ...”

He came around to the faint sound of Emily’s voice.

His cock twitched in her hand. His upper body was splattered with cum.

“What?” He asked weakly.

“You. Look at you.”

Emily’s smile did nothing to mask her shock and awe. She lifted James’ swollen penis aloft. It was bright red and nearly twice its usual size. James took it in hand encircling its base. He couldn’t believe his eyes. The head of it was shiny and big as a small plum. 

He could hardly believe his eyes. 

He’d contracted the virus. 

“Finally.”

Emily giggled as she gathered up his swollen balls, gently rubbing them together,

“Big boy… good luck walking around with these hanging between your legs.”

# # # # #

Cynthia Hubbard tried to go about her life with some semblance of normalcy. 

The media was now focused 24/7 on Second Childhood… Infanzia II… or, simply, “The Virus”. The more they reported on it, the less they seem to know about it. How it worked. How fast it worked. Was it curable? When and where did it originate from? Where would it strike next? What celebrity had come down with it this week. 

Every day when she left the house Cynthia was greeted by a female population that was incrementally fuller-chested than the day before, and by a male population that was becoming less and less discrete about ogling them. Despite how little the authorities knew, people—as far as she could tell—seemed unworried… pleased even… to be infected with a virus whose most persistent symptom was simply increased energy and vitality. 

Sure, this was often accompanied (but by no means always) by some benign enlargement of the genitalia and secondary sex organs. 

Then there was the reports of enhanced libido… lowered stress… even mild euphoria.

Improved heart function… smoother skin.

Heck, who wouldn’t welcome such a thing? 

Many of the infected chose not to think of Second Childhood as a disease at all but rather kind of blessing, a revelation even, so pleased were they by its effects. (This trend would eventually make fighting the spread of the disease exceedingly difficult for health workers. And would make Dr. Lloyd Klein a household name.) 

The trajectory of the virus’ spread was erratic. It’s path, unpredictable. As much as the media was constantly preening and trying to forecast the next outbreak (to the point where every town in America was convinced they were next) the virus could sometimes make little or no impact on a community. 

The majority of the U.S. population, according to some experts, remained uninfected. 

But latest reports all indicated that the situation was either at or well past its so-called tipping point. The actual number of unreported infecteds was a hotly-debated figure and seriously undermined attempts to accurately assess the situation. Conservative estimates found as much as 64% of the United States was already infected, or carrying the virus. 

And there were plenty of folks—like Cynthia—who could be in constant contact with infected contagious people, yet never contract it themselves. 

For the time being Cynthia strived to remain in it in a state of enlightened denial. She attempted to “stay abreast” of what was going on with the news. Every day brought some new development, a new wrinkle in the story. And around friends and family Cynthia was always handy with whatever new tid bit of information she’d just learned, often served with alarmist spin, but just as often with a laugh. She always seemed to be the most informed one in the room in terms of what the authorities knew and what they didn’t know. She thought it was ironic that she was the only one of her friends or family who seemed concerned at all about Second Childhood. The world as they knew it was changing. 

Cynthia just hoped her little corner of the world didn’t change too much. She and Ben remained uninfected. And Kayla, aside from some minor weight gain, seemed her normal self. Life was good. She secretly did feel jealous, primarily of her sister. But that was certainly nothing new. She had always been jealous of Rachel. Of her looks, her energy, and the freedom she had—with no child of her own to care for—to be reckless. 

What surprised Cynthia though, and what she couldn’t admit to anyone, not even her husband, was the fact that a part of her wanted to contract the virus. Most people wanted to contract the virus actually. But if and until she did, she felt, it was her ‘job’ to be a sort of designated den mother and scold to her friends and kid sister and daughter. Though she was made to play this part, she wasn’t so sure she wanted to go through life as a scold.

She pulled into the driveway with NPR chattering away on the car stereo about efforts in other parts of the world to prevent outbreaks of the virus. Ben was in the front yard raking the Fall leaves. She beeped her horn and drove around to the back entry.

Inside, she put away groceries in the kitchen and started dinner.

Ben burst through the back door after her. He removed his jacket and boots in the entry way, knowing how fussy Cynthia could be about her kitchen floor. He slid in behind her and pinched her ass and kissed her behind the ear.

“Benjamin!” Cynthia turned around and put her arms around her husband and kissed him.

“What’s cookin’ good lookin’?” he asked.

“I’m making pork chops. And potatoes. Is Kayla home?”

“Yeah, she’s upstairs.”

Ben grabbed his wife’s big bottom and squeezed. She squirmed away from him.

“You need a shower before dinner. You’re all sweaty.”

At the top of the stairs Ben was met by the sight of his daughter Kayla, standing in front of the hallway mirror, adjusting her clothing amid a pile of empty Pollard’s shopping bags.

“Hi dad.”

“Heya Boo… you’re mom’s starting dinner. I’m gonna take a shower.”

He pretended not to steal a sideways glance at his daughter’s chest. Kayla caught his eye, though, and smiled.

“Dad, it’s okay to stare, you know. I know how you guys are.”

Her new tee shirt still had the price tag hanging from it.

“Whaddya think?” She directed her chest at him.

“HOT STUFF
?” Ben read aloud the bold lettering that spanned her bust.

“Do you like it?? I love it. It’s like, way too big though.”

She gathered the material in her hands and cinched it across her mid drift.

Ben ogled. Her chest was bigger.

“Dad, don’t tell mom, but I got measured again. I’m a 36D dad. Please don’t tell mom, she’ll just worry.” She kissed her dad quickly on the lips, touching her pillowy chest against his arm.

Ben winced, immediately wiping her kiss from his lips. 

“I know, two cup sizes. I’ve definitely got it. Whatever it is.”

Kayla returned to her mirror, unconcerned.

Recently every time Ben Hubbard saw Kayla he had to remind himself that this was his little girl. It all started with the new job and the 40% discount. She’d started dressing nicer, prettier, sexier. Her closet was overflowing. She’s put on a few pounds. And then… he started to notice that she looked a tad more developed. 

It had not occurred to him though that she was a 36D. 

His eyes now told him she absolutely was. Ben stood in the bathroom at the sink, still eyeing his “little girl” in the hall. She squirmed out of the tee shirt and pulled on another. His cock twitched inside his boxers at the sight of his daughter in a sexy push-up brassiere. He knew it was wrong, to stare, but the sight of her, the thought even… of her breasts… that they might grow even larger. 

He closed the bathroom door and turned on the hot water.

In the shower Ben’s mind tried in vain to forget about Kayla. He took his cock in hand and pictured his daughter again, pictured her beautiful rack. He stroked himself gently. The fact that she was just on the other side of the wall, while he jacked himself off, thinking about her tits, it filled him with lust, depraved lust. It was wrong, terribly wrong, but he couldn’t help it. He’d never had such forbidden thoughts about his daughter. Not until now. Lately though, he realized, she looked so hot around the house. He’d have his relief soon he thought. The hot water felt wonderful tickling his balls.

Suddenly door opened and Cynthia walked in. 

Ben jerked and nearly slipped in the tub. His erection hung in the air, the sudden fright softening it slightly.

“I brought up some towels fresh from the wash.”

She sat down on the toilet seat and proceeded to engage him in conversation. 

“You should see that daughter of yours out there. I’m starting to worry about her. Have you seen her lately?”

Her worried voice reduced Ben’s erection even more. He turned off the water and Cynthia pushed a clean towel up over the curtain rod.

“I know I shouldn’t worry but I do. I can’t help it.”

She pulled back the plastic curtain. 

Ben lifted his eyes to meet hers. He looked confused. Stunned.

“What’s wrong?” Cynthia asked.

He lowered his towel. Cynthia looked down at him and got a shock of her own. His penis hung down heavily between his thighs. And it looked, bigger. 

“My god… Honey…” 

Ben’s ‘thing’ (as she liked to call it) was thicker than she could remember ever seeing it. Even when it was hard. It was flaccid though. Dangling. Limp. Red. 

He took himself in his hand, cautiously, lifting his rubbery member into the air as it slowly dawned on Cynthia. “Oh NO! You’re…” she pointed her index finger at him.

Ben wrapped the towel around him and shooshed her. His limp dick slapped against his thigh.

“Hey, what’s going on?! What are you two doing in there?” Kayla called from the other side of the door.

“Nothing!!” 

Ben and Cynthia stood quietly in the steamy bathroom, listening.

“What-ever.”  Kayla said as she headed downstairs, out to her car, and into the night.

“Cynthia, I’m sorry.” Ben murmured through the steam. 

“Sorry?? What do you mean…” she replied with a whisper.

The house was empty. They were alone but they left the bathroom door closed.

He dropped the towel and again Cynthia’s eyes fell to James’ crotch. He lifted his cock and inspected it. It drooped slightly. It’s shape and mass felt familiar in his hand, though definitely increased. His dick was now long, thick and weighty. 

He was infected.

Cynthia sat at a distance from her husband to the extent the small bathroom would allow, as if afraid she might ‘catch it’ if it touched her. 

She watched through the steam while he gripped his shaft and fed it, unbeknownst to her, with thoughts of their daughter in a satin push up bra. 

His cock stood up, out, away from his body, swelling. 

He closed his eyes for a moment as the shaft expanded more, drawing blood from elsewhere in his body to fill new veins and capillary networks that were growing and bifurcating, incredibly, in his grasp, right now, unbeknownst to him. 

Cynthia bit her lip and scrunched her face, impressed, aroused, but mainly weirded-out by the sight of her husband’s super-engorged penis. She might have been terrified but more than that she felt intrigued, immensely. 

Ben stood not but a few feet away from his stunned wife of 18 years. 

He thought he could feel the strength drain from his legs, and into his manhood, which had grown stiff and hard, surprisingly hard, its swollen veins standing in high relief against his shaft. It was a grotesque and thoroughly fascinating development. 

He was huge.

The fog settled around their feet. Cynthia’s faced betrayed her concern. Ben’s cock stood perpendicular from his trunk, reaching half the distance to where she sat. It looked, she thought, as if it might strike at her, like a snake.

“I’m sorry honey.” He again offered, apologizing for contracting the virus, and for the impure thoughts he had about their daughter. Cynthia’s tense expression melted into one of tender sympathy.

“Oh, don’t say you’re sorry. It’s not your fault.” She lifted her hand into the thick air and moved it near the head of his organ. It was almost as if she were afraid to touch the strange… thing in her midst, perhaps for fear of getting infected herself. But for that very same reason, at that moment, she felt drawn to it.

“I know how you’re against this virus thing…” he said.

Cynthia encircled the end of his cock just below its head, not touching it. She could just barely touch her fingers around the expanse. It jumped into her hand and she yelped.

“… it’s not that I’m against it… it’s just… too bizarre. And everyone’s acting like it’s the best thing ever.”

She grasped his organ now and tugged on it lightly. Ben stepped closer.

“It’s… it’s unreal.” Ben caressed her cheek and stroked her hair as Cynthia slowly adjusted her grip down his gnarled shaft all the way to its base. It was hard as a rock, yet perfectly smooth. Ben moaned quietly.

“Ben, my god. I’ve never seen a penis this big in my life.”

She noticed his balls. They were the size of large hen eggs, stretching his sac tight.

“Sorry.”

“Stop. Don’t say you’re sorry.”

She brought a second hand to the task of maneuvering her husband’s oversized erection. It felt highly strange to feel his huge cock filling both of her hands, more like a tennis racket handle than a human penis. She rubbed its underside with both her thumbs, pushing them the length of it, then choking the swollen purple head. Ben’s knees buckled. He braced himself clumsily against the shower stall. Cynthia suppressed a laugh as she again gripped Ben’s by the base of his cock and slowly stroked him. The nine inch long penis felt alive in her hands, like a small animal. Again it jerked. She released it and it glanced off her ear. Ben fell forward. He reached for the edge of the sink to better brace his weakened body.

“Sorry. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. That feels incredible though.”

Cynthia smoothed the hair back and rubbed her ear. With her other hand she immobilized his persistently wagging pole.

“That’s okay honey.” She smiled. Ben looked spent already, hunched over, barely able to stand. Yet his cock surged with intensity in her hand. 

“Sit down.”

She moved her husband into her seated position on the toilet while she dropped to her knees on the bathroom floor. She knelt in front of him and grabbed his cock and pressed it against his stomach. It rose up to his navel! Ben looked down at himself. His face was slack, but his cock was anything but. He couldn’t make sense of it, how rapidly his dick had grown, all of the sudden, while masturbating to thoughts of his daughter. Some of the fog in the room now clouded his mind. He felt light-headed. To add to the surreality, for the first time in years, his wife was on her knees giving him a hand job. He studied her face, at the rapt attention she was now paying to him as she grabbed busily at his dick. It seemed she was still trying to figure out how best to manage a cock of such large proportions. He enjoyed watching her hands work at their task.

“It’s really big, isn’t it?” he said under his breath.

Cythia gripped it like a baseball bat and squeezed. Oxygen fled Ben’s lungs and his body heaved forward with a shudder. Cynthia’s eye’s grew wide.

“I’ll say it’s big. It’s really sensitive too, huh?” she asked, rubbing under its head with her two thumbs. Ben seethed and gripped her shoulder. Cynthia did something she never (hardly ever) did. She lifted his cock to her lips and kissed its head. 

Ben moaned his approval.

“Boy you’re too big to fit in anyone’s mouth now…” she quipped as she leaned down again and kissed the swollen purple tip. Ben’s powerful musk attacked Cynthia’s olfactory, filling her senses. She reflexively buried her nose in his crotch, nuzzling at the base of his cock. 

“I love the way you smell.” She said to herself as she moved her cheek affectionately against the length of his shaft. She felt him push against her. She kissed him.

“Yeah, kiss it.”

This was the dirtiest kinkiest moment the two had shared in all their years of marriage. Ben instructing his wife to “kiss it”. 

And she was willing!

Cynthia now covered Ben’s cock with kisses, up and down its length and all over its tip. She had done so before, on rare occasions, always as a kind of concession to her husband. She never would perform oral sex on him though. But now, to her, kisses seemed inadequate. She began sliding her mouth along his erection, lingering on its large tip, which she wrapped her tongue around and sucked at. She was pleased to find that she was able to get the head of Ben’s dick in her mouth, despite her previous comment to the contrary.

“God, Cyn… that feels incredible.”

Cynthia moved even closer, to focus more intently on her husband’s pleasure. Ben leaned back against the toilet, his body failing beneath his throbbing erection. She took one hand from his member and smoothed it across his chest. She crept up, overcome by the moment. She wanted to kiss him. Her lips pressed forcefully and briefly against his.

“More… come on…” He gently pushed her back down.

Cynthia descended once again on Ben’s cock, taking his head into her open mouth, sucking, massaging the length of his shaft. Ben closed his eyes and again thought of Kayla.

 “Oh god. Oh… god….” Ben’s body shook and he clutched at the sink. Cynthia felt his hips buck. His huge cock surged in her hands. He exploded, splashing hot cum across her cheek faster than she could duck out of the way.

“Oh fuck. Oh my god…” Ben grunted as Cynthia grabbed his hose and directed the remainder of his load away from her. Ben’s spunk continued to leap in thick white ropes from his cock, landing with a light splat against the shower floor. Cynthia was amazed by the sight (and sound) of it. She milked the huge dick like an old pro, until it and its owner, were completely spent.

Ben fell sound asleep in the couple’s bedroom soon after and slept straight through until morning.

Cynthia tried to sleep, but tossed and turned the whole night long.

# # # # #

The next day Cynthia stood in her pantry, as if in a trance, folding laundry. Due to Kayla’s job at Pollard’s lingerie was now its own special load. The Hubbard’s had them in all styles, and sizes, ranging from Cynthia’s 38 B to a new one of Kayla’s that was not a 36D but a 36DD. Her own bras were old and worn out, unsexy as hell, while all of Kayla’s looked barely worn. She stared at the tag. 36DD. Cynthia could not believe her eyes, but like so many things she’d been living in convenient denial of, Kayla’s boobs were big all of a sudden. 

She held the generous harness up and marveled at the roomy silken cups. 

Across the kitchen Helpful Helen decorated a cake on TV. Her new and improved chest, Cynthia noted, was threatening to pop the buttons on her tailored oxford shirt. A cameraman lingered on a shot of Helen’s hands on the frosting nozzle. Cleavage figured prominently on the screen for an extended beat. Delicate ivory buttons strained valiantly at the button holes of Helen’s light yellow blouse.

It dawned on Cynthia that she needed to talk to Danielle. 

She put down Kayla’s bra and picked up the telephone and dialed.

“Cynthia! Hi…. How are you??”

“Hey Danni. I’m good. How are you?”

“…..oh…. good. So…. What’s … up??” Danielle’s speech was halting and broken but Cynthia thought nothing of it.

“Nothing. Nothing. I just hadn’t seen you since… when was it?”

There was a long silence in which Cynthia contemplated Helpful Helen’s sexy figure on the TV, then Danielle replied.


“…I know! We… need to hook up… soon…. ”

“Yeah. We should. I want to… I…”

On the other end of the phone Keith Turner had his wife merrily sitting on his lap on the couch, his hand inside her shirt playing with her huge boob while she attempted to talk on the phone. 

Cynthia paused on the other end, ashamed to be ashamed to admit Ben was now infected with the virus. And Kayla—she was ashamed though ready finally to admit—had been infected for awhile. She felt like the last person on earth to feel ashamed of anything. She was starting to hate that about herself. She just blurted it out.

“Danni, Ben’s got it… he’s got the virus.”

“Oh…. OHHH….. Cynthia!…. that’s, uh… great? Right?”

“Well, I don’t know if it’s great or not.” Cynthia copped her usual scolding tone, even as her mind recalled Ben’s incredible cock. 

“Oh Cynthia… you… old prude…”

Keith unzipped Danielle’s overfilled workout jacket and pulled the stretchy cup of her bra down, releasing her melon-sized tit from its prison. She slapped playfully at his hand and encouraged him to remove her clothes completely.

“I know. I’m beginning to think I’m the one with the problem.” Cynthia said with a self-mocking chuckle. She looked down at her saggy chest then back at Helen. Unhelpful Helen smiled regally, eating a cookie and squinting cheerfully at the camera during the closing credits of her show.

Danielle reclined against her sofa holding the phone to her ear while Keith kissed her two naked breasts worshipfully.

“You don’t have a problem Cynthia… you just… mmmmm…” Keith sucked on Danni’s nipple as she tried to talk to her friend.

“No, it’s getting to the point… Danni…”

“Ohhhh…. Ah….. sorry Cynthia… what did you say??”

Danielle struggled against Keith’s ministrations, resisting the urge to laugh into the phone.

“….huh?”

“What?”

“Danni…. I think … do you still have that bottle???”
“The bottle?”

“Yeah… do you still have it?”

“Oh, that. Yeah, there was a little bit left. I guess I kinda drank it.”

“What? Danielle? But you’re… you already….”

The virus had been at work on Danielle longer than anyone Cynthia knew, and it had been more than effective and generous. Why would she need to drink the rest of that stuff??

“Sorry. I know. It’s stupid. Keith and I were fooling around one night. It’s a long story.” 

Ben’s truck pulled up out back. Cynthia’s heart sunk into disappointment. She was apparently immune to the virus, but she thought that maybe if she went to the source. Just maybe. But no. Whatever was in that little blue bottle was now gone. 

She said goodbye to a distracted Danielle as she watched her husband cross the back yard toward the house. The bulge in Ben’s work jeans was all she noticed as her man approached the back door. He looked tired, sore.

She greeted him with a long loving kiss, standing on tip toes and throwing her arms around his neck.

“Welcome home sweetheart.”

Ben hung up his coat, sat down and kicked off his shoes. His wife stood over him, leaning against the stove.

“How was work today? You know… with… your…”

“Don’t ask.”

Ben rubbed his crotch uncomfortably and smiled at her.

“What? Why?”

He took her hand in his and pulled her down onto his lap. Cynthia could feel his bulge underneath her. Ben grabbed her right breast through her clothing and massaged it.

“Ben! Stop…” she removed his hand from her chest and kissed him.

Ben pressed his mouth tightly against his wife’s and kissed her back, and again placed his hand on her breast and squeezed persistently. Cynthia allowed it.

“I’ve been looking forward to this all day.” He said as his wife gave herself up to him.

“Ben… can we go in the bed room?”

He kicked the kitchen door shut with his foot while Cynthia unbuckled his jeans. Ben shifted in his seat as his cock stiffened, uncomfortably, in his pants. Cynthia loosened his belt and unbuttoned the jeans. Her husband’s penis emerged of its own will, forcing the zipper open as it surged forth. The waistband of his underwear slipped away, freeing his erection from its day-long confinement.

“FINALLY.”

“Oohh…. Honey…” Cynthia soothed as she took her new friend in hand. “Are those jeans too tight for you?”

“Fuckin’ A. All day long trying like hell to avoid getting a hard on. But I can’t stop thinking about it, you know… I can’t think of anything else but…”

“But what?”

“Well, about… this…” he said, grabbing his cock firmly. “Jesus… I haven’t had so many random hard ons since I was 13.”

He probed his wife’s blouse, dipping his hand into her padded bra. He lovingly squeezed her small breast and reveled in the feeling of his unhindered manhood surging. Such a relief. He relaxed. The pent up energy in his body flowed into his loins.

“I love your breasts…” he weakly attempted to romance his wife.

“Stop it. No you don’t.”

Cynthia pumped his cock dutifully. 

“I do. You always had beautiful breasts.” His rough hands pulled at her clothes until they were mostly removed from her body. Her old tattered bra clung to her pale round shoulder.

“Don’t lie. You never look at my chest. Not like you look at our daughter’s.”

Ben’s eyes showed his shock. Cynthia grinned. She continued to pump.

“It’s okay. I know you stare at her. I do too. Her boobs are huge, Ben.”

Ben closed his eyes.

“Your daughter’s a 36DD now, do you know that? That’s an E cup. That tiny daughter of yours… well… I guess she’s not tiny anymore.” Without dropping his cock she leaned over and picked up Kayla’s bra and dropped it onto Ben’s chest. He opened his eyes. She leaned down and mouthed the head of his cock then kissed him again.

“It’s…it’s this virus… honey….” Ben reassured her.

“Obviously.’ She said, continuing to jack him off.

“I don’t think it’s anything to worry about.” He looked at his wife, back at work on his shaft. 

“Nothing to worry about, huh?” She said. “Easy for him to say”, she thought. His smell overpowered her. She felt moist between her legs.

“You shouldn’t worry, Cyn.”

“Oh? What if she gets even bigger? What if next week your little girl can’t wear that anymore?” She continued to pump him.

Ben picked up the bra from his chest. The spacious cups were as big as his face.

“What if she winds up like Danielle…” she speculated “…or worse…” real worry intruded onto Cynthia’s playful mood. Her strokes slowed to a more thoughtful pace, as her mind wandered, imagining her daughter’s fate a year from now, imagining the world a year from now. The insane over-sexed breast-obsessed world. And herself, a 40 year old… out-of-shape… past-her-prime mother hean… she felt incredibly unsexy, and left out. Ben’s body undulated beneath her. Urging his thick cock. Urging her. To tame it. 

His pumping cock jerked free from Cynthia’s grasp. She grabbed it back and squeezed, firmly, affectionately punishing it. A glob of pre-cum oozed from the tip, all over her hand. Cynthia’s body responded, her crotch was damp. She stood up and straightened herself. Ben grabbed his wife’s soaked panties and pulled them down. Her familiar scent flooded his nostrils. He hiked up her leg and probed her with his fingers. 

Cynthia Hubbard felt her own moisture escape down the inside of her thighs. She felt faint all of a sudden. Her head felt as foggy. Ben fingered her roughly, slipping nearly his entire hand inside her with ease. Cynthia rested her bare ass against the kitchen table.

Ben positioned himself in front of his wife and aimed his imposing member at her glistening snatch. Cynthia scooted up onto the table and with a dramatic flourish swept all the folded laundry onto the floor.

Ben inserted himself between his wife’s lips and pushed gently forward. Her body tensed. She felt confused, giddy, afraid, drunk. She looked around the familiar room, unsure of what was happening. “I should have dinner on” she thought to herself. “Instead I’m getting fucked by my husband on the kitchen table.” It wasn’t right. 

Ben shoved himself into her. Cynthia groaned.

“Ben, oh honey… ow… ouch…”

Ben was bucking his hips lightly, pummeling her pussy.

It frightened her… the pain she was feeling… combined with the desire… the overwhelming desire she was feeling, the craving… she felt the room begin to spin.

“Jesus, Ben… you’re so big… umpff…” she winced as he forced his way into her, driving himself deeper, stretching her walls. She resisted, weakly pushing back against his chest. Ben ignored her.

Something told Cynthia to let go. She relaxed her muscles and sighed. Ben could feel the tension around his hard on lessen. He rocked his hips and slid another inch of his pole in her folds before hitting bottom with still a couple inches to spare. Cynthia shuddered slightly at a pleasant sensation that passed through her body. She moaned, softly… lost in the feeling—and the thought—of being filled and stretched beyond capacity. Cynthia looked up at her husband, helpless, with lust in her eyes. One thought seized her mind; she wanted more of him inside her. 

She spread her legs wide and, to her astonishment, felt Ben enter her completely, deeper than she thought was possible. He withdrew. Cynthia felt a large space inside empty out then close shut. He plunged his cock inside, again, pushing himself all the way in. Cynthia’s mind reeled as she felt that same space fill up again, this time more easily, more fully. Then she felt him withdraw again. Then again he entered her, filling her completely, pumping, in and out now, picking up a long slow rhythm. Cynthia came quickly, wimpering, gasping for air. An orgasm crashed over her like nothing she’d ever experienced, shaking her body like a rag doll, filling her with a sense of euphoria. Mind and body reeled at the sensation. She loved it. Her eyes welled with tears as she felt her lover continued to pound away at her. She tried to steady herself against his pounding. Harder and harder Ben rammed, until his balls slapped loudly against her thighs.

“Ooaaaghhh!!!” 

Ben cried out, between short breaths, hips thrusting mechanically.

Cynthia moved around helplessly beneath him as he grunted like an animal, pumping her, emptying himself inside her. Her hands grasped his arms which were braced against the table. Ben was still twitching from the full-body tremors his climax had caused. 

Suddenly it hurt. She felt his cock filling her, stretching her, beyond her limit! 

Her body tensed up and Ben’s member was expelled from her in a quick wet slurp. He staggered backwards one step then forward as his cock dropped down free between his legs. Cynthia gathered her knees to her body and watched quietly while her husband recovered his bearings. Still the electric pulses shook him as he steadied himself against the table, his heart was racing, beating heart, and he could feel it, pulsing, inside his red hot dick.

“Cynthia… I love you…” he mumbled, catching her eyes for a moment. 

Just then a great let-down reflex hit him, a great energy rushed through his entire body, leaving him. A weakening feeling that momentarily drained his limbs of strength. He stood in place, trying not to collapse. Cynthia jumped up and moved under his arm to support him.

“OHHHHHH… FUUUCK…..” he looked up at her helplessly as he fell to the floor, his hands went to his rubbery cock which looked bigger than ever. He pulled at it mercilessly. He felt overwhelmed by the need to bring it to erection, fast.

“Cyn… oh… oh no…” the tighter he grasped it the harder it became.

Cynthia’s eyes again grew wide, with shock. Ben’s cock was pulsating in rhythm with his pounding heart. It was bright red, and rising slowly up in the air growing slightly longer with each pulse. Bigger. Thicker than before.

Ben ceased stroking himself maniacally, relaxing to a more leisurely pace. 

His member now came to his chest. Cynthia was speechless, captivated, and a little terrified. 

“Holy shit…” Ben now looked scared too, unsure.

She reached for it even though she was beginning to cry. Her hands were shaking.

“I’m sorry.” Ben said.

She touched it, laughing, slipping her shaking fingers around the shaft. She found she could no longer encircle it. 

“My hands are too small.” She joked, sniffling. 

She moved her hands down to its base and choked it. Ben felt light-headed, as if half his blood supply was on loan to this gigantic cock. Cynthia released her grip. Ben imagined he could feel the blood return to his body. Cynthia choked his cock again in her hands, strangling it until it loomed large, its purple veins pronounced, protruding. The sight of it disgusted and enthralled them both. She released it again, and watched as Ben seemed to slump beneath it. Again she gathered it up and seized it by the base. Again it swelled in her hands and again Ben wilted. She noticed his balls had also grown alarmingly big, larger than she thought balls could get. 

Cynthia tried to shake off the insanity of the situation, but how could she. She was still shaking, she realized, stifling her sobs. 

She stared at the bobbing head, the slit in its tip the size of a small belly button. She took it in her hands and kissed it. She could feel the heat emanating from it as her lips touched the smooth skin.

“Cynthia?” Ben muttered.

 “Are you okay?” Cynthia asked sweetly, pushing his persistent cock out of the way so she could kiss his face. Even then she felt it tapping hotly against her shoulder.

“My god Cynthia. It’s incredible. Unbelievable. Whatever this is, it’s the greatest thing ever.” He gathered his strength, feeling moved to testify to what he’d already been feeling all day, and now was feeling again. 

“I wish I could describe to you, the overwhelming…”

Cynthia leaned back, lifted her arm and encircled his cock, hugging it to her. It’s head pressed against her cheek.

“This?” She asked with a smile. “Are you talking about this?” She lightly held his still-erect member between her two hands and tilted it, away from her face and toward his. Ben moved away from it, from himself.

His massive dick bobbed free and bounced lightly against his chest. He involuntarily clenched his sphincter, tight, urging blood supply to his erection.  His hips bucked, almost of their own volition, raising up him off the floor. Cynthia captured his dick and held it like a prize catch. 

“Cynthia…” Ben could feel himself drifting off, away. He could feel his dick, it’s urges, take over his body, and his mind. 

“Kiss it. Kiss my fucking cock.”

Cynthia did a double take, then kissed his cock, lovingly.

 “Oh, god… please… please kiss it. Suck it.”

She put her lips to the overgrown head. No way could it fit in her mouth. She jumped up from the table and stood away from her husband.

“I can’t honey. Sorry but you’re too big.” 

Her pussy squished between her legs, still slick with cum. 

“Come on dickie.” She pulled on Ben’s erect penis, coaxing him to the direction of the bed room. Ben managed to walk, led, literally, by the dick.

As he followed her into their bedroom, Ben stroked himself. Enthralled with the scale of his hard on. His entire arm was in motion, stroking the length of his shaft. It was as big as his forearm he thought. And more than a handful, even for him.

Cynthia tossed her dirty clothes into the hamper and slipped between the sheets of their bed. Ben crawled onto the bed, his sweeping cock dragging beneath him. He pulled back the sheets and lay down beside his wife, his huge member trapped between her body and his. He kissed Cynthia long and lovingly on the lips. Cynthia wanted to feel her husband inside her again. She slipped her fingers between her legs and probed herself. She was startled at how wet and how wipe open she felt. Her five fingers slid easily in and out of her stretched out pussy. Her other hand found Ben’s girth and gripped it.

“Put this in me.” she whispered.

Ben moved into place, moving the head of his penis between her legs which were spread eagle across the bed. Cynthia put her hand on his chest as he lowered body onto hers. With ease Ben slid more than half of his dick into her hungry snatch. Cynthia moaned an otherworldly moan as she felt his thicker longer cock fill her up. She relaxed her groin muscles and urged Ben to push further, until he had 3/4 of himself jammed in her, stretching her. Then another half inch, then another half inch, until, somehow, she managed to get all of him inside her. 

Ben paused, his cock buried to the hilt, as Cynthia’s eyes scanned the ceiling. The stiff invader buried in her body made it difficult to move, or even breath. And if she tensed her body, or inhaled, great pain would result. She pushed lightly against Ben’s forearms and he slowly withdrew, all the way to the head, which he left wedged between her stretched lips. The head alone, she thought, was enough to fill her to capacity. How on earth she was accommodating the rest of him she had no idea.

Again Ben pushed into her, this time all the way. Cynthia cried out in pain when he hit bottom. Then again he pulled out of her, slowly. The feeling was intense, the sensation of his huge member pushing into her body, stretching her unbelievably, then withdrawing. The combination of the strange new empty feeling followed by the overwhelming sense of him filling her up, overwhelming her, only to be followed again by the strange emptiness which was filled again by the huge cock.  As Ben fell into a rhythm he quickened his long horizontal thrusts. Cynthia’s face went white as a sheet as the obscenely large cock pumped in and out of her body. With each downward thrust she’d see tiny stars in front of her eyes. Her body burned, her pussy felt on fire.  She reached out to put her hands around Ben’s waist, but his hips withdrew from her, further than her reach. She clutched the sheets. Ben pumped helplessly, like a fucking machine. And after awhile, Cynthia’s stars subsided and her pain transformed into intense pleasure. Her pussy felt… huge, but it felt fantastic… now. She was mesmerized by the unreal sight of Ben’s shaft moving in and out of her, disappearing completely then reemerging, wet, hard, then disappearing again. It was unreal.

“Fuck me, Ben… harder.”

She couldn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth. 

Ben increased his efforts, slamming his hips against his wife’s soft thighs. Her body jiggled under his impact. She lifted her knees, permitting him even wider entry. Ben grabbed his wife’s knees and pushed them back onto the bed. He drove the thick base of his cock deep into her then leaned into her with all his weight. Cynthia exhaled, unable to hold her breath and Ben felt her lungs compress. Deprived of oxygen, her body slackened further. Ben pushed, working his tool deeper into his wife’s body.

Cynthia’s chest heaved under her short quick breaths when once again Ben withdrew his cock.

“My god, Ben. What… what in the hell…”

Again he put it in her.

“What is… whahhhh…..”

With her knees pinned behind her ears, Ben fucked his wife now with relative ease. Cynthia caught breaths as she was able, while the massive cock moved in and out of her pussy. For how long neither could say, but Ben found his climax elusive and slow-coming. Cynthia should have been worn raw but after ten minutes she was feeling envigorated.

“I’m going to come. Oh my god…”

When she came Cynthia felt the earth move. The feeling extended through her body to her fingertips as her pussy convulsed and tensed around Ben’s cock. As if on cue Ben grunted loudly and released his load. In loud sloppy thrusts Ben banged his wife mercilessly, filling her womb with his spunk. When she finally released him, Ben’s cock slid out of her like an eel, followed by more than a teacup of his cum.

Ben passed out from exhaustion soon after… as did Cynthia.

Life would never be the same.

Cynthia would add her surprisingly accommodating pussy to the short list of things she was still living in denial of. She couldn’t pretend Ben was infected. She’d measured it after all. It was twelve an a quarter inches. And Kayla’s bust was growing. But the fact that she was able, eager even, nightly, to physically accommodate Ben’s ridiculously large cock did not strike her as especially strange. As far as she was concerned, she remained ‘uninfected’.

Ben would continue with his contracting work, though workpants would be worn loose.

He would never again be able to hide the salami in his pants, and his large testicles would force him to change his walk, to more of a bow-legged loping John Wayne gorilla gait, but he could move freely. His frequent erections would be a source of frustration and embarrassment, but it was something he and thousands of men like him would quickly learn to live with.

# # # # #

For someone who was flat as a board no more than six weeks earlier, Tiffany Cox seemed unusually comfortable in her skin. You might expect that suddenly growing curves (most significantly; being promoted to a 32F in the bra department) that the young woman would still be in a state of shock, or still learning to cope with such a radical change of life. But this was not the case. 

Since the day she first realized her boobs were getting bigger, Tiffany felt born to her strange new body. She loved it. 

It was the end of another routine day for her. The Pollard’s evening shifts were coming on and she was almost out the door. It was 4PM and the start of a nice long weekend away from work. She stood in the 3-way mirror and checked herself out. She looked fantastic. A new pair of six inch heels made her (at 5’7”) her feel tall. A brand new pair of jeans looked custom made for her round, almost bubbly ass. The jeans alone set her back over two hundred and fifty bucks but they were so worth it, she thought, as she looked at that new butt, thinking how nicely it balanced out her 

“And remember to re-rack all the clothes from the fitting room before the end of the day… or there’s gonna be hell to pay.” Tiffany said as new hire Stacey slowly rung up all her employee purchases for her. 

“Tiffany… how do I do the percents??” Stacey asked, her face contorted with confusion.

Tiffany strode over to the cash register and pushed Stacey aside. Running the complicated register was second nature to her, but the procedure could be hard for a new hire to pick up.

“Here. You have to enter your employee number… 2… 4… , then sub total… sub… total… then…” She completed the transaction, pointing out each button to the kinda dim Stacey along the way. Her tiny fingers flew over the keys until the cash drawer opened. “Stacey you’re gonna have to get up to speed with this stuff, okay?”

Stacey apologized and pushed the cash drawer closed.

 “I love my job…not”, Tiffany thought to herself, as she posed again in the mirror. 

Her job was boring, but Pollard’s paid decent, it wasn’t very hard, the hours were flexible, and best of all was the awesome employee discount. Some weeks it seemed Tiffany Cox spent every dollar she made on clothes, but she was managing to get by.

She couldn’t wait to see Peter. 

It had been four days already, the longest time they’d ever been apart. 

She and her new friend from the park were going ‘hot and heavy’ now, to hear her describe it. They’d been dating steadily for a month, and this weekend he was taking time off from his busy schedule so they could celebrate their one month anniversary. 

Tiffany strutted with studied deliberation across the windy parking lot in her new heels. They looked great but it was no small task, she now realized, to actually walk in them. 

As she neared her car a black Mercedes pulled up. 

Its tinted power window rolled slowly down. 

“Hey beautiful. Where you going?”

The car pulled into an empty space next to Tiffany’s brand new Volkswagon.

It was Peter. 

He had given her the Volkswagon as a gift, when they first started seeing each other. 

Tiffany wrapped her arms around her lover and kissed him on the mouth. Peter’s gloved hands encircled her waist and pulled her to him. Even through her winter coat he could feel her soft body.

“So what’s this? I thought we were meeting at my apartment, like usual?” She stroked his graying temples and scratched his hairy ear with her nails.

“I wanted to surprise you.” 

“Surprise me?”

Peter reached inside his coat and pulled out two plane tickets.

“What?!” she took out the tickets and inspected them.

“Las Vegas?!”

“Yeah, let’s get out of this cold, I say.”

She dropped her bag onto the frozen ground and showered her lover with kisses.

# # # # #

Four hours later Tiffany and Peter canoodled in the dark back seat of a cab, en route from the air port to their room at their hotel. Tiffany’s hand moved secretly beneath Peter’s coat grabbing his big cock through his gabardine pants. He saw the driver’s eyes on her in the rear view mirror. Peter stared back at him until the driver diverted his gaze out the front windshield.

In the brief elevator ride up to their room, the bell hop tried not to stare. The inside of the elevator was bright and mirrored on all sides. Staring was unavoidable, whether you’re staring at a 27 year old girl with a 40 year old man or you’re just staring at the girl’s fantastic tits. Tiffany stood close to Peter and chatted up the bell hop but it seemed he didn’t speak much english. 

Inside the dimly-lit suite, Peter pressed a large bill into the bell hop’s hand and thanked him.

Tiffany removed her coat and threw it across a large stuffed chair in the corner. She was wearing a funky designer blouse that wrapped and tied around her waist. Peter had bought the blouse for her. Her cleavage was on beautiful display. Peter put his hand on her breast and squeezed. 

 “Are you hungry?” he asked.

“Mmmm… yeah… are you?…” Tiffany looked out the large picture window at the lights of Las Vegas.

Peter kissed her on the mouth and embraced her tightly, his hand still on her breast.


“I’m always hungry…” she teased, yanking on his cock through his pants.

“Should we get room service? Or should we go out?” still his hand remained on her chest.

“Mmmm…” she pressed her boob into his hand and considered her options.

“I think we should go out. If we stay in we might never leave.” She wisely concluded.

“I love you. You know that?” Peter unhanded her.

“You do?” Tiffany flashed Peter and toothy smile. “I love you too.”

As they kissed and hugged Peter wanted nothing more than to tear her clothes off and fuck her right then and there. But he also wanted to show some class.

“It’s… already 9 o’clock. Let’s go have a big dinner and then we’ll come back up here to celebrate, whaddya say?”

Tiffany reached for her coat.

“But first… close your eyes.” 

Tiffany closed her eyes.

Peter opened his overnight bag and took out his little surprise.

“Open your eyes.”

Tiffany’s mouth dropped open at the sight of a diamond choker in a black velvet box.

“Oh my god… PETER!”

He turned her around and fixed the clasp behind her tiny neck. Tiffany bounced in front of the mirror, admiring the glittering diamond strap around her neck. She laughed as he kissed her neck and shoulders.

“I have something for you too, but I’m ashamed to give it to you.” 

Tiffany opened her suitcase and removed a small bag while Peter closed his eyes.

“You don’t have to close your eyes for this.”

She opened the bag and removed a silk necktie.

Peter took the necktie, complimented it, and put it on.

“Thank you.”

“Do you like it?”

“I love it.”

She knew the necktie couldn’t compare to a diamond necklace, but Peter didn’t seem offended. He had money. She kissed him again. Still she felt a little bad about it.

She fiddled with his tie, grinning a sideways grin.

“I’m glad you like it. I still feel a little silly though.” She pinched her diamond choker in her fingers.

Peter put his hand on her again. “Don’t feel silly.”

“I do.” She demurred.

“Don’t.” He squeezed.

“I can’t help it.” 

Tiffany squirmed under his hold. “She’s so simple” he thought to himself.

“Well, don’t. I don’t want you to worry about it for another second.”

Tiffany’s hands unhooked Peter’s belt and unfastened his pants, like she had so many times before. 

“Got any candy?” her tongue darted in his ear.

She dropped his pants to the floor and reached for his erection. 

“I’m hungry now…”

Tiffany got on her knees by the bed and licked Peter’s cock. And sucked it. And pumped it, patiently, until soon he grunted softly and came onto the bed spread. Tiffany waited a few moments before she helped him to his pants.

“Should we go eat?”

# # # # #

Tiffany and Peter enjoyed their meal of steak and lobster at the hotel bar, washed down with an expensive bottle of champagne. They sat together in their candlelit round booth, feeding each other, feeling each other. 

It was nearing 11PM when they finally made their way back to their room.

Tiffany carried her heels in her hands, walking barefoot through the hotel.

In the elevator, alone, she loosened her blouse and flashed him.

“Tiffany! You know they have cameras in these things.”

“Oh who cares.” She flashed her self again to the four mirrored walls of the elevator. 

She was drunk.

“We’re going to go back to our ssuite… and ffuck…” she announced to whoever was listening. 

“Shhhhh!!” Peter tried to quiet her.

“Fuck number 33… but who’s counting…”

“You’re counting.” Peter laughed.

“Or is it 34… do we count the time in your car outside my building?”

“Yes that counts. That definitely counts.” He replied.

“I can’t help it…” she put her hands on her chest and hefted it for the camera… she caught sight of her diamond choker and melted.

“I looooove my necklace, Peter. You’re so good to meee…” Tiffany kissed him as the elevator doors opened onto their floor.

She rambled out into the empty hall ahead of him toward their room, laughing a little too loud. The drug he slipped into her champagne was working already, like it had the day he met her in the park. 

She remembered drinking from his water bottle that day, but she never in a million years suspected he had slipped her a quarter of roofie. Peter knew that it was the roofie that made her throw herself at him that day… and that sent her to the bathroom masturbating, and had probably triggered her incredible ‘sudden’ breast growth later that night. She still talked about it, about that day, and about the experience of feeling her breasts growing. She may even have talked about it a little too much if you asked those who knew her. She naturally just chalked it all up to the virus but Peter was betting that the roofie, and a good hard fucking, could trigger another growth spurt. 

She had confided to him, on many occasions, that the day she met him was the best day of her life. That feeling her breasts growing was the most intense wonderful experience of her life. That nothing or no one else could compare to that wonderful feeling. He was a little tired of hearing about it already. 

He loved Tiffany, in a way. 

He loved his new plaything. He loved his new life. 

He loved Second Childhood. 

And he’d never seen anyone quite like Tiffany. She loved the effects of the virus as much as he did. In the short time he’d known her though he’d seen her mind failing, her finances in chaos, her job in jeopardy. She was happy and healthy and perfect, in every way.

But what he really wanted was for Tiffany to have larger breasts. This little girl seemed to love having big boobs. She talked about them openly, and flaunted them enough. “Too much” he sometimes thought. 

“You love your big tits, don’t you…” he thought to himself as he lasciviously watched her sway and teeter in the direction of their room, her hands feeling her way along the wall. 

She paused in front of a mirror and winked at herself.

Tiffany was in love with herself, Peter realized. She was constantly touching herself and dressing sexy, always showing off her fantastic little 5’4” body. 

So young. So fucking hot. But innocent? Hardly.

Though he felt incredibly young and could pass for someone in their forties, he couldn’t bare the thought of her ever leaving him for a younger man. 

Luckily he was still fantastically wealthy

“Did I ever tell you about the day we met?” she collapsed in a fit of drunken giggles against wall while Peter unlocked the door.

“Peter, how much champagne did I drink??” She hugged him from behind, mashing her chest against his back, pushing him through the door.

Behind closed doors Tiffany kicked off her jeans and jumped up on the bed, slowly untying her top, stripping down to her bra and panties. She grabbed her bra straps and writhed sexily for Peter, pushing her double E’s together in an inspired and particularly nasty display. The drugs were definitely working.

“That’s right. You wish they were bigger don’t you? But how much bigger?” He thought as he removed his pants. His impressive seven inch cock (one of the virus’ gifts to him) beckoned to her.

Tiffany bit her lip and reached out toward him. Still in her bra and panties she walked across the bed and fell backwards, flat on her ass. She wriggled out of her panties. Peter sat down beside her and worked on the row of hooks holding that bra on while she mouthed his hard-on. 

He removed her bra and flung it across the room.

“Ah, thank you...” she was practically drooling as she lapped at the pre-cum issuing from the tip of his cock. “You taste delicious.” Peter kneeded her bare breast roughly as she licked at his head.

“I’ve got a surprise for you” she whispered to his cock.

“Oh yeah??”

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard tonight.” Tiffany lids looked heavy as she gazed into Peter’s eyes. “You and this big cock of yours.” He guided her onto her back. Her big boobs lolled about heavily on her chest, rolling up high on her sternum almost hiding her diamond choker. She just giggled.

“Well… I’ve got a surprise for you too…” Peter informed her.

“Another one?”

He jumped up from the bed and went over to his bag where he removed his other surprise. A small object made of black rubber which he hid in his palm.

He climbed back onto the bed and began fingering Tiffany’s cunt which was slick with her juices. He lubricated his middle finger and wetted her asshole, then gently inserted it.

“Oh. Is that your surprise?” She actually was surprised.

“Sort of.” He fingered her asshole. Tiffany seemed to like it. Then he placed the small curved dildo against her asshole and inserted it. She closed her eyes and seethed. The feeling was ‘weird’, she complained. But she encouraged him to continue. 

“Here’s the surprise.” With that he turned a small white switch and the tiny black device began vibrating quietly. Tiffany’s body jumped. Her boobs jiggled. Her eyes went wide and she grabbed at Peter’s hand but he restrained her.

“No, you have to leave it…” he insisted. He pushed her back down against the soft pillows, the vibrator vibrating gently in her ass. Tiffany clawed and punched at the bed, laughing.

Peter climbed on top of her and entered her. Tiffany groaned loudly as her lover mounted her small body with his big cock. Quickly she was enjoying her first orgasm of the weeken, enhanced greatly by the presence of the vibrator working her asshole. 

As she recovered, Peter continued pumping, increasing the pace, harder now. 

He leaned down and sucked hungrily at her tits. Little Tiffany moaned sexily as he sucked and fucked her. He sensed she was starting to build towards another orgasm. He turned the small white switch again and the dildo increased its vibration. Tiffany’s pussy tightened around his cock and she cried out in delighted surprise. Her body slammed against his, up and down, until the bed springs squeaked. 

“You like that, don’t you…” he thought as he again turned the switch. 

An action inside the rubber toy started, a slightly curved churn that rotated slowly, working her ass like no finger ever could. 

“Oh! Peter! What is that! It feels like I’m being probed by aliens.”

He ignored her and kept pumping her with his cock. As hard as he could. 

Peter’s toy tickled her. She tried to suppress a laugh, then her body shook as another orgasm racked her body. She shouted out “36!” Still Peter hadn’t cum. She erupted in girlish giggles. Her eyes dancing on the ceiling behind Peter’s head.

“Oooh… you dirty man. What other surprises do you have for me?”

Peter reached down and turned the white switch again and the slow-turning churn turned faster, and vibrated. Tiffany grabbed Peter and hugged him to her, laughing uncontrollably. She writhed from the wonderful sensations and grinded against his beautiful cock. Her face was flushed pink, her eyes bright and clear. Peter was growing weary but still he pounded her. 

The dildo buzzed loudly and her body radiated heat as her body picked up the rhythm and milked away at Peter’s cock. Tiffany’s frail body undulated mechanically, working itself against the toy in her ass and Peter’s sweet cock in her tight snatch. 

He reached up to touch one of her tantalizing breasts, but soon gave it up, as his tired arms supported himself on all fours. Tiffany drew her arms to her sides and swelled her chest. Peter sucked at her turgid nipple.

“You like my tits don’t you sweetie. Tiffany’s big tits.”

Peter sucked her nipple into his mouth. It was swollen and distended.

“Mmmm… that’s nice. Suck me hard lover.”

Peter huffed and puffed, banging his drug-addled little whore. His cock was still hard as a rock. His balls ached. But for some reason he couldn’t cum. He felt almost numb. He collapsed on the bed beside Tiffany, nearly exhausted.  She scooted over and removed the toy. She held it out away from herself and played with its controls. 

“You’re full of surprises, aren’t you? And still hard.” 

She caressed Peter’s sweating brow. He was stroking his cock with his right hand. It was harder than he could ever remember it. Tiffany looked at him pumping his shaft and smiled.

“So hard, tonight.” She giggled.

“Can I tell you a secret?” she reclined next to him, her breasts lolling in his face. “I slipped you a mickie. I put a Viagra in your champagne. When you went to the bathroom. Three of them actually. You should stay hard all night honey.”

Tiffany moved down the bed and nuzzled his hard cock as she squeezed his balls.

She took Peter’s toy and experimented with putting it up to his own asshole.

“No. Tiffany, don’t”

“Oh? Why not?” She pushed the dildo against his tight opening until he relented. The small plug disappeared into his ass with surprising ease. She climbed up from the bed and went over to her bag and pulled out a toy of her own.

“Don’t tell anyone I bought this.” It was a small pink plastic vibrator. She turned it on and touched it to her nipples.

She slung her leg over Peter’s body and sat on his cock, lowering herself onto it. She reached around and turned the switch on his black dildo and the churn started turning in his ass. Peter groaned uncomfortably. She held her pink vibrator to her clit and started fucking his cock.

Her next orgasm was slow sweet going. A half hour later both their bodies were drenched with sweat. Peter desperately just wanted to get off. So did Tiffany. With one hand she worked her clit while her other tugged at an errant nipple. Then, at around midnight, she noticed it.

“Oh god…. Oh Peter… Oh…..” her hands shot to her chest as her hips continued rocking rhythmically. She sunk her fingers into her heavy tits. They were hot to the touch, and tingling.

“Oh Peter… is this another surprise??” She bent forward, brushing her breasts across Peter’s face. Her could feel her hot skin against his lips, and her pulse, pounding. He bucked his hips helplessly and continued fucking her. 

Her orgasm finally came, jumping her from behind, throwing her down onto Peter. 

Her body seized up and spasmed uncontrollably. 

“Oh Peter… oh fuck….what’s happening… to me???” She couldn’t stop spasming. Her orgasm was more intense then she could bear. Her blonde hair was matted and sweaty against her skin. The room was spinning. Her tits spilled out under her outstretched arms, into Peter’s arm pits. He managed to move her into a seated position. Still she shook, her hands groping her own crawling flesh.

“Are you okay?”

“Oh… aaaAHHHHHHH…. GOD… YES. IT’S HAPPENING…. MY TITS… FEEL ‘EM….”

She regarded herself as a flood of energy rushed through her being, surging into her tits. She held them lightly, feeling them, swelling, slowly, subtly. She could actually feel her chest growing heavier. Her head felt lighter than air. 

Eventually she felt the bottom of her tits brush against the tops of her thighs! And got a fright.

“OH!!”

She took one breast in her hands and lifted it experimentally.

Peter looked on in stunned amazement, stroking himself. His heart pounded in his chest.

“Is it still… are they still… growing??” he asked.

“I don’t know.” Tiffany looked at him helplessly from her kneeling position on the bed. 

Her breasts looked to be larger than her head. Larger than she could wrangle with her small hands. She still had to contend with the euphoric sensations that were still circulating through her body. 

Her tits were still burning. Her heart was still pounding. 

“There’s more...” Tiffany thought out loud.

Suddenly she gasped and fell forward again, onto all fours.

“OH GOD… OH GOD… OH GOD, PETER… IT’S INCREDIBLE…”

Her two massive teats hung heavily from her tiny frame. Peter moved to the edge of the bed and gave her room to breath. She bowed her head then snapped it back, flinging her tangled hair back over her shoulders, laughing.

He watched, flabbergasted, as Tiffany’s boobs continued swelling. Slowly. Surely. Expanding in all directions, as if someone were filling them with a pump. Growing at the base too, creeping to her sides, into her arm pits and down, and distending, pleasurably, until… before they knew it Tiffany’s huge nipples were pressed into the sheets beneath her. She sat back and gathered them in her tiny arms, which suddenly seemed out-matched. She hugged them to her body, feeling them. Peter leaned in and took one of her nipples between his fingers and pinched it hard. It was like a tiny udder… as big as his thumb.

“OH FUCK!! OH YEAH!!… SQUEEZE MY NIPPLE.”

He squeezed it again and Tiffany’s body convulsed. Her hand shot to her crotch and fingered her clit.

“I’m coming again… I’m coming… I’m coming… AAGHHHHH……”

She lay on her back breathing heavily, pinned beneath two heaving mounds of tit.

Peter sat beside her, holding her hand. She was fighting for air but it seemed her breasts had ceased their sudden growth.

“Are you okay?” he asked softly.

Tiffany’s eyes twinkled along with her diamond choker.

“I’m better than okay.” She purred sleepily.

His heart was racing, he realized. And though he couldn’t be sure, it looked to him like her breasts were still growing imperceptibly. He covered her with the sheet and lay down next to her, his cock still hard and half numb. He stroked himself futilely while Tiffany cooed blissfully beside him, running her fingers lightly over the two mountains that rove up in front of her. 

“Fuck me. Fuck my tits.” She commanded him groggily.

Peter climbed up and placed his cock in the soft valley between Tiffany’s expansive mammaries. She plowed them together and engulfed his shaft completely. Though semi-conscious, she delighted in this. Peter couldn’t believe his eyes as the young woman lay there effortlessly giving him the tit fuck of the ages as she drifted off to sleep. He erupted between her pillows, spurting desperately between the unconscious girl’s tits, until his spunk escaped out the top of her vast cleavage, trailed along the string of diamonds and soaked into the bed. 

He collapsed onto the bed beside her, facing her. She was an incredible sight. Her breasts handily took up the space between he and her. He stroked his cock and just laid there, studying the situation, while Tiffany slept peacefully, a sweet little smile on her face.

He found no gratification until around six that morning. Then Peter finally dozed off. Though his dick would stay stiff, through the night, and into the morning, and beyond.

# # # # #

When Tiffany woke the next morning, Peter had just fallen asleep.

She twisted under the covers, attempting to roll over. Her boobs rolled across her body, their forward inertia pulling Tiffany’s shoulder along with it until it came to rest again. She encircled her tits and embraced them. The events of the previous evening were coming back to her, though hazily. Her head was splitting.

She sat up, feeling the weight of her breasts pull her down. The muscles in the small of her back tightened and she reared back against the headboard. Still the strain on her lower back continued, until she drew her shoulders back and found a center of gravity. The felt light as nothing, she discovered, if she could just sit poised, with her shoulders back, and her chest thrust up and out. They also looked most beautiful this way.

Her nipples no longer pointed up, so much, as straight out. They were long and thick, with puffy areola the size of saucers. They were not beyond her reach, but they were no longer at her chest. They stood out, greatly, away from her petite frame, capping off two huge teardrop shaped breasts that nearly obscured Tiffany. 

She ran her hands over the expanse of her enlarged tits and felt them up. They wanted to get away from her, she felt, as she touched and squeezed herself. Each breast was heavy in her hands, more almost than she could manage.

As the morning light shone through the curtains across the bed, Tiffany felt her mind click on. 

“I must have got infected again with the virus.” She smartly concluded. 

Though closer to the truth was that she had been infected, constantly, since first drinking Infanzia. And her episodes of sudden growth were the result, in part, of being drugged. Both times by Peter Menlow. But she would never know that. She would go on to romanticize and rhapsodize about this weekend the way she did about the day she met him. 

The sight of her overdeveloped chest thrilled Tiffany. And it shocked her. Especially when she moved and her breasts swayed heavily, throwing off her center of gravity. And when she got up to walk to the bathroom, she had a great fright. She bent over to pick up her brassiere from the floor. Her breasts swung freely, pulling her tiny 5’4” 109 pound body with them.

She staggered forward momentarily, not sure why she was having so much trouble walking. She remembered then to draw her shoulders back. She felt each huge breast spread out across her rib cage. Their weight lifted and the swaying ceased. She walked rest of the way to the bathroom with her chest thrust out and her back curved, with her ass sticking out.

She couldn’t see her grumbling stomach, or her feet for that matter. She put her hand on her flat stomach and patted it. She was famished.

She struggled into her 32EE bra, which was still brand new. She hooked it around her body, loosened the should straps and pulled it on over her shoulders.

She laughed at her reflection in the mirror. Her breasts were mangled by the too-small bra. Soft pillows of flesh pooched out over the cups, under her armpits, even beneath the underwire. 

“Looks like you need some new clothes.” Peter spoke with a dry husky voice.

Tiffany shrugged off the uncomfortable bra. She turned and faced her lover in the bathroom, her shoulders drawn, her incredible ta tas projecting impressively.

Peter’s cock was still hard from the night before. It twitched.

Tiffany was drawn to it immediately. They stood in front of the large mirror, looking at themselves. Though she couldn’t see anything beyond her tits, which seemed to fill her cone of vision, she could see Peter’s hard-on in the mirror. She grabbed it and gave it a squeeze.

Peter put his hands on her expanded chest and gave it a squeeze.

“Your hands feel small!”

He encircled her nipples and pinched down on them like toggles, twisting them gently. 

He blew on them and watched them contract and harden.

Tiffany jumped onto her tip toes and a bolt of electricity crackled through her body.

“Wow. What did you do?”

“I just blew on them… like this…” again he blew on her nipples. Tiffany’s knees went weak and gave way under the weight of her upper body. She fell backwards when Peter grabbed her arms and caught her. He looked at himself in the mirror, his biceps and deltoids flexing, defined. Tiffany felt limp in his hands.

She looked him in the eyes and smiled, her hands covering her over-sensitive nipples.

She gazed into Peter’s eyes, searching.

“There’s something different about you.” She said with suspicion.

She stood poised next to him, looking at him in the mirror while she draped a towel over her body.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“Did you dye your hair or something?”

“No.”

“Well where’s your gray hair then?”

Peter leaned toward the mirror and looked at his widow’s peaks. There wasn’t a single gray hair! And his skin looked younger! He squinted and furrowed his brow and inspected his crow’s feet and laugh lines. They were faded quited a bit. Still there, but not to etched into his face.

“You’ve got gray temples. Don’t lie… oh…. OHHH…….”

Peter smiled at her as she tried to figure out what else looked different about him.

“The virus must have dyed your hair. I mean… you know what I mean…”

She looked him in the eye again with a playful glinting smile. She reached up and raked her fingers through his hair.

“You look handsome.”

“Oh yeah??”

“How do I look?” she asked, looking spectacular wrapped in a white bath towel.

“You look gorgeous.”

“I do? Even in a towel?”

“We need to take you shopping for some new clothes.”

“First I like, gotta get a bra.”

“You’ve definitely outgrown your old one.” He smirked.

“I wonder what size I even am??” She stared at herself in the mirror.

“Those are going to be some big cups.”

“God… their are big” she observed. She clutched her bosom through the towel, though her hands were still eleven inches from her body. “They must be a G cup. Or maybe even an H. Whoa… do they even make H cup bras yet?” she wondered as she squirted toothpaste onto her tooth brush.

“If anyplace has your size Las Vegas should.” Peter said, patting her on the ass.

# # # # #

James Ryder sat late one afternoon at Grinder’s Coffee, staring into his laptop, browsing the Hilldale Spectator website. “Klein Remanded To U.S. Custody” read the headlines. “An international court hearing for Dr. Lloyd Klein was ruled a mistrial today when it was determined that both counsel for the defense and prosecution had fallen ill with Second Childhood, the very disease that is the subject of Klein’s case. An contrite Klein claimed responsibility for infecting them and was transferred in hand-cuffs to military police who transported him back to the U.S. where he is now behind bars at a federal facility in the nation’s capital. 
With infection rates peaking and anti-biotic now in short supply, the President has promised swift action from his administration. But it may be a case of too-little-too-lat, as doctors at the CDC say the best course now is to shift focus away from containment and to concentrate future efforts on treating the symptoms of the disease, so widespread has it become. Meanwhile, the United Nations general assembly is in day 4 of their session on the now likely quarantine and conditional moratorium on travel in and out the U.S.“

He looked away from the screen and out across the busy café rubbing his crotch. He’d made the mistake of wearing jeans all morning and his balls ached. Though he was now wearing loose sweat pants that left plenty of room for his cumbersome jock, sitting, especially on these wooden coffee house chairs, was uncomfortable to him. 

He looked forward to his evenings, reclining comfortably at home.

A skinny bus boy in a green apron took his empty coffee cup. It was Jeremy.

“Hey, you’re Tiffany’s friend… Jeremy.”

“Yeah, hi. I work here now.” The two shook hands, sizing each other up. At first glance both of the nerdy twentysomething white guys still looked like “uninfecteds”. 

Though James was infected, he didn’t look or behave much different than usual. 5’8” and 170 pounds, he was still, to his disappointment, a bit out of shape. He’d seen other guys’ bodies magically tone up and build lean muscle thanks to Second Childhood. Even Emily, who now outweighed him by twenty pounds, had toned up considerably. Other than the incredible growth of his cock and balls, he remained unchanged. Though he had been let go from his programmer’s job and the future looked uncertain, he seemed, on surfaced of things, unfazed.

“You still seeing Tiffany?”

“No.”

“You’re in Sky Sergeant, right? Aren’t you in that band??”

“Oh. Yeah. Well. They kicked me out, sorta… but I didn’t really feel like…”

“She sure has changed. Tiffany? Have you seen her lately?” James cupped his empty hands out about a foot away from his body, pantomiming the size of Tiffany’s 32H bust. 

Jeremy didn’t want to think about her right now. He chuckled at James’ observation and sat down, holding his knees together under the glass table.

James spread his legs, wide, giving a nice berth to his enlarged balls and cramped dick, which was swelling now from just thinking about his wife’s friend. Ever since she’d come back from Vegas she was the talk of Hilldale.

Jeremy caught sight of James’ tool, showing itself through his pants.

“Uh… so I guess you’re infected huh.”

James jammed his hand into his crotch and yanked purposively on his elastic briefs, dislodging his rubbery ten inches from an uncomfortable wedged position. He pulled his computer close, obscuring his erection.

“Yeah, you could say that.” He said with a smirk.

“Ah. Good for you. I think I must be immune from this thing. Whatever it is.” Jeremy scanned the room and was surprised at what he saw coming.

“Hi Jeremy! Hi James!” It was Tiffany, shoulders drawn, all tits and ass and tiny waist, heading in their direction. Her extra tall coffee, topped by a white dome of whipped cream and a red cherry, perfectly accessorized her knockout chest.

“James and Jeremy. Jeremy and James. Hey James, look at Jeremy. He works here now!” She leaned forward and plucked at Jeremy’s green apron strings. Her cleavage loomed in the open neck of her tee shirt. Soft and deep. 

She sat herself down with James, placing her expensive Louis Vuitton purse on the table next to her. 

Her chest scraped the table’s edge on the way down, and bumped into her coffee.

“Oops! Ahh, Jeremy, get me a napkin!” Jeremy went to the front counter and retrieved a couple paper napkins for Tiffany. “I keep doing that. Everytime I sit down. I can’t get used to these things.”

James stared at her chest. She was practically pointing at it now. Telling him the story about her weekend in Vegas with Peter.  “The short version”, she promised. He’d heard about already it via Emily who heard about it mostly from Danielle. Though he already knew most of the details she was feeding him, he could tell she loved talking about it. So he didn’t interrupt her.

Jeremy returned with the napkins. to hear Tiffany mention to James about the time when she used to date Jeremy.

“I know. You guys dated.” James adjusted his cock.

“Oh yeah… Jeremy is quite the lover.” 

She rolled her eyes at James. Jeremy’s face went red with embarrassment. His boss called his name from up front. He had to go to work.

“So James. How are things these days with you and Emily?”

“Oh, you know. Emily’s awesome.”

“Uh huh. To hear her tell it you guys are giving that mattress a real beating every night.”

She glanced at James’ crotch, at his stiff member outlined by the folds of his trousers. She slid her chair toward him, jumping it, bouncing herself in his direction. She turned his laptop to face her and read the screaming headline.

“Where’s your boyfriend Peter.”

“My boyfriend’s peter?! What!”

“No, Peter. Your boyfriend. Where is he?”

“Oh, him! Duh… He’s working at his company right now.”

“What does he do again?” James asked disinterestedly.

“Something with computers? I don’t know. He doesn’t talk about that stuff much.” Tiffany licked at her whipped cream.

James wiped some gunk off the screen of his computer. 

“Kleen Realised to U.S. Cutsa… cutsa… KLEIN… released to U.S. CUST-o-dee…” 

Sometimes Tiffany had trouble reading. It frustrated her, but she never read much anyway.

She crunched the cherry between her teeth, pointing at James’ screen with the red stem.

“Who’s KLEIN? What’d he do?”

“Lloyd Klein. He’s the one that invented this whole… bug… Second Childhood…”

They both stared off into the distance, unconcerned, looking around the coffee house (he with his cumbersomely-oversized dick and uncomfortably-large balls, she with her dimmed wits and 32H chest.) For the most part everyone in the place was to some degree busty, under-dressed, hitting on each other, crotch-grabbing, posing, preening, laughing, or… all of the above. Tiffany scanned the room, reassuring herself that, as usual, she had the biggest boobs in the place.

“Oh right. That Lloyd guy. Did they hang him?”

“No.”

“Weren’t they gonna hang him, for his… bio-logi-cal agents??

“They released him to the U.S.  the President says …”

“The President should PARDON that guy. That’s what I say. Give him a medal.”

She bumped her knee against James’. His eyes looked up from his computer, and peered into Tiffany’s inviting cleavage. She was wearing too much perfume and the reek was strong. He bumped her knee back and felt the head of his cock scamper down the leg hole of his briefs and brush against his own inner thigh.

Tiffany slurped at her iced coffee, rocking in her seat. Discretely stealing glances down at Emily’s husband’s nice big dick, Tiffany pretended to be focused on her drink. James pretended not to notice. He clicked on another bookmark and pulled up another site. 

His browser loaded Danielle’s home page. There she was, in yoga tights, her boobs looked bigger than ever. Her smile was ear to ear, her hair, long, luxurious.

He typed in his password and entered the member’s area. He started looking at Tiffany’s new photo sets.

“Oh, that’s a good one. Click on that one.”

Up came a large photo of Tiffany wearing a beautiful black satin bra and panties. She leaning against her refrigerator eating a banana.

# # # # #

Danielle bent forward at the waist, lowering herself to the floor, coming to rest on the cushion of her bosom.

In front of her a room 40 men and women did the same.

“Some of you ladies may find it hard to get all the way down… you guys too…”

Everyone laughed softly. 

“But I guarantee it will  help stretch your back… hold it… and hold it…”

Just then a staffer entered the room and motioned to Danielle.

“You have a telephone call.”

Danielle was saddened to learn that her father died of a heart attack that night before. Her mother was surprised, but coping with the loss. The funeral would be in three days, in Hilldale.

# # # # #

Bernie Dow looked peaceful in his open casket, smiling.

Danielle wiped back her tears as she looked at her deceased father. Keith stood by her side.

They heard some one enter the outer parlor, a quiet disturbance as someone moved through the crowd. Danielle heard who it was. It was her mother. She turned to sight of Estelle Dow. The sight surprised her. Sixty four years old, she looked incredible. Twenty years younger easily. Thirty years younger.

“Mom?”

“Yes, it’s your mom.”

They embraced. Estelle sniffled against her daughter’s shoulder.

Danielle broke free of her mother’s embrace and looked at her. She looked beautiful. So young.

“You could be my twin sister.”

Estelle was wearing a black suit jacket over a black turtleneck which was stretched over her considerable bust. 

The two women looked over each other’s expanded bustlines, confirming what they’d already learned from photos and telephone conversations. They were the same size now, 34G. Though Mrs. Dow was overdue for a fitting.

Tears trailed down Estelle’s face. Danielle wiped her mom’s tear. Her skin was so smooth and young.

Estelle would sell her condo in Hawaii and return to Hilldale, taking up residence in Danielle’s and Keith’s home.

# # # # #

Cynthia Hubbard removed a hot pan of spinach croissants from her oven and sat them on a rack to cool. The table was stacked with platters and bowls ready for Rachel to come by and drive them to a party they were catering.

She untied her apron and tossed it into the laundry room.

On the TV the president was giving a press conference on the pardon of Dr. Lloyd Klein. The borders were now closed and—until further notice—no one was free to leave the country. It was the tenth time in the past two days that she’d seen the clip and frankly she was over it already.

Life goes on. 

She rubbed her sore back and turned off the TV. 

She sipped at a glass of wine as she headed toward the living room.

Cynthia caught her reflection in the full length mirror in the entry way and smiled.

She would never get used to the sight of herself in that mirror! 

“F cup. Who ever knew they even made F cup bras.” 

She plucked at her straps and pulled her shoulders back, the way Tiffany showed her.

“Looking good, mom.” Kayla came down the stairs, dressed for work in her Anne Taylor.

“Thanks honey.”

Ben reclined on the sofa watching E!, surrounded by hand towels, soda cans and bags of cookies. He was wearing a tight wife-beater tee and sweatpants. 

His cock was now too difficult to manage, preventing him from working or going out much. He wasn’t working yet he looked tired and a little emaciated.

Kayla bounced across the living room and picked up her keys and left for work.

Ben grumbled something under his breath as his cock surged, snaking slightly down his pant leg to his knee.

Cynthia held in her stomach and checked herself in the mirror. The dark brown camisole top she was wearing was snug against her gut. But her boobs looked great in it.

Ben whistled at her from the living room.

Just then Rachel’s old Volvo pulled up the drive. She burst through the kitchen door and began loading the food into the back of her car. Cynthia sat down next to Ben and kissed him. He couldn’t resist copping a feel of one of her big boobs. His cock jumped.

“Come on Cyn! We’re late enough already!!”

Cynthia put her hand on her husband’s tremendous fourteen inch erection.

“This will have to wait. “ She kissed him. “Mama’s gotta go work.”

The back screen door banged away as Rachel’s high-heels clopped up and down the back stairs, moving the rest of the food to the car. Ben grabbed his wife’s wrist and moved her hand to his cock.

“No Ben. I told you” she whispered “I’ll take care of you later. I promise.”

“Come on sis. We gotta go!” Rachel shouted from the kitchen. She waited for a moment, snapping her gum, checking her watch. She could hear her sister and brother in law in the living room, saying their long goodbyes. She cracked her gum loudly and tapped her foot.

Lately it seemed she was the one keeping The Silver Spoon going. 

They couldn’t afford to lose another client. 

And everyone needed money these days… bad.

Cynthia leaned forward and pressed her tits into Ben’s face and left him there, stroking himself. Her heart fluttered but she dragged herself away.

# # # # #

On one hot summer night not long ago Tiffany Cox sat at a downtown bar, fiddling with her boyfriend Peter’s driver’s license. He was in the men’s room, wiping cum out of his silk boxers. She was nursing her third cocktail, smiling to herself about the hand job she’d just given him under the table. She rubbed her thumbnail against Peter’s photo, checking the likeness in the dimly-lit bar. It didn’t look like him. The guy in the photo looked… old. ‘Gross.’ She squinted at the tiny printing on the card. “Pee-ter.. Mennn-low… Birth-day… date… May… one… 1922…” She paused. “1922? What year was I born?” She sipped her drink and tried to remember. “…1978?” She tried to do the math.

Peter returned and plucked the driver’s license from her fingers.

“Who’s that picture on your license?” she demanded to know.

“That’s me.” He said with a smile as he stuck the card back in his wallet with his credit card and the bar receipt.

“No way.”

“I wouldn’t lie to you.”

Tiffany looked hard at him. At his handsome face. 

“What year were you born?” she quizzed him.

“Why don’t you just ask me how old I am?”

“No. What year were you born?” she tested.

Peter caught his reflection in the mirror across the bar, thought for a minute, and answered, “1969?”

Her mind did a calculation. Ten, twenty, thirty…

“Which makes me thirty six, no… thirty one.” Tiffany took him at his word.

“Which makes me just a few years older than you.”

She nodded. “You’re definitely ol-der… that’s for sure…” She giggled as Peter pinched her skinny arm and tickled her.

In fact he was born in 1922. 

He was eighty five year old Peter Menlow, back in the pink in a big way. 

He held out his hand and lifted Tiffany off the barstool to her feet.

Heads in the bar all turned to get an eyeful of her as she got her footing atop six inch stiletto heels. She always felt like she might fall forward when she first stood up.

Though it forced her to walk almost totally on tip toes, the high heels also required that she maintain a poised, balanced posture, with her back arched. This made the considerable weight of her breasts easier to bear. Her breasts did bounce a lot more in heels, but it was worth it. Tits as big as hers bounced a lot no matter. It was a simple matter of physics, inertia and gravity. Tiffany’s tits pulled her off balance all the time whether she was bare footed or in heels. She’d grown accustomed to it.

She seemed to smile back at all of them as she drew back her shoulders and moved across the air-conditioned room ahead of Peter. Tiffany’s breasts floated buoyantly beneath the lights, preceding Tiffany by a foot.

She hadn’t experienced any more ‘sudden growth’ since their trip to Vegas, but Tiffany had continued to grow, thanks to the virus. 

She had the posture down. 

The shoes saw to that. 

But the strain on her back was starting to get to her. 

The tiny girl was so top heavy in fact, the extra weight was too much to be on her feet all day. So, with Peter’s permission, she quit work. Peter Menlow now handled Tiffany’s meager finances himself. He paid her $1,200 rent every month and paid her credit card bill, no matter how high she ran them up. Cell phone, cable, internet, food, utilities, he took care of everything for her.

As they stood on the hot sidewalk outside the bar he ogled her fat melons. 

Not much for conversation these days, Tiffany stood with one hand propped in the small of her back, the other quietly fanning her face, working to keep cool. 

It was late in the day and he knew she was probably ready to lay down.

He thought back to the days just after the Vegas trip. Tiffany was walking on air. Her tits were bigger than Danielle’s and she wore them proudly, like great medals of honor. She carried them effortlessly, high and proud, like beautifully-wrapped Christmas presents. 

But lately, already, Peter could tell the new had begun to wear off. 

She was still delighted with them. Preoccupied with them even.

They had changed her life. 

Her whole way of thinking. 

But Tiffany’s breasts, she discovered, were still growing. 

Larger. Heavier. 

Slowly. Imperceptibly. 

She never worried or complained, about anything, but lately her ‘presents’ were feeling less like new trophies, and more like her obligation. 

Obligation is not the right word. It sounds negative. 

Her calling? 

She had by now, with Peter’s help, organized her life around her breasts, making all necessary accommodations, to them. To showing them in their best light. To give them the support they needed, to moisturize them, and to never hide them. They demanded to be seen, and admired, and lusted after, and loved. So her sturdy little frame bore their weight, physically and emotionally. Bore the constant stares and attention (wanted or not), bore the constant inconvenience (of being able to wear a seatbelt for example, or sleep comfortably, or see her feet). The new person that Tiffany had become would bear all things. All indignities, all jealousies, resentments. 

She even seemed, Peter noticed, willing to give up any stubborn claim to what you might think of as ‘self respect’. Tiffany might never again be taken seriously as anything more complicated or interesting than a pretty, flirtatious, ‘fun girl’. The lucky girl who simply had the honor of being attached to two of the biggest and most beautiful breasts in Hilldale. 

“And have you seen her lately? She’s even bigger.” They would all say.
That was who Tiffany Cox had become. 

They called her simply ‘Tiffany’ though, first name only, even strangers who weren’t on a first name basis with her knew her and referred to her as ‘Tiffany’.)

“A really sweet, nice girl, I’ve heard. A real sweetheart.” They would all say.

“Dumb as a rake. A total airhead.” They would also say.

She could never prove them wrong.  But no one was asking her to. And this came to her seemingly as a relief. The world only asked to look at her, and lust after her. And on that count she was willing and able. 

Tiffany was a good sport. Appreciative.

Other than that she was just a pair of big tits. 

Her pleasure, satisfaction and comfort in life—all of it sexual, thanks to Second Childhood—derived entirely from her tits. From the eyes of the world scanning her chest constantly, like busy fingers, to the tremendous overwhelming sensation her nipples exerted over her, to the simple physical weight of them… Tiffany was never unaware of her breasts. They were always foremost in her mind as they hung heavily inside their cups, pulling her off balance, bouncing at the slightest movement, taking up too much room in elevators, generally making a pleasant nuisance of themselves and her. 

Thanks to Peter though she was able to enjoy what for another woman might be a burden, or a source of frustration, or humiliation, or weakness. Thanks to Peter, Tiffany was free to indulge what she always said were her two greatest weaknesses, the two things she couldn’t live without, her addictions: fucking and shopping.

Three loud frat boys came out of the bar and called for a valet. They all helped themselves to long obvious looks at Tiffany as they waited for their car.

Tiffany smiled at them and snaked her hand inside Peter’s muscular arm.

“You owe everything to your tits” Peter thought cruelly as he stared at Tiffany’s cleavage and tried to remember what she told him her bra size was. He adjusted his stiff cock in his jeans as he rolled it over in his mind.

“Did you tell me… 32 double H?”

“What honey?” Tiffany asked.

“What size did you tell me your new bra was?” he asked under his breath. “32 double H?”

Her beautiful sparkling eyes twinkled like the diamonds hanging from her ears, neck, and wrist.

“Nooo.. silly… 32J… Jayyyy…” she knocked on his head. “Custom.”

“Oh right. 32J. Is that all??” He reached his hand around her small waist. Politely making little notice of his girlfriend’s heart-stopping rack, he discreetly put his hand atop one of her underappreciated assets, her plump ass. He leaned down to kiss her. She turned a couple degrees toward him, plowing her left breast into his side, knocking backward. 

“Excuse me.” She said with a laugh, crinkling her nose at him as the valet pulled up in Peter’s Mercedes. 

“Here you go folks.”

Peter tipped the boy ten dollars then helped Tiffany into the car. The valet held the crisp bill in his hand and stood there, watching slack-jawed while Tiffany lowered her herself into the bucket seat. She lifted one pretty foot into the car and bent slightly at the waist, forward. Her fantastic cleavage spilled forth, like two great loaves for him and everyone else to enjoy.

Peter glared at the valet, and at the frat boys beyond who suddenly began laughing wildly.

“OOPS!”

He snapped his head around. Tiffany’s left boob had fallen out of her top (again). She grabbed the front of her top and yanked it up with her tiny arm, quickly—but not without some comic difficulty—wrangling herself back into her giant satin bra.

“Thank you sir. You have a good evening.” 

Peter slammed the door and crossed to the driver’s side. The frat boys were still laughing and hooting at Tiffany’s show.

“What are you laughing at, faggots!!” 

He shouted across the hood of his Mercedes at the laughing frat boys. 

The valet smiled and peered into the car at Tiffany, steeling another long look at cleavage he’d not soon forget.

Peter rolled up her tinted power window, depriving him of his view. Then he started the car and revved the engine. His tires chirped against the pavement as he sped away. 

Inside, Peter’s car was quiet and luxurious. The air conditioning blasted, raising goosebumps all over Tiffany’s exposed skin. The cold air felt nice. She squirmed in her leather bucket seat, checking her makeup in the overhead lighted mirror. 

“Give them all something to think about later tonight.” She chuckled to herself, looking on the bright side, feeling generous with her charms, with her embarrassment of riches.

Though just getting around town was sometimes an accomplishment in itself, she still insisted on going out, as often as possible. And Peter was almost always willing to oblige her. 

She mostly loved the lustful stares she attracted.  Peter knew that. He didn’t especially like it, but he knew it was a huge turn-on for her. 

And besides, she was his. 

# # # # #

Peter Menlow picked the money up off the ground and stuffed it into his pants pockets.

“Fuck you, Peter. Just… get… out already!!!”

A woman of indeterminate age stood in a motel doorway, hurling crumpled hundred dollar bills at him.

“You know what? I don’t need you anymore. And I don’t need your fucking money.”

He wanted to apologize, again. But it was useless. Sad it had to come to this, he thought. He picked up the last bill and tucked it away. The former Mrs. Phyllis Menlow looked to him to be about forty five years in age now. A bit on the old side, though well-put-together. 

She stood with veiny hands on hips, her firm double-E’s projecting defiantly.

Peter bowed his head. He was guilty as could be. He made for his car without saying another word. After fifty five years of marriage, Phyllis deserved better than this. But… fuck her, he thought. She’d been a terror lately anyhow. 

At first everything was just peachy for Peter and Phyllis. When he and she came out of the nursing home, when their desiccated bodies were being rejuvenated and brought back to heath, they both fell in love all over again. With each other, with life, and with Second Childhood. But as Peter continued to grow younger and healthier, she seemed destined to remain forty-something the rest of her life, old enough to be his mother. And she resented him for it. 

His face looked boyish now. As she remembered him from their courtship days back before World War II. He was starting life over, burning through the fortunes he amassed in his first life, and chasing other women at will, right under her nose. 

“Fuck you! Fuck you and your seven inches! …you CHILD… and DON’T COME BACK!” she shouted. Her voice bounced off the two floors of cinderblock motel rooms across the empty lot.

Their divorce was final. 

She still had the Lamborghini, he told himself.

The home was gone, most of his fortune, all of his investments and major assets and holdings. All of it had by now been liquidated. He still had his Mercedes, and his apartment, and a decent nest egg. But the economy was tanking. He knew no amount of money would last forever.

He’d been keeping a string of other women in various love nests around Hilldale. In addition to Tiffany and Phyllis there were: Pam, a thirty year old double F who he had put up in a nice studio apartment in the nearby suburb of Kensington, Elinore, a sixty five year old woman who now looked sixteen with a double E. She now lived with another former girlfriend of his, Angeline, who was a twenty one year old with double D’s. Angie had become his favorite of the many ladies he’s sampled since regaining his youth. In another life he would have fallen in love with her and settled down. In another life, a double D chest would be something special. None one could hold a candle to Tiffany. 

He checked his gas gauge and realized he was on empty.

He had enough to make it to Tiffany’s apartment, he figured. He ached to see her. She drove him crazy. The thought of her was enough to drive him to distraction. If he loved anyone at this point it was her. He could no longer afford the rest of them. They had all bled him dry of money, and wanted more. So he let them all go. 

None of them would have trouble finding new partners, he told himself. Not in this world. Young Peter Menlow (now nineteen and roiling with testosterone) pounded his fist on the steering wheel. Picturing some guy fucking Angie, some asshole. It made him insanely jealous. He would have to let it go. 

Phyllis had already made it known that she’d fucked other guys, but he didn’t care about her. Not anymore. More power to her, he felt. He thought of the others: Heather, Christina, Laura, Teia, Sarah… Leeza…what a rack she had… it pained him to lose each of them. So many he’d either given up on or lost track of. And then there were the ones who’d dumped him, for whatever reason. Usually they were cock-crazy sluts looking for the next big dick.

As he sped toward Tiffany’s apartment he opened a brief case sitting on the passenger seat. Inside was a small fortune in a crisp hundred dollar bills, stacked and bundled. He closed the case and latched it as he rolled past the front of her building. As usual, there was nowhere to park. Cars, some of them up on blocks, their tires and rims sold or stolen, were lined up bumper to bumper along the curb. He rolled slowly down the block and around the corner. At the end of the next block he found an empty space and dove in.

He looked at himself in the overhead mirror and ran his fingers through his thick wavy hair. He checked his bright white teeth and squeezed a zit on the end of his nose.

In the mirror he saw Tiffany come out of a convenience store, escorted by five enthusiastic males. He hit the speed dial on his cell phone.

“Wilhelm, it’s Peter Menlow. I’m here.”

He watched in the mirror as one of the men wiped Tiffany’s mouth with a napkin. She was laughing and they were laughing. Did she just put her hand on his bicep and squeezed it? He saw red. His troubling jealous streak flashed hot.

“Okay, I’ll see you then.”

He grabbed his brief case and jumped up out of the car. His pants were loose around his hips and scuffed on the ground beneath the heel of his two hundred dollar sneakers. He tucked in his shirt and stormed toward Tiffany. 

Tiffany saw Peter coming from twenty feet away, and he looked mad.

“Peter!” she called out and waved at him. A scoop of ice cream fell out of its cone and onto the pavement in front of her feet. She stood holding the empty cone. She craned her neck trying to see around her tits to find the ice cream. She bent over and reached for it. Her tits hung heavily inside her shirt like basketballs. The men all stared and slapped each other on the back with their mouths hanging open.

She picked up the scoop of ice cream and held it in her hand like a sticky snowball.

Peter grabbed her by her arm and pulled her away.

“Come on, let’s go.” He said sternly.

“Hey dude, take it easy on the lady.” 

Peter glared at one of the men as he dragged Tiffany along by the arm. She stumbled on her high heels and he crashed into her. Her huge melons jostled about inside her clothing as she staggered to keep on her feet.

“Careful.” Another one of the men said, moving to catch her.

“Don’t touch her.”

“Peter.” Tiffany said with an embarrassed chuckle.

“Hey fuck you, punk!” A third man said, stepping toward Peter. He had a huge bulge in the front of his pants, a ‘mule’. The man lifted a leg and shook it and assumed a sort of quasi-karate stance. His bulge uncoiled and snaked down his pant leg. Peter could see the guy’s balls as big as ostrich eggs.

Peter turned and pushed Tiffany behind him. She seemed almost immovable to him.

“Peter, please.” She pleaded as Peter eyeballed the man.

“What are you looking at??” the man said. Peter squinted icely, then did a head count of the other guys. He remembered the money in his brief case. He shrunk inside a bit.

“She’s my wife.” He said as he turned and walked away, Tiffany in tow, as fast as he could to the corner then down another block to the safety of her building.

“I’m not your wife!” Tiffany yelled with a giggle as she strutted along beside him.

“Just shut up.” Was his response.

On the way up the elevator to her apartment Tiffany stood there, decked out in her diamonds, melted ice cream all over her hands, in the corners of her mouth, and on her chest. She looked a mess. Why didn’t she take better care of herself? he asked himself. Granted, this was an unannounced visit, but he’d bought her so many nice clothes, paid for spa treatments, manicures, the works. He expected her to look nice. 

Her hair was dirty, her makeup was from the day before. This was not good.

He thought of the guy wiping her mouth and felt angry, at her.

“She deserves what she’s got coming”, he thought to himself. “Besides, it’s for her own good.”

Inside her apartment, he told her to go wash up. Tiffany laughed at herself and just lolled about on the arm of a chair. “Now.” he said sternly, sending her stomping bare-footed toward the bathroom.

She returned to the living room greeted by a barrage of questions.

“Who were those guys?” Peter demanded to know. “What were you doing out?” “Why was that guy wiping your mouth?” 

Tiffany laughed again.

“What are you laughing about!!??”

Peter grabbed her arm and gave it a solid jerk. She felt the pain sharply in her tiny shoulder. Suddenly Tiffany appreciated how mad Peter actually was at her. She suppressed her laughter.

“Please don’t be mad Peter. Please. I’m sorry.” She tried and failed to make eye contact with Peter. She would settle for his lingering consideration of her chest. She sat down on the edge of the bed, exhausted from her day.

“Here. Drink this.”

He handed Tiffany a glass of water.

“Drink all of it.” 

She obediently drank the glass of water Peter handed her and wiped her mouth. Her face was clean. Her hair still needed washing. She sat up straight and smiled broadly drawing Peter’s eyes with the apex of her bust. Peter ignored her dirty hair as she ignored the soreness in her back. 

She crinkled her nose and came finally to her own defense. 

“It’s not my fault you know. It’s these breasts.”

She pushed herself into him by way of demonstration. Peter lingered, relishing the feel of her formidable breasts pushing into him. He put a hand to her chest and pushed back.

“No Tiffany. I think you’ve got it all wrong.”

“Wrong? Ha! Peter, I can’t help it if my breasts, like, attract attention.” She was a tiny bit indignant, taking refuge behind the excuse of her breasts. She was trying to work him.

“I don’t blame your breasts… don’t you see? I love your breasts.”

“You do????” she asked in a lilting girlish voice.

“Of course I do. And… I don’t like to hear you trying to place the blame… here.” He pinched her nipple and twisted it a little too firmly. It hurt.

Tiffany winced, then smiled. 

“No. You’ve got it all backwards.” He continued.

“Backwards? What do you mean?” her smile broke.

“I don’t blame your beautiful breasts. I blame you.” Peter finally looked her in the eyes. He’d rehearsed this part, just like he’d rehearsed his goodbye speech to Phyllis and the others. Tiffany frowned. Her big blue eyes looked tired, with dark circles under them. 

“Me?? I don’t understand.”

“You. Tiffany. YOU.” He put his index finger on her little pixie nose and pushed her back against the bed.

She sniffed as Peter returned his attentions to her tits. 

“It’s my fault... I know. I’m sorry.” her voice wavered as she eased onto her back.

“Shhhhh….” He held his finger to his lips and furrowed his brow. Tiffany shrunk away from him, resting her head against the headboard.

“…what can I do?” she pleaded. 

Her breaths were shortened beneath the weight of her chest. (“Like an elephant sitting on her chest” she would often jokingly complain.) It felt good though to lie down. The weight pinning her to the bed was actually a physical comfort to her.

“How can I… like… make it up to you?”

“Shhht. You can make yourself quiet.” 

“I’m sorry?”

“Quiet.”

Peter pulled on her nipple through her worn fabric of her old stretched out sweatshirt. 

“Why are you wearing this old rag? You look awful.”

“No reason.” She answered sleepily. 

“I don’t like it.“

“I just thought…”

“You just thought?? … You just thought.”

Peter paused, letting the words hang accusatorily in the air between them. 

“That’s the problem, I suppose.” He concluded as Tiffany began to swoon. Her melons rolled around inside the her stretched-out and misshapen hoodie. He unzipped it and removed it for her. She was wearing nothing underneath; no shirt, no bra. 

“I suppose you thought it would be okay to go out in public like that.”

“I’m sorry.” She answered robotically.

“... like a slob.  Just so you could go to the store… for… what? 

“Ice cream?” a faint smile pried at the corner of her lax mouth.

“For ice cream. Right. … and which one of those guys bought you the ice cream??…”

He put his flattened palms on her two heavy globes and pressed them together, like a nineteen year old frat boy at play, admiring them like his prized possessions.

“Nooo… I paid for it with my own money.” She sighed, searching her failing memory, unsure of herself. “We were just talking. They just wanted to talk... And I…”

“You were talking. Thinking and talking.” He released her breasts and they fell like bags of jelly, collapsing onto Tiffany’s body. The wooden slats of her futon creaked. He smiled. 

“Tiffany, you need to do less of both those things. Do you understand?” 

He caressed her ear lobe and fingered her diamond earring.

“Just listen to what I tell you, and let me take care of everything.”
Tiffany nodded as her body roused to life. She so wanted this to be over. Her pussy felt moist. She looked forward now to getting off. Her body looked forward to it. All would be right again as soon as they both could get off.

“And no more blaming your beautiful body, for your mistakes.” He added sweetly. They both eyed her big breasts as they heaved from her short labored breaths. Tiffany scissored her thighs together. Her pussy lips were slick and leaking juices.

“Because your body isn’t the problem.”

She wanted for Peter to make some kind of move. 

“It’s you. You are the problem.” he seemed to be thinking aloud to himself. Tiffany reached down and began fingering herself with her manicured fingers.

“You. Tiffany. I’m talking to you…”

“I’m sorry.” She sighed through closed eyes.

“Don’t you love your body? Don’t you love your big tits?” He asked her with a dollop of salesmanship in his voice, his hand on her shoulder. Tiffany felt incredibly turned on, despite herself. She encircled her right nipple between her thumb and fingers, it still was sore from Peter pinching it, but it was erect and ready for more. She squeezed it.

“Yes Peter. I just… I’m…” she squirmed anxiously in place.

“I love your big tits too.” He looked off into the distance with a wry grin.

Peter raked his fingers gently through Tiffany’s dirty hair. He admired her, from the neck down, beholding Tiffany’s body from her vantage point. She shifted her position, shrugging his grasping hand from her shoulder.

“The biggest tits in Hilldale, right?” he said.

Tiffany smiled, waking now to a powerful feeling coming on fast between her legs. “Yeah, I guess so… Peter, I… Look, I’m…” Her voice pitched up in volume. She grabbed his hand and pulled him to her. He resisted. Tiffany plunged her fingers into her slot and thumbed her clit purposively.

“Mmm… I can’t get enough of these tits.” Peter plowed his fingers deep into her soft copious flesh as she got herself off. Tiffany’s body tingled with sensation. Her stomach did a flip flop.

“AAGHHHHH!!!” Tiffany yelled so loud that it surprised both of them. Peter put his hand over her mouth and quieted her. Her eyes flared and her body undulated on the bed, nauseous, her flesh crawling, her tits quivering, burning. 

“Mmmmffff..” Tiffany huffed, unable to speak.

Why was Peter being so mean? She had at one time looked up to him as a father figure. Indeed he had made her feel like a child, his ‘little girl’. But lately she felt more toward him as a sister, and he a brother. She strained against him, weakly, but he easily held her fast.

“Shhhh… don’t talk. Take care of yourself…”he said with a note of brotherly malice.

Of its own accord her hand began manipulating one of her thick nipples, masturbating it adroitly. She glared up at him with flinty eyes then gave over to pure sensation.

“That’s right. Pull on that nipple. You know how.”

Tiffany sighed as her body flooded her frail mind with pleasure signals, drowning her thoughts. She mentally let go, as she had been conditioned to do, allowing the undertow of her sensational body drag her down, into pure feeling, making her forget herself. 

She took her other nipple in hand and squeezed both in rhythm, masturbating them. Her skinny arms were frail and appeared drained of strength, but they were still sufficient to the task.

 “I remember the first time I saw you that day in the park, Tiffany. Do you remember?”

She could hear Peter, but his words drifted in one ear and out the other, making no impression on her. 

“I remember…….. the first thing I noticed about you when we met... Well… the first thing I noticed was your adorable face, your big beautiful eyes. And then, of course… your body … your cute little body. Like a child. But with your pert little tits... …such a nice adornment. You were a hot little package, Tiffany.”

“Uhmmmfph…” Tiffany bucked slowly against his strong hands, grinding mentally against strong post-hypnotic suggestions that always kept her naturally submissive and trusting and against strong drugs that were now coursing through her veins. Peter flexed his arms vainly, holding her in his embrace.

“You’re still a hot little package. Just not so little anymore.”  

Tiffany returned one hand to her drooling pussy and plunged her fingers in sloppily. She seemed to be fighting to work around her huge lolling tits, which impeded her movements both through their weight as well as their sheer mass. 

She was his ultimate woman – the dream of lifetime. 

Second Childhood was like a dream, a second go at life, for everyone. At a new and improved life. Life in a world where the rules were out the window, where the textbook on human physiology was reading more and more like a comic book.

“But now you’re even hotter, aren’t you.” 

She was the hottest thing he’d ever seen in his eighty eight years on the planet. Since he felt (and literally was) every bit a teenager by now, he was hard for her almost constantly. 

Somewhere, lost inside herself, Tiffany laughed at Peter’s words. But her red face showed only an expression of desperation and arousal. She gave up on the needs of her own pussy and adjusted and readjusted her purchase on her nipples, on her incredible slippery nipples! …gracefully coaxing and relishing the even more delightful sensations that emanated from them. Rascals! Her tits were all. Like fantastic pleasure nodes. A new and in many ways true center of her being. Really. Dispatching intense waves of pleasure through her weak limbs and to the far reaches of her light head. Mainly, however, the pleasure centered in her chest, darting and taking up electrically through a circuitous new webwork of nerve endings within the great fatty mass of her Second Childhood endowments. Her tits felt alive, hungry, wonderful. She gave herself to them, working her hands automatically, ignoring physical fatigue. Again she fled the confines of her thinking mind, escaped into that feeling, into pure feeling, unthinking, into her tits, inhabiting them, as if… no… until…until she was… above all… little more than her tits.
She had described this “sweet feeling” to Peter on many occasions. This compulsion. This physical compulsion she sometimes felt. She confessed to him at first how scared she was, at the immense pull the feelings had for her, how “small” they made her feel. 

“I bet you never dreamed your tits would grow this big. ” Peter ventured to guess.

Tiffany moaned and tugged at her nipple while Peter heaped praise and encouragement on her. Her breasts filled her arms.

“Soon you’ll be even bigger. You poor thing. If you keep it up you won’t even be able to reach your own nipples.”

She wimpered pitifully as a wonderful orgasm fluttered like butterflies through her chest. Her heart skipped several beats and she hung sweetly suspended in another “little death”. 

“That’s right. Imagine that.”

Tiffany’s face broke out with a broad smile, her eye brows hauled up in surprise and she sucked a great breath into her lungs. Her limbs and even her head felt useless. Numb. Wonderfully numb. The handful of roofies Peter had given her were working better than usual. It was a dangerously high dose, but he was not thinking straight by this point.

He smiled as he continued to play with her, biding his time. 

“Won’t that be something to see?” He checked his watch. “When they’re bigger than you are?”

He eyed the briefcase near the door. It contained most of what money he still had left. He looked back at Tiffany, melting cozily beneath her tits, cradling them.

“Your boobs won’t be an adornment to you. You’ll be an adornment to them. Won’t you?”

Tiffany’s eyes caught Peter’s She encircled her breasts with her arms and drew her knees up into a fetal position. 

A tremendous euphoria radiated warmth in her chest, like a crackling bonfire she wanted to be nearer to.

She closed her eyes and drifted off into a semi-conscious haze.

Peter pulled aside the sheets and watched, captivated, as Tiffany’s naked tits pulsed with life. He watched, in amazement, as they swelled—visibly—slowly but steadily larger and larger.

An enlightened, fully conscious smile lit Tiffany’s face. She looked like she was waking from some wonderful dream… or perhaps still dreaming it. Her breasts were growing in her loving arms, exceeding her easy casual grasp. 

Peter stroked his cock through his pants, jacking off to the vision of his girlfriend’s fantastic tits growing even bigger, crawling imperceptibly across the linens. The sight of Tiffany’s drug-induced growth was supernaturally thrilling. Even better than he remembered it from many previous times since he’d known her.

Inside Tiffany’s elastic skin millions of stem cells spontaneously generated, invisibly. Growing, dividing, multiplying. Some grew into cell structures forming hundreds of new milk ducts, clutches of nerve endings, and networks of capillaries, while others grew into billions simple fat cells and skin cells. Tiffany’s blood pressure dropped off as her heart worked to pump and circulate a limited amount  of blood through the expanding bifurcating vascular structures growing in her two breasts. Until her body could produce the additional-needed blood cells naturally, or if she were given a massive transfusion of blood, she would otherwise remain in a weakened state.

She quickly began to feel dehydrated as water, basic sugars, proteins and other life resources were harvested from her diminutive frame and used to feed the growth of her two incredible expanding breasts. The sight of Tiffany ballooning suddenly to almost double her size was primal. Peter came quickly and copiously in his underwear.

Tiffany’s eyes were open still, but heavy-lidded and rolling in their sockets. Her lips smacked from dryness and her tongue rolled around inside her cotton mouth. She was tripping heavily from the drugs Peter had slipped her… more intense than mushrooms or ecstasy. Tiffany was semi-unconscious. Whether she’d actually remember any of this was questionable.

Peter brought her a fresh glass of water and told her to drink it. Tiffany obediently lifted her head up off the pillows and drank down five or six gulps of water before gagging and drooling water down her chin.

The buzzer to the downstairs door buzzed in the living room.

Peter buzzed them up.

“Is she ready?” A swarthy man with an eastern European accent in a black jogging suit entered.

“She’s definitely ready.” Peter’s head bobbed anxiously atop his shoulders.

The man and a woman in matching black and red jogging suits entered Tiffany’s tiny apartment. They looked like characters from some cheesy heist movie; he, short, mustachoid, wearing dark sunglasses, a stylish back pack, toothpick sticking out of the corner of his mouth. And she; long bleached blonde hair pulled back in a tight pony tail, tall but not exceedingly curvaceous, also wearing dark sunglasses and chewing gum. She didn’t say a word.

Peter let them in, gave them their money, then led them straight away to the bedroom where Tiffany was lying on her side in the fetal position, naked, her breasts sprawling out across the bed in front of her. She was facing the door when they entered.

“Sweetheart, there’s someone here to see you.”

Tiffany lay there staring at them, expressionless. She drew her hand up toward her face, lifting her arm like a sparrow’s wing over the swell of her right breast, wiped her nose with the back of her hand, then dropped it again limply by her side.

 “It’s our old friend Mr. Wilhelm, he’d like to talk to you.”

Tiffany lifted her head and smiled at the little man. She didn’t remember him. Or maybe she did. She was still tripping hard on the drugs in her system.

“Hello, dear.” the man said to Tiffany from across the room. His partner took his backpack and removed from it a smaller white leather case with a gold-plated latch. Inside was a row of stainless steel vials and a glass syringe and a compartment holding a dozen or so needles. She took off her sunglasses and carefully removed the syringe and one of the vials then inserted the needle into a tiny opening at the end of vial, withdrawing 10cc of living stem cell serum. 

Peter looked at her with amazement. Her big green eyes were… so big! Weirdly unnaturally large in fact, and too close together, with long thick eyelashes, heavy lids. Like Minnie Mouse, she almost looked cross-eyed, he thought. 

She kind of creeped him out as she stood at the ready, dose in hand. 

Injected, the compound would act like collagen, an effective, instant fattening agent. But unlike collagen, the stem cell serum would adapt and proliferate and grow, molecularly, into native local living tissue.

“Can she hear me?” the man asked Peter.

“Honey, say hello to Mr. Wilhelm.”

“Hello.” She said emotionlessly.

The man sat on a wooden chair next to Tiffany’s bed and started talking to her. He removed a gold medallion from around his neck and held it up for her to see. It glittered in the half-light of the room. Tiffany looked at it and listened as he began to guide her through some routine relaxation exercises, which she seemed more than amenable to. She was barely coherent enough to respond to commands like “look” and “breath in” and “breath out” but soon, with no great effort he had her hypnotized. He explained to her what he intended to do, and instructed her to cooperate and to trust him completely.

He held out his palm and the tall blonde placed in it the loaded syringe.

“What would you like me to do first?” he asked Peter as he sized Tiffany up with his eyes.

“The nipples.” Peter answered.

The man moved toward Tiffany with the needle. Her face contorted and she shrunk from him.

“You will not be afraid.” 

She leaned forward. The man inserted the needle at the base of Tiffany’s left nipple and pushed the plunger, emptying the contents of the syringe into her. Tiffany stared off across the room, at Peter, a mild expression on her face. The man gave the empty syringe back to his partner, who replaced it with a full one. He inserted it into her right nipple and injected the serum.

“There you go dear. Enjoy.” He said. Tiffany examined the soft bulge behind her nipples with her hands, merely brushing her fingers across them. Tiffany smiled to herself.

“Okay, what next?? We’ll have to move quickly now.” The man asked Peter.

“Her clit.” The man took a fresh syringe in hand and, with Peter’s help, carefully uncovered her pussy. “Okay now hold her legs please.” Peter and the man’s assistant pinned Tiffany’s legs to the bed. He proceeded to insert the needle gently at the base of her already engorged clitoral nub. Tiffany twitched slightly, but made no resistance. She seemed to feel nothing. He slowly injected an entire 10cc of the stem cell serum into her. It spread beneath the skin, making her clitoris surge and swell, and traveled into her surrounding labia, swelling them and growing them until they puffed out obscenely between her legs.

He handed the empty syringe to his partner and sat back in his chair.

“You can relax dear. Enjoy.” He said.

Tiffany drew her knees together and hummed with delight. Her swollen pussy lips squished delightfully between her thighs. She gyrated her hips against the futon, feeling the slippery sliding sensation between her legs. The underside of her immense breast hung down now into her lap, crushing her erect clit, sending a wave of pleasure in a circuit from her pussy to the tips of her puffy tender nipples. She needed only to move her shoulders or scissor her legs together and feel her clit stimulated.

“Anything else??”

Peter stared at his great living treasure with wild glaring eyes. He scratched his chin, thinking.

“Come on. We have to do this now.” Wilhelm said with urgency.

“You’ll think this is sick.” Peter said with seriousness.

The assistant raised an eyebrow of suspicion above one of her oversized eyes.

“She’s such a tiny thing, almost like a child. I love that about her. Is there some way you could inject some of that into her tongue?”

“Of course.” The man said with surprising recognition as he tapped quickly at the side of another 10cc syringe.

“I’ve heard that if her tongue is, you know… if the tongue is swollen in the mouth. She‘ll find it harder to speak? And when she does speak, it will come out as a lisp. Is that sick?”

“Sick? For heaven’s sake no… not sick”, he replied as he injected the serum hastily into Tiffany’s tongue.

The man’s assistant looked at Peter and stuck her tongue out. It spilled thick and long out of her mouth like the tongue of a beautiful demon, curling down past her chin. She licked her lips, and even the tip of her nose, then giggled under her rustling breath.

“Enjoy”, the man said as Tiffany smiled and rolled her swollen tongue around in her mouth.

The man looked up at Peter and asked if there was anything else he wanted done with Tiffany.

“I have one dose left, Mr. Menlow.”

“One left, huh…”

“The hundred thousand gets you 50cc of stem.”

“Okay put it in my cock.”

“Very well.” Wilhelm figured as much. Peter turned to unzip his pants out of view of the man’s partner.

The man nodded at his partner, motioning for her to turn her head while Peter removed his penis. Wilhelm was underwhelmed when he got a look at it. Only seven inches.

Or course seven inches felt like a wondrous miracle to eighty eight year old Peter Menlow back during the initial weeks of his coming down with Second Childhood. And seven inches proved plenty for Tiffany. But it had been quite awhile now. He’d waited and waited for another growth spurt that never came. Otherwise the virus had him looking and feeling like a high school quarterback. But still he wanted a bigger dick. Who didn’t??

“Length or girth?”

“A little bit of both would be nice.”

Wilhelm sucked his teeth and worked his toothpick from one corner of his mouth to the other.

“Tell you what I can do. I shouldn’t do this but if you want I can inject half of it at the base of your penis, then reinsert the same needle into the tip and inject the tip. That way you’ll get some thickness as well as some length.”

“How much longer will it get?” Peter inquired.

The man flicked his finger against the glass cylinder in his hand, shaking his head back and forth disdainfully.

“Look Mr. Menlow, do you want this or not?”

“Do it.” Peter held his stiff dick out for the strange man to inject with twenty thousand dollars worth of black market stem cell serum.

Wilhelm plunged the needle into the base of Peter’s cock. Peter jumped from the painful prick as Wilhelm pushed 5cc of serum into his body. He jumped again when the needle was removed. 

He looked down at himself. 

He rubbed the area where Wilhelm stuck him. It didn’t hurt too badly. It did feel kind of like a mild bee sting though.

“This’ll probably hurt”, the man warned as he then proceeded to stick the used needle into the head of Peter’s cock. 

Peter felt cut off at the knees as the needle speared him. Wilhelm quickly plunged the plunger, sending the remaining 5cc of ‘stem’ into him, then just as quickly he removed the needle.

Peter’s erection softened slightly as a result of the pain, but it soon recovered. He held it in his hand, feeling it. It didn’t feel much different, except for some discomfort from the shots. His balls were roiling but that was all.

Wilhelm lit an unfiltered cigarette and shared it with his partner.

“I don’t feel anything” Peter Menlow remarked as he felt up his seven inch cock.

Wilhelm blew smoke toward the ceiling and spit a raspberry.

“What did you think? It just grows instantly??”
The tall blonde laughed, her head and shoulders shrouded in smoke.

“Mr. Menlow, don’t worry. You’ll feel it start to grow before we are done here. Put it away.”

Peter hauled in his below-average erection, stuffing it into his briefs then fastening his pants. He tightened his belt, cinching up his loose pants.

“Now, Mr. Menlow. Is she ready for her programming?”

Wilhelm produced a crumpled piece of paper from his track jacket and revisited his Peter’s notes on Tiffany.

Peter looked at Tiffany reclining on the bed like a pillowy sexy toy, still in trance. Her hand rested atop her breast at the place where the great soft mass joined her sternum. Her breasts brushed against her chin. He still couldn’t believe his eyes. This whole evening was taking on a hallucinogenic feeling. 

“…but you’re the one on drugs right now, not me”, Peter reminded himself. 

“Do it.” he instructed Wilhelm, unsure of what exactly Wilhelm was going to say to Tiffany. In all of his eighty eight years he’d never seen anyone hypnotized, until now. He felt a bit like a kid at a magic show.

Wilhem cleared his throat and coughed. He looked at Peter and smiled, “Don’t worry Mr. Menlow. We’ll keep this really simple, so she can remember it. So you BOTH can remember it.”

Again he pulled out his medallion. Tiffany’s eyes went to it immediately and never left it.

“Tiffany? Are you listening?” Wilhelm asked.

“Yeth.” Tiffany replied with a lisp. Her tongue was already swollen from the injection, crowding her small mouth.

“You’ll do exactly as I say.” He paused. 

She stared. Her face was blank. 

“You’ll go into trance. Deeper now. Into deep deep trance.”

She was in deep trance.

“Repeat after me now. Repeat and remember.”
“Repeat and remember…”

“I… love my big beautiful breasts.”

“I love my big beautiful breastthh.”

“I love that they are so big.”

“I love that they are tho big.”

“They are never a burden…”

“They are never a burden.”

“In fact… I wish they were bigger.”

“In fact I with they were bigger.”

Peter rubbed his cock indiscretely through his pants. Wilhelm’s assistant frowned at this part of the proceedings and retreated behind the bathroom door.

“I am obsessed with tits.”

“I am obthethed with titth.” 

“I am lucky to…”

“I am lucky to…”

Wilhelm forgot his line. He looked again at his paper, then sideways at Peter, then back at Tiffany. She was waiting patiently, breathing through her mouth, which was hanging open, her swollen tongue pushing out behind her teeth. The effect, combined with her subtle overbite, gave her baby face a look of beautiful stupidity.
“I am lucky… just to be attached… to two such beautiful breasts.”

“I am lucky juthtoo be attathhed to two thuch beautiful breathtth.”

This was almost painful to listen to, he thought. He looked again at the paper then at Peter. Peter smiled devilishly and urged him to continue.

“My breasts are everything.”

“My breathtth are everything.”

“I…. am nothing.”

“I am nothing.”

“Everyone loves my breasts.”

“Everyone lovth my breathtth.”

“And that makes me happy and proud.”

“And that maketh me happy and proud.”

“The happiest girl in the whole wide world.”

“The happietht girl in the whole wide world.” She giggled, licking her dry teeth with her thick tongue. Peter chuckled.

“I will obey Peter, always.”

“I will obey Peter, alwayth.”

“I will take care of my breasts, always.”

“I will take care of my breathtth alwayth.”

And he went down the litany of what Tiffany would from this day forward do for her breasts, as their loving and dutiful keeper.

“I will keep them clean. I will dreth them thexily. I will thow them off.” 

And on and on. Over the course of half an hour Wilhelm outlined the many ways in which Tiffany would always and forever, without complaint or concern for her own needs, see to the care and upkeep of the two great blobs of flesh she was attached to. Forever responding to every itch, every urge, every breeze, focusing what was left of her simple mind on the mantra “What do my breasts want?”
He was, as had been planned and agreed upon, subordinating Tiffany’s mind. Her conscious mind, her intellect, her ego. Her concept of self (as Peter described it to Wilhelm) was to be encouraged in effect to vacate the head, to take up new and permanent residence inside her boobs, which were now many times larger than her head. 

Her brain would be free to just regulate her vital functions while her sense of self, her thinking self, would now imagine itself to emanate from Tiffany’s bosom. She would believe she was a pair of tits. A sentient feeling sweet pair of tits.

“I feel my way...”

“I feel my way...”

 “My nippl’th are my… antenna...”

“My nippl’th are my… antenna...”

“…my eyes…”

“…my eyes.

“Tiffany will carry me all the places I want to go.”

“Tiffany will carry me all the places I want to go.”

“Tiffany is my slave….”

“Tiffany ith my thlave.”

“…her ears… her mouth… her legs…”

“…her earth… her mouth… her legth…”

“…are at my disposal. And her pussy is on call. Night or day… should someone brush against you in a crowded room…  should a breeze blow across your skin… “

Tiffany repeated Wilhelm’s words and giggled as she drew her shoulders together slightly, drawing her elbows to her incredible body. Her breasts shifted in place, their conical nipples plumping up, one aiming towards Wilhelm, the other toward Peter. 

Peter stared at her, craven, captivated, his heart full of lust, his fortune depleted. This was his last and greatest and by far sickest scheme ever. His friend Wilhelm had used Peter’s own words, practically word-for-word. Tiffany would be his living breathing sex doll.

He felt the gravitation of her body as it pulled him even now, churning his guts.

“I… love Peter.” 

Wilhem rolled his eyes at this. Such an antiquated unnecessary thing. 

“I love Peter.” She said plainly and truthfully, crinkling her nose and flashing at toothy smile at the glittering gold pendulum as it swung away. Her eyes sparkled.

Peter must have been in love, or possibly something deeper. Her smile paralyzed him. His face went slack as he stared affectionately at Tiffany saddled down with two ponderously immense breasts, smiling, fixated on the medallion. He teetered back on his heels. Wilhelm snapped his finger and his assistant jumped into action, catching Peter before he could hit the floor. She put him down on the futon near Tiffany. She waved her hand in front of his face but he was in a trance.

Wilhelm held Tiffany’s attention with medallion. He decided to forego the rest of Peter’s selfish instructions. Tiffany continued to smile at the medallion and laughed aloud to herself, almost as if she was thinking, almost as if she were awake. 

“May I laugh?” she asked.

“Yes… you may laugh anytime you feel like it.”

She giggled.

“May I giggle?”

“You may giggle to your hearts content, dear… Now…”

Tiffany continued to percolate with soft sighs and giggles.

 “LISTEN TO ME TIFFANY…listen my dear.” Wilhem considered relieving Tiffany of her mental bondage to her tits. And to Peter. Her tits were huge already though. That was a fact. She was a fantastic piece of ass, and her tits were almost more than she would be able to manage, certainly not without aid of post-hypnotic suggestions. “Let her love herself.” he decided.

“…. Only obey Peter if you want to, sweetheart. Okay?” Tiffany smiled. “And always remember: you are his Queen.” She laughed softly. “Now….you will do as I say… when I count to three you will relax and go to sleep.”

Wilhelm stood up and moved his chair to in front of where his client and sometime friend sat at the foot of the bed. He snapped his fingers in front of Peter’s face. He looked over his shoulder at his partner and clucked, “This won’t take long.”

His partner zipped up her jacket and jammed the white leather kit back into Wilhelm’s backpack, ready to leave.

“Peter. Dude, can you hear me?”

“Yes.”

Wilhelm’s partner picked up Peter’s car keys from the coffee table, along with his wallet. She removed a wad of hundreds, stuffed them into her bra, and tossed the wallet onto the table.

Wilhelm held up his medallion and instructed Peter to concentrate on it until he was in a deep trance. He mulled over what he wanted to say. Peter Menlow had been a good customer for a long time, but Wilhelm knew he was out of money. This was the end of the road for them. He thought now of all the women Peter had manipulated and drugged and used and discarded over the past couple years. He’d been a good customer but he’d also been a despicable sadistic prick. He deserved whatever he might now have coming to him.

“Peter feel your cock. Can you feel it growing?”

Peter paused, grasping his stiff shaft, then answered with a rasping sigh.

“Yesss.”

“You love your big cock.”

“I love it.”

“Our work is done. Our business together is finished.”

Peter smiled.

“And you are satisfied with my services. You will not call me. I will not see you again.”

Peter’s eyes looked glazed as he sat there squeezing his cock.

“When you wake up tomorrow though, you’ll wish it was bigger.” Wilhelm muttered to himself. He was just thinking out loud to himself, making a casual observation about “they always do.”

“I’ll wish it was bigger.” Peter vowed silently. “I always will.”

Wilhelm watched his customer and friend slump before him, wanely jerking at his cock through loose pants. He looked small. The eighty eight year old boy was definitely shrinking. He’d seen it before. Old people who’d survived Second Childhood were learning that bodies build up ‘developmental momentum’ in the process of regenerating back toward optimal pubescent physiology. For those in the upper age ranges who regressed all the way to the equivalent of age thirteen, nature’s brakes would be insufficient to slow the mutation, to stop the biological and physical restoration, so the person began to actually regress, becoming pre-pubescent. Their limbs and torso actually shrunk, becoming shorter and shorter until the momentum was eventually lost. Yet curiously, the genitalia were left unchanged. Wilhem lowered his voice, speaking to his chest. Peter, he knew from experience, would hear every word.

“You’ll wish your cock would grow. But it won’t. It will get bigger though. From your perspective… as you grow smaller and smaller and smaller.” Peter was in deep trance but still he absent-mindedly wrangled at his stubborn erection through his pants like a large metal crank. 

 “And this young woman here….” He glanced in the direction of Tiffany sleeping in a heap at the head of the bed. Time to twist the blade.

“Tiffany…” Peter smiled happily. 

Wilhelm scowled at him in disgust. It would feel good finally to repay some of Peter Menlow’s karmic debt. In one swift gesture. He’d plunged a knife into Peter’s psyche. It was time to twist the blade. 

“For the rest of your life Peter you will care about nothing but this woman. You will think of nothing but her. Your one desire is to please her. You would die for her if you had to. She is the only woman in the world. She is your world. You… Peter… ack…” Wilhelm paused. Peter was pathetic, he thought. It was still too good for him. “…you are just preoccupied with her tits, aren’t you my friend?” 

Peter smiled a satisfied smile.

“Well… let them drive you to obsession, at the expense of all else. Worship them. Know peace only at her teat, at her nice big nipple. But you behave. You be good. Do as your new mommy says.”
Peter’s face drooped.

“When I count to three you will wake up. One…. Two….”

Wilhelm retreated to the front door of the apartment. His partner waited for him there with the back pack and the briefcase containing their hundred thousand, laughing to herself. Wilhelm took the case and pushed her out the door.

“Three!” 

Peter heard a door slam. He woke with a start.

Tiffany’s head lolled next to his. She shook out the cobwebs and rubbed the sleep from her eyes.

“Tiffany…” Peter said, focusing his bleary eyes on a vision: his phenomenal girlfriend.

“Where am I?” Tiffany asked softly as she slowly recognized her cluttered apartment.
Tiffany’s voice struck a tremor in Peter’s heart. An emotional sucker punch hit him square in the gut. Fear. What would he ever do if this fantastically sexy woman ever left him? Tiffany smiled and kissed him on the cheek. Her body pressed softly to his. Peter’s cock jumped involuntarily in his stained pants. “Oh shit what have I done?” Peter wondered to himself in a vague panic. He was now nearly broke, he remembered. But he felt no remorse or ill will toward Wilhelm. Part of him had died inside. The old part of him that cared about worldly things, status, money, power, women, himself… all dead and gone. What use could he have for it anyhow. A reborn desperate new young man took up within Peter, a hormonally-overactive adolescent, programmed to please, worshipping Tiffany as a child might worship a mother, needful of her approval and attention. 

“I’m thirth.. thirthty.” Tiffany said, her dry swollen tongue stuck to her teeth.

Peter leaped to his feet and ran like a dutiful servant to retrieve a glass of water for his queen. 

Tiffany sat up in bed, reclining magestically against the headboard. She drew the rumpled sheets up over her considerable nakedness. She cooed and thanked Peter for the glass of water. Her mere presence soothed Peter. His member was stiff inside his loose-fitting pants. Stiff and still growing, thanks to Wilhelm. 

He sat down on the bed beside her. He felt pulled toward her, physically and psychically.

Tiffany sat up and drew her legs under her and rose to her knees, stretching her arms out, arching her back. She drew back her shoulders back, holding her chest aloft. Her breasts assumed a beautiful teardrop shape, obscuring her upper body. Tiffany slipped her small hand beneath her two immense breasts and felt around. They were heavy and firm, yet unwieldy and as easy to grip as a large mass of liquid. They now exceeded her easy grasp and at the moment she still lacked the strength needed to lift them. Peter put his hand on her body, caressing the curve of her breast gently, reverently. Her nipple was turgid, thicker than his thumb. He squeezed it gently and Tiffany collapsed in a sigh.

“I’m sorry. Does that hurt??” Peter asked worriedly.

“God, no honey.. jutht thuck it… oh pleath thuck my titth…” 

She licked her lips with her long swollen tongue as Peter sucked down on her erect nub. A euphoric rush fluttered in her chest, filling her with a powerful sense of well-being and oneness with the universe, like nothing she’d ever known. 

She thanked God for the amazing disease that turned her into what she was.

# # # # #

Two years to the day that he was remanded to United States custody, Dr. Lloyd Klein was appointed to a newly-created post in the President’s cabinet, the oddly-named Secretary of Biological Welfare. For French-Canadian-born Klein it would be as close as he’d ever come to assuming the throne of power, but from that office he would be able to proselytize and promote his agenda on improving and re-defining human nature. He’d always have the President’s ear. And more important perhaps than that, his daily talk show.

As far as the Administration was concerned Klein was a political asset. A folk hero. Benevolent godfather to a new strain of human being. And in America that strain now constituted 95% of the voting citizenry. 

They loved and worshipped the man.

Danielle Turner placed a plastic cup of orange juice on her kitchen counter and steadied herself against its edge. Her husband Keith pushed her gently forward, bending her at the waist so he could enter her from behind.

He lifted up her pleated cheerleader skirt, peeled off her black satin thong and placed his cock between her tanned legs.

Danielle reached down and parted her pussy lips, guiding her husband’s out-sized knob to her wet opening. She felt it push into her.

“There you go. Push.” She instructed Keith.

Keith pushed, driving his considerably huge member into her. Danielle cradled her naked right tit in her arm, crushing it against her sternum. She relaxed and felt Keith’s prick fill her up. Her body tingled all over.

“That’s better. Like that.”

She sipped again from her juice glass then began a graceful hinging motion with her ass, lifting and lowering it as her stretched pussy consumed then expelled his thick appendage. Keith quickly picked up the rhythm and more or less carried her weight with his trunk. He reached around with one large hand and grabbed greedily at her left tit, squeezing its mass roughly, twisting her nipple between his thumb and forefinger.

“That’s nice.” Danielle said routinely, her eyes resting on some bills stuck to the side of the refrigerator. “Keep doing that.” She rolled her shoulders, making Keith lose his purchase for a moment on her incredible body, then delighted in the feel of his hands grabbed at her new appendages. 

It might take her thirty minutes to even cum, knowing her. It was her fifth go this morning alone. But he didn’t mind. Neither one of them had anywhere special to go. After about ten minutes of slow fucking against the kitchen counter, Danielle’s phone rang. 

…TIFFANY COX… the display indicated.

Danielle hadn’t heard from Tiffany in a long time. Too long. A couple months anyhow.

She answered the phone. The sun shone through the window by the sink. Keith slowed his fucking strokes.

“Hello.”

Tiffany first apologized for not calling sooner. She tried to convince Danielle and herself that everything was fine. She didn’t sound herself though. And it was like Danielle had to pry a conversation out of her. “They’re probably fucking.” she reasoned.

“What do you mean you’re worried about Peter? What’s wrong with Superman?”

Keith stopped fucking his wife from behind. She furrowed her brow, hiked her ass and motioned for him to continue.

“Why would he be shrinking, Tiffany? That’s crazy. Everything keeps getting bigger, and he’s shrinking? Are you sure???”

Keith grabbed both of her immense tits from behind and pounded Danielle’s ass as she kept talking.

“Sure… no problem. I don’t mind, We’ll come over there… oh!!” She felt her orgasm coming on… fast. Keith plunged his entire length deep into her body.

“Good. Yes. Oh, god… I don’t know… Six… we’ll see you at six.”

She calmly turned off the phone, just in time to feel her fifth orgasm of the morning electrify her body from head to toe. Keith steadied her, feeling her pussy clench around the base of his cock as her body seized up and twitched and spasmed. Orgasms were a common almost constant part of her daily routine now, which is not to say they weren’t intense, quite beyond anything she’d ever imagined the body was capable of. She was not even close to taking them for granted yet. They invigorated her. It was such a high. She was addicted to the incredible feeling, better than any drug, that was now available to her any time she wanted it. She slowed her grinding motion, thanked god for her fantastic sex-crazed body, and came to a stop.

“Okay honey. You go now.”

Keith began pumping himself in and out of Danielle’s spent body again, thrusting his hips forcefully, banging his wife’s incredible athletic jiggling body against the kitchen counter. Danielle steeled herself. Her hand slipped and knocked the heavy cutting board into the sink. She leaned forward onto her elbows and placed her palms flat against the wall and pushed back, stiffening herself against her husband’s insistent thrusts.

Though he had the body discipline to hold off coming for the time it took Danielle to get off, Keith now seemed unable to stop himself. He began to grunt like an animal.

“Come on baby. It’s okay.” Danielle felt the kitchen counter bruising her hips as Keith punished her well-cushioned ass. Perspiration beaded up and rolled down her brow, onto her neck and chest until her tits were slick with sweat.

Keith gasped. His eyes flared, glassy, weepy. Danielle waited patiently, despite her discomfort. It would be over soon, thankfully. “Let it go honey. Let me have all of it.” She felt her husband’s cock pulse and twitch inside her, could feel his familiar hot blast of semen warming her inside. Soon she floated up on a thick coating of cum as Keith’s spent organ slurped out of her with a plop. An emptiness opened up and closed inside Danielle, spitting out a teacup or more of her husband’s jism which trailed down the inside of her leg and onto the tile floor.

Keith and Danielle arrived at Tiffany’s apartment a few hours later, after each of them had gotten off another four or five times. Danielle buzzed the buzzer at the front door.

“Danielle is that you?” a woman’s voice answered.

“Yes. Tiffany?”

“Come on up.” The person on the other end hit the buzzer and Danielle and Keith entered.

Tiffany’s door opened before Danielle could even knock. She and Keith stepped inside as the door opened by itself.

“Hi, Danni! Hi, Keith! Wow, look at you two!” She was getting better at avoiding the letter ‘s’, which helped her keep her lisp under control more of the time.

They stared across the cluttered room to where Tiffany was filling the kitchen doorway. They couldn’t believe their eyes. Tiffany’s tits were impossibly huge. Beautiful as ever, but shockingly huge, with prominent nipples that stood out under her clothing like fleshy nozzles.

Danielle stepped around piles of dirty clothes and food containers to get to her friend. The two women embraced, lingering communally in each other’s softness. 

“Where’s Peter?” Danielle asked, peering around Tiffany into the empty kitchen.

The door closed behind them with a click. Tiffany smiled at her little man across the room. She lifted her thin arm, presenting him to Danielle and Keith.

“Peter?!” Danielle squinted and looked hard at what appeared to be a young boy of roughly six or seven. “Is that you?!?” Neither she nor Keith recognized Peter anymore.

“Hi Danielle. Hiya Keith.” 

The boy extended his tiny hand for Keith to shake. Keith shook it. 

“Guess you heard. Looks like I’m really goin’ through a Second Childhood, huh?”

Danielle approached the strange boy-man standing behind a pile of coats. Peter couldn’t believe how tall she was. Way taller than Tiffany. He could scarcely see Danielle’s beautiful face over the apex of her bust, which loomed overhead as she stroked his cheek with her hand. She bent over and looked him closely in the face.

“My god you really ARE shrinking aren’t you?!”

She permitted him an extravagant view of her impressive cleavage. It was nothing to compare with Tiffany’s, but Peter leered at her all the same.

“Peter, come over here.” Tiffany said, snapping her finger. Peter instantly scampered past Danielle and over to Tiffany’s side. He put his hand in hers.

Peter’s shoulders came no higher now than Tiffany’s hip. His eyes, more or less level with her chest. Tiffany put her hand on his small shoulder and pulled him to her side as if he’d strayed too far off. She could sense he was still ogling Danielle. She took his head in the crook of her arm and hugged him possessively, obscuring his view with the swell of her left breast. Did she feel jealous of Danielle? Not exactly. But aside from the occasional delivery man who appeared at their door, it was the first time she’d been around people like this in a couple months. Sharing her time and attention with anyone felt like an effort. Her nipples were feeling neglected! 

Tiffany felt pulled to the recliner, her body aching to take a load off.

Danielle went into the kitchen and looked into the refrigerator, which contained nothing but a big half-empty bottle of orange soda, a very old bottle of creamy Italian and a brown apple with a bite in it. She closed the fridge and returned to the living room to find Peter climbing up onto Tiffany’s lap.

“So… you guys… it’s great to see you. It’s been too long.” Danielle said.

“I knowww!” Tiffany said sweetly but without any real regret. 

Tiffany hadn’t really missed the company of other people. Life—since that pivotal night of hypnosis and stem-cell injections which she had little or no memory of—had degenerated to the blurry passing of days and nights devoted solely to pleasuring her insatiable, constantly-aroused body. Peter was increasingly afraid to go out in public, so dramatic and unsettling were the changes he was experiencing. And Tiffany, for her part, never grew bored enough with fucking to take much interest in anything else.

Keith squeezed Danielle’s shoulder. He wanted to go home. So did Danielle. Part of her anyway. The other part of her remembered that there was a reason why Tiffany wanted her to come over. Just to see what had happened to Peter, presumably. Beyond that, Tiffany seemed to have little to say.

Peter turned away from Danielle and Keith, ignoring them, fumbling with the zipper on the front of Tiffany’s worn-out old sweatshirt. Tiffany brushed his hands away lightly but he persisted. She let him do what as he pleased. With a childlike glint in his eye he worked the zipper down. Tiffany could feel Peter’s cock poking her in the side.

His small hips were dry humping hers through her clothing while his hands worked themselves inside her snug, heavily-constructed bra.

She looked at Danielle and Keith a bit sheepishly, then smiled and pushed Peter off onto the floor. Peter whined but relented.

“Peter, take off your pants.” Tiffany ordered.

Peter shyly removed his baggy oversized shorts. Underneath he was wearing nothing. Danielle and Keith took notice of the boy’s erection, which jumped free and rose up nearly to his shoulders. Flaccid it surely it would have hung down past his knees.

“Tiffany?!” Danielle laughed, searching her friend’s eyes for some sign of shock or concern or… she didn’t know what.

“I know! Look at that thing.”

Keith looked at it. It was smaller than his own, but on the child’s body twelve inches would look like a donkey dick.

Peter wrapped his small hand around his proud cock and stroked it. Tiffany whipped off her sweatshirt and drew Peter’s attention with her tits. Her nipples, it should be known, were tired of being smothered and hidden. She reached around and unhooked herself, releasing her massive breasts from their cantilevered confinement. She immediately grasped her large swollen nipples and twirled them in her fingers. She was hungry for pleasure. Peter moved into position on the floor in front of her, lead by his gigantic cock. Tiffany grabbed it and pulled Peter off balance. 

“You wanna fuck mommy?” Tiffany let slip. She didn’t seem to care or even notice Danielle and Keith were in the room.

Keith stared unabashedly. Danielle slapped him on the shoulder and pulled him toward the door.

“Let’s go.”

Danielle and Keith were nearly home when the phone rang. It was Tiffany, calling to apologize and begging for them to please come back. She had “completely spaced” why she’d called them in the first place. They were broke, Tiffany needed Danielle to take her diamond earrings and sell them for her. According to Peter they were worth more than ten thousand, enough for them both to live off of for a while longer… until they could figure something out.

Danielle thought about just giving her the money. Her and Keith were doing quite well with the website. But the earrings were sold, Tiffany’s rent was paid, and Second Childhood went on, behind closed doors, as Peter Menlow continued to shrink.  

# # # # #

“Ready? LIFT!”

Emily Ryder and Rachel Wells picked up the heavy bookshelf and moved across the room. Kayla Hubbard stood across the small bedroom which served as Emily’s husband James’s office, directing traffic.

“Watch out for the door!” She shouted.

Rachel’s grip was slipping on her end. Her bangles clattered around her wrist. 

“Why are you wearing those shoes?” Kayla laughed.

Rachel flexed her tawny arms and adjusted her hold on the 250 pound piece of furniture, then kicked off her platform sandals.

Emily on the other hand had no problem. Could probably handle the job herself, were the book shelf not quite so tall. Rachel, now in bare feet, took her share of the weight with greater ease, holding off the tall oak bookshelf with her firm double D’s. 

It had been three years now since she’d gone through the change. Second Childhood had been a brief but wonderful experience for Rachel. The disease had been easy on her. She was small now compared to most women. But she wasn’t complaining. She loved her new body and was skilled at dressing to accentuate her assets to their fullest. 

And thanks to the success of “Turner House” (particularly of Danielle’s website and the fact that Cynthia and Ben’s mortgage was paid off) Rachel could afford to dress to impress, as could Kayla, Emily, James, Estelle. Ben and Cynthia’s spacious home had become a defacto haven for everyone—now that the American economy was in utter chaos. 

Kayla ran the household, managed the business end of things for Danielle, and designed her own line of custom brassieres called which she sold over the internet.

As Emily and Rachel removed the bookshelf to the dining room, Kayla leaned over James’s shoulder and looked at his laptop screen. 

“I want these menus cleaned up. Can we move all this crap to another page?”

She directed James as to what she wanted to see changed on a new Turner House website they were developing. Her E cup tits were practically in his face, but James managed to control himself. He stretched out beneath the blankets and sat up against the headboard, mousing over some design changes he’d been working on. Unbidden, his cock surged, his erection crawling visibly beneath the covers. His laptop tilted sideways and slid onto the bed.

“Oh, I’m sorry.” Kayla said, leaning backward and turning partly away from James. His eyes clung to her chest, his mind became distracted. He reached under the blanket and pushed his insistent cock away, squeezing it good and hard in the process.

Kayla hastily buttoned her shirt, concealing her cleavage. She’d hoped to get some work  done today on the site.

“I’m sorry. I forget sometimes. You okay?”

Emily appeared in the doorway, glaring at Kayla. Kayla backed away from James. She hadn’t intended to get him aroused, but frankly it wasn’t an uncommon occurrence. It was just part of life, for everyone. Still, she knew how possessive Emily was with James. And she respected that. She hadn’t done anything to purposely get him hard. It just happened.

Emily looked at her husband flailing away under the covers, his computer sliding closer to the edge of the bed. She huffed her indignation at Kayla, dropped her utility belt onto the floor and went to her husband’s side. Kayla left the scene, closing the door behind her.

In the hall Kayla heard a familiar sound. Her mother, calling from upstairs.

She went to the living room and woke her father from his afternoon nap.

Ben Hubbard woke without much coaxing from his daughter. He knew it must be 3PM. He clomped heavily in stocking feet, his 24” mule cock swung heavily between his legs hidden from view by billowing parachute-style pajama bottoms Kayla made from plaid cotton flannel material.

“Moaahhhh… Ohhhmmm… Kayyyyl-laaaa…”

Her mother’s groans were low and rumbling. She could never get used to the sound of her mother’s new voice, such as it was. 

“You’re not helpless, you know…” Tiffany thought to herself.

But she knew it to be untrue, and unfair. Her mother was helpless now, in more ways than one. Nevertheless she ascended the stairs reluctantly today, with mental effort. She was tired of this new routine already. She had plenty of other things to worry about without this constant tending to her mother. The website re-design, the ongoing construction of the extension in the back yard, orders to process, bills to pay, groceries to buy.

“Kaylaaahh, Oh Honey please hurry… Mooaahhhhm…”

Even through the closed solid wood door Cynthia Hubbard’s dreadful muffled moans were loud and unsettling. She sounded, Kayla hated to admit, very much like a cow. She steadied Ben now, holding him by the elbow, helping him up the last few stairs.

She stood aside for her father to enter his old bedroom. Ben held the tiny door knob in his hulking fist and gave it a turn.

The world had gone insane, she ruminated, marveling for a moment at life.

The United States economy was in free fall. The US Dept of Labor estimated that unemployment was at 58% and climbing steeply. The Depression was in full swing. Lloyd Klein in frequent “fireside chats” with the country’s first woman president, articulates why Second Childhood is a step up in man’s evolution, encouraging everyone to embrace the change. Most Americans are more than happy to be happy, hungry and unclothed though many of them may be. 

As to hungry, the Department of Health and Human Services had recently advised those unable to work that ejaculate and breast milk may be adequate forms of sustenance. And as thousands were discovering, they were.

Ben felt his huge penile appendage become engorged with blood at the sight of his wife. He nearly fainted, but Kayla held him up, staring fearing, despite familiarity, at her father’s ridiculously large cock as it grew larger, pulling him forward toward the large futon mats on the floor where Cynthia knelt on all fours, moaning in apparent pain.

Ben didn’t speak.

Cynthia barely managed.

“Oh honey, my sweet sweet maah-Ooaahh… GAH…”

She arched her bony back like a cat, resting her upper body atop two grotesquely-oversized breasts which touched the floor and filled her arms. She offered herself to her husband. Her pussy was swollen and slick, puffing out between her extended legs. Her luxurious opening hung down between her thighs.

Ben and Kayla guided his cock into his mother’s awaiting cunt. Surreally it slipped completely in to the base. Cynthia’s only response was a pleasant sigh of relief. 

Kayla pulled up a small stool next to her mother and began to fill a nearby bucket with milk straight from her two engorged teats. As she often did, Cynthia began to weep. The feeling of being fucked and milked, the fantastic sensations that overpowered her exhausted mind and body, were more than enough to reduce her to tears. But also her humiliation at being (for all intents and purposes) immobilized, shackled to two dangerously-huge udders that weighed more than she did, seized her. Deep down she felt so ashamed of what she’d become. She was especially pained by the humiliation she felt at her own daughter being forced to milk her, like a cow, to relieve the very real pressure that was constantly building up inside her growing breasts.

“I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry.” She pleaded as she delighted in the feeling of Kayla’s capable hands tugging on her teats, coaxing forceful piss streams of sweet milk from her tits.

“This isn’t fair to you.” She wimpered, as her framed bounced up and down under Ben’s thrusts.

“Shhhhh… be quiet mom. It’s okay.”

# # # # #

EPILOGUE

Peter Menlow woke up. What time was it? What day was it?

He could not speak, only murmur, a kind of hum. His mind, what was left of it, fumbled with basic awareness of his surroundings and his circumstance. One thing that was abundantly clear to him though as he wiped his tired eyes; his dick was huge. Bigger than yesterday, he noted with glee.

He pushed up off the huge organ he found himself attached to. It clung to his trunk, from beneath his armpits to his ass it seemed fused to his failing body. “Incredible!” he thought to himself.  The huge cock then surged, lengthening, waking. It seemed to grow out of his chest. 

A huge manicured hand reached down and grasped it, grasped him. Tiffany picked her tiny pet up off the pillow and kissed his cock head. Peter felt a jolt of electricity, feeling as though he were melting physically into the insanely sensitive shaft of his own cock.

“So tiny!” Tiffany cooed as she caressed his back. With the tip of her pinky finger she pressed into his doll-like shoulders, submerging his face in the loose bumpy skin at the base of his cock. Peter’s tiny hands clutched useless at his own cock. It felt sweaty, sticky and smelled like sex. He lifted his chin and his scrotum actually stuck to his cheek, like fly paper.

The next thing he knew, he was fucking Tiffany. Unceremoniously, seemingly instantly he was plunged into her vagina. His arms and legs were of no use. Tiffany held him fast with one hand as she positioned her gigantic body over him.

She spoke but he couldn’t hear her. Her voice sounded distant. Far off.

The room darkened around Peter as the walls of Tiffany’s inner thighs blocked the sun. Her delicate glistening bush rushed toward his face until her clit, swollen and as large as his head, butted into him. Repeatedly Tiffany grinded Peter’s face against her clit, until eventually she sat down with all her weight, closing down around him, taking him into her pussy head to toe.

He fought for air and nearly died the first time Tiffany fucked him like that. But this wasn’t the first time. (If he could only make her understand how dangerous it was.)

Tiffany soon erupted into an earth-shaking climax. Peter felt like he was being tossed like a cork floating in the ocean, yet he was still inside her, unable to free himself. Eventually her heaving stopped and her body came to rest. Peter struggled to breath, drawing oxygen only with great difficulty. When that failed, he pushed, with all his might, drawing his elbows away from his body, wiggling his knees, extricating himself from where he was lodged.

He slithered out of her snatch into the brightly lit room, rolling across her thigh and onto the bed where she lay. He looked up at her. She was fast asleep.

“I could have died!!!” he thought to himself, seized with an anger he hadn’t felt in what felt like a lifetime. He hadn’t been able to speak for longer than he could remember. Still his dissipated mind cried out. He felt the urge to scream.

“aaaigh…” 

He managed to emit a sound. His jaw felt paralyzed. He crawled on all fours toward Tiffany’s face at the head of the bed, an effort that nearly exhausted him.

As he wriggled onto the pillow where she lay, Tiffany awoke. She looked at the beautiful cock in front of her face and smiled. She locked eyes with Peter, he looked funny, only four inches tall, a tiny little doll man now, helpless, glued to the base of a cock that was taller than him by half.

She blew on the tip of his cock. It flexed against the light breeze. Peter felt himself flung aside, even as he remained fused to the great beast.

“Ha ha. You look funny.” He stared into her huge eyes which loomed like giant insect eyes over him. She licked him with her serpentine tongue. His mind exploded with pleasure, like a white light that blotted out his thoughts.

The feeling faded and his sight returned.

“Look at you Peter. You really ARE a Peter, aren’t you.”

He tried to speak, but he couldn’t.

“You’re jutht about ALL peter, I’d thay…. Damn thisth tongue…”

She frowned at Peter. Why wasn’t he smiling?

“Whatth tha’ matter with you? Why are you tho thad..” she inquired, not with concern but with disappointment.

Peter said nothing. He felt famished. Faint. The tiny hollow where his stomach was ached, like a clenched fist balled up inside his gut.

“I know what you like.” She blew on him again. Peter stiffened against her breath, not wanting to lose consciousness. She squeezed him between her fingers and again the white flash of light knocked him unconscious.

Next thing he knew he was again being plunged in and out of the hot humid folds of her pussy, once again fighting for air, shoved about roughly, his face smeared in her body fluids.

When Tiffany was finished pleasuring herself, she withdrew Peter and brought him to her face, licking him clean. Peter gasped for air, rallying his strength and focus. She stroked his soft spine daintily as she searched his face, searching for some expression from him.

“Are you thad like that? Poor thing.”

She encircled him with her lips and sucked along the length of his shaft. 

“Are you thinking with your dick? Huh???” Again she licked him, wrapping her tongue around him. Peter’s mind reeled. It felt incredible. His feelings betrayed his thoughts. He desperately tried to resist the sensation. From the pit of his growling stomach he wrenched his face and mustered a scream. It came out as a barely-audible squeak.

“Ha ha. Are you talking again little mouse?”

“Fuck you!” Peter thought to himself, trying to will the words from his dry mouth.

“Huh? What did you thay?”


She heard him! 

Peter, in a final assertion of his personhood tried again. His voice cracked and squeaked.

Tiffany laughed at his attempt. “You be quiet now, thweetie...” She spread her legs and flew Peter through the air, held in her hand, returning him to where he was of most use to her. She swirled his head around between her lips and admonished him. “… or I have wayth to make you quiet!” Her feminine laugh boomed in the distance. Peter bucked and pumped his elbows as her slick walls coated him from head to toe in her juices. It all felt so pointless.

With a swift whoosh he was removed from her pussy and again held up in front of her face.

“Thee? Thath all I have to do to quiet YOU down…” she sneered.

Peter stared at the corners of her mouth, her gleaming teeth, her flaring nostrils. Even her pores looked menacing to him.

“I like you better thith way.” Tiffany decided.

Peter tried to make eye contact with her, just one last time. Tiffany scanned the length of his cock with her big glassy eyes, as if he didn’t exist. She squeezed him at the base, for laughs, delighting at the sight of his head swelling as large as a plum. Peter felt weak, angry. 

Again she squeezed him, hard. He thought his head would explode. He wanted to die.

Again she squeezed, running her two thumbs forcefully along his underside. A great gush of cum erupted out of him, as if he were vomiting it out, heaving. Tiffany smiled a devilish smile and sucked the pre-cum from his leaking head. He thought he might like to strike her with his fists, but she was out of reach, and his limbs were paralyzed anyhow.

“Stop it!!!” he shrieked, but no sound came out.

Tiffany again sucked on him, like popsicle. His world flashed white and he momentarily lost consciousness. When he came to Tiffany was just laughing at him.

“Fuck you!!! FUCK YOU!!!”  

She stopped laughing suddenly and held him up to her ear. 

“Did you thay thomething??”

“FUCK YOU!” he bellowed forcefully. Peter’s voice squeaked faintly. His words flittered in Tiffany’s ear plain as day.

She held him away from her and dropped him on the bed beside her. Peter tumbled along with the rubbery renegade member he was joined to. Tiffany jumped up from the bed and stomped around the room. Her breasts bounced dramatically, pulling her this way and that. She paid them no mind for once. 

She picked Peter up again, stared at his featureless face, then threw him down in disgust and stormed out.

Confused, angry, and in an inspired moment of Second Childhood-induced madness, Tiffany asked James to sell Peter on Ebay, as he’d done with other possessions of hers she no longer had a use for.  Emily, surprisingly, was all for it. She was completely creeped out by what Peter had become. And whether she was sickened or just being covetous, she never did like the way Tiffany kept Peter in her nightstand drawer for hours at a time.

James talked them both out of it though, and Peter was returned to his drawer where he would be left alone to starve for the next five days.

At 3AM on the sixth day Tiffany awoke and, feeling particularly horny, reflexively reached into her nightstand drawer for her favorite pet. In the dark she fucked herself, half conscious, half asleep, her immense tits pinning her to the bed, rolling into her face, bouncing off her chin. She desperately needed to get off. Peter felt good inside her! “So what if I’m disturbing his sleep.” She thought, roughly fucking the living dildo like she meant to punish it.

When she was finished she held Peter up and looked him over. What she saw by dawn’s early light gave her a shock. Tears welled up in her eyes when she realized what she was looking at. She flicked on the light on the nightstand and gasped. 

Where was Peter??? 

The tiny featureless doll that hissed his last hateful word at her had shrunken away to nothing! His soft arms and legs seemed to have fused with his impressive shaft in the form of thick veins. His ass, if that’s what it was, his last remaining physical feature had spread out, flattening completely around the smooth base of his beautiful cock. As she investigated the bulbous base with her index finger she noticed a pink abrasion, a small fissure, a tear in the skin. His mouth? His asshole? She didn’t know. Tiffany kissed the insignificant wound, crying, rubbing it against her cheek. Her salty tears flowed, searing the tender raw spot. The organ in Tiffany’s hand stiffened, quickly, becoming harder than she’d ever felt it. Like solid wood. She took this to mean Peter was “okay”, but in reality the peter in question was experiencing sharp pain as the salt from her tears burned in its wound. Nevertheless, the foot long rod remained stiff, pulsing with life. Tiffany, with no other thought or consideration, stroked it and choked it and squeezed it until she thought it could take no more then plunged it hungrily in her pussy. Eager, finally, in her twisted way, to please poor Peter. And herself.
She fucked herself unconscious, falling asleep again without ever getting up. 

Tiffany slept through the afternoon, with Peter tucked deep inside her. The sounds of dinner being served downstairs woke her up at last. She stirred under the covers and yawned. She felt refreshed, and her pussy felt… 

Tiffany had the queer instinct to clench her butt muscles and was rewarded with a wonderful, and wonderfully-bizarre feeling. A kind of surge. She reached under the covers. She found Peter with no trouble at all. She grasped him and felt a rush. She pumped him, squeezed him, feeling everything, sensing it all. She couldn’t believe it. She pulled on the oversized prick, meaning to remove it from her pussy, but she could not. She probed and pushed at her labia, exploring, only to find no entry, nothing but a proud, thick cock. Her cock. 

It was fused to her body, alive, sensitive, wonderful.

Peter’s fate dawned on Tiffany. She smiled wanly and commenced stroking. 

The End

