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EMILY, ME, AND THE DEVICE: A COMPELTELY TRUE STORY

PART THREE

BY DR. BOOBOLOGY

The only reason we stopped was because we ran out of food. Neither of us wanted to get out of bed but we motivated each other and made our way to the shower. Standing together under the hot water we couldn’t resist embracing yet again.

I ran my hands over her incredible, wet body and hugged her close to me. She was slippery with soap as she turned and turned again in my arms, allowing me to kiss her from all angles. She cooed and moaned as I cupped her recently enlarged tits, arching her back so the heat of the shower water washed over her chest. Slowly I moved one hand down her midsection, relishing both the athletic firmness and feminine softness of her skin. My hand crept further down, running along the magnificent curve of her hips and around to the inside of her thigh. Kissing her neck, I pinched one of her nipples as my other hand gently parted the delicate lips of her pussy. Emily let out a loud moan and turned her slick body, pressing her breasts into my muscular chest.

“God dammit, Matt,” she whispered heavily, “I need you inside me. Right now.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. Effortlessly I lifted her up, supporting her weight by holding her wonderful ass. She wrapped her strong legs behind my back and, slowly, I lowered her onto my massive cock. She whimpered and grunted as she pumped up and down against me, our soapy skin gliding against each other. It felt incredible, standing there, being able to fuck her like this, standing, holding her with no support from the shower wall or anything besides my own strong arms.

I tightened my grip as I grunted and drove deeper inside her. Emily tilted her head back, lost in ecstasy. Suddenly she stopped and looked at me with wide eyes.

“You’re growing,” she said, startled.

“Unngh?” I grunted.

“I can feel you growing inside me,” she said, “How is that possible? We’re not using The Device.”

She was right; it shouldn’t have been possible. However, at that moment I couldn’t do anything except continue to thrust into her, squeezing her ass tighter and burying my face against her neck. Lust overtook her once again and she began crying out as she edged closer to orgasm. I grabbed at her breasts and thought I could actually feel them warmly expanding in my hand.

Finally she came, her supercharged pussy clamping down hard on my engorged member, sending me over the edge as well. We stood there for a few moments letting the hot water rain down on us, my arms wrapped around the small of her back, her strong thighs holding my cock in place.

**********

Now clean and dry, we stood next to each other in front of the full-length mirror and dropped our towels to the floor.

“What happened?” Emily whispered in wonder.

It wasn’t just my cock that had grown during our session in the shower. Both of us had grown slightly in all the right proportions, as if we had been under the red beam of The Device for a moment. The only thing was, we hadn’t been under the beam.

It wasn’t much, but it was enough to be noticeable. My massive, 6’7 form had grown perhaps an inch, my cock hanging at a foot long, flaccid. Emily now appeared to be just over 6’, all of her curves subtly enhanced from the already impossible dimensions she had an hour ago.

“I don’t know,” I stammered, “This shouldn’t have happened… but we’re definitely… even hotter.”

We agreed that we would pack The Device away in the closet until we were a little bit more certain of what was going on.

**********

Clothing was an issue. We hadn’t bothered to put anything on in the past several days, as all we had been doing was making love. Now we were faced with the problem of needing to clothe our enhanced bodies with wardrobes bought for much smaller people. Emily had an oversized t-shirt that she used to sleep in. It now was just a bit too small on her. For her legs she dug out a pair of sweatpants and used a scissor to turn them into shorts.

“Stay here,” she smiled and kissed my forehead, “I’ll go get us some real clothes.”

**********

I should have known she’d be gone for hours. Women. They can never do just a little shopping.

Emily returned wearing proper-sized jeans and a t-shirt, carrying at least ten shopping bags in her arms.

“I didn’t get much cuz I didn’t know how long we’d be staying at this size,” she told me.

“Didn’t get much?” I laughed and gestured to the ten shopping bags.

“Yeah,” she laughed back, tossing me a pair of jeans, “Oh, this is nothing.”

**********

All eyes were on us from the moment we entered the supermarket. I can only imagine what the scene was like at the mall earlier while Emily was still in her undersized cut-off sweatpants. Every time I looked around I saw women quickly turning away, embarrassed that they had been caught checking me out. The guys ogling Emily were even less discreet.

Neither of us felt any jealousy, though. Even if we weren’t madly in love, none of these average folks could come close to competing with either of us. Even the girls that I would usually think of as nines and tens paled in comparison to my goddess.

Emily hugged my arm as we made our way down the aisles.

**********

Another week passed and we hadn’t experienced the strange growth again. For the life of me, I couldn’t figure out how it could have happened. The best guess I had was that the sex combined with heat of the shower water had somehow triggered some residual sub-quantum energy. That’s all I could figure, but who knows. Neither of us were overly concerned as we both knew from experience that The Device’s effect was temporary and wore off gradually. In fact, in the week since our fun in the shower, we had both shrunk a couple inches in height.

Day to day life was wonderful. The sex was, of course, fantastic every time and the times in between were spent just being in love with each other. I hadn’t been so happy in years.

A few days later, I got the letter in the mail. Since I hadn’t told anyone except my mom where I’d be, I knew immediately that there was something wrong. I opened the envelope and read the contents. I began to cry.

“What’s wrong?” Emily rushed out of the kitchen where she had been preparing some lunch.

“My mother…,” I choked, “She had a heart attack. She’s dead.”

Emily put her hand over her mouth, not knowing quite what to say.

“It’s ok,” I said, reassuring both her and myself, “I have to go home for the service.”

“I’ll come with you,” she said, leaning her head on my shoulder.

“No,” I replied, “You’re too hot right now. People won’t know what to make of it.”

“But you’re in the same condition,” she objected.

“I know, but I have to go anyway. I’m sorry. I just need to do this alone.”

For the first time in weeks, we didn’t have sex that night. We just held each other and fell asleep on the couch.

**********

Though it had been a couple weeks since we’d last used The Device, by the time I arrived at the funeral I was still over six feet tall. Nobody recognized me, as the memory they all had was of a 5’10, slightly overweight lab worker. A far cry from my current form.

The whole, week long trip was emotionally draining and I couldn’t wait to get back to Emily. I missed everything about her…

…but I wasn’t prepared for what I would find upon my return…

**********

The first thing I heard when I entered the apartment was the hum, followed by the moans from the bedroom.

What had she done?

There was Emily, wired up to The Device with the red beam aimed at herself and maneuvering a vibrator between her open legs.

“My God,” I stammered.

She must have taken in much more sub-quantum arousal energy than any of the previous sessions. Laying on her back I couldn’t tell exactly how big she’d gotten but I guessed she was at least 8’ tall and still growing. I watched, jaw hanging open as she writhed in ecstasy, her feet hanging off the end of the bed. In concern for her safety, not knowing what kind of side effects this sort of over-dose might have, I willed myself out of my stupor and moved to turn off The Device.

“Mmmnnnnnngh… No! N-no!” cried Emily, “N-not yet!”

Suddenly the red beam flared brighter as Emily shrieked in pleasure, her entire body surging with orgasmic power. Finally the beam subsided and I switched off The Device.

“What have you done, Emily? I asked weakly.

“Let me show you,” she replied.

Slowly she got up from the bed and stood straight. My 8’ estimate had been a bit short. Emily’s head was nearly touching the 10’ ceiling.

The rest of her I can only describe as nothing short of the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. It was as though my eyes refused to focus on her radiant beauty, her skin practically glowing with sub-quantum feedback and glistening with a coating of sweat.

At my current height, the top of my head was even with the bottom of her enormous breasts. I felt dizzy in her presence, not sure what to do but stand there staring, breathing in the musky floral scent she emanated into the air.

“I wanted to be beautiful for you, Matt. I wanted to make you feel better when you got home.”

I continued to gape.

“I didn’t mean to take it this far, of course. But it just felt so good. I think it might be slightly addictive. I had to keep going. I had to see how far I could go.”

She moved towards me, her whole body rippling with graceful, feminine power.

“I think I can… do something…” she said, and gently pushed me down onto the bed.

Slowly, teasingly she moved her massive body over me, straddling me with her perfect thighs and effortlessly ripping my pants from my legs. Slowly, she eased her giant, dripping pussy onto my rock hard member. She felt cavernous. Slowly, she pressed into me with more and more of her weight. Slowly, I started to feel something even more. A familiar feeling, not unlike the feeling I got from the red beam of The Device, spread down over my cock. Emily closed her eyes and looked as though she were concentrating hard on something.

My dick began to grow, but it didn’t stop there. The warm feeling spread across my body and I felt new strength pour into my muscles as they too began to grow. I savored the feeling and when I reopened my eyes I was at least as big as the woman on top of me.

“Hey there,” she smiled, looking me in the eyes.

I pulled her towards me for a long kiss, then flipped her over onto her back and plowed into her with all my might. We rolled around in passion, exploring the small details of each other’s giant bodies.

We destroyed a fair amount of the apartment in our crazed sexual frenzy. Unfortunately, The Device was broken into many irreparable pieces.

