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Chapter 1

It seemed to Amy Welker that the month of June would never arrive. Of course, it did, and with it came the end of 10th grade and the beginning of another wonderful summer vacation. Amy wasn’t sure how wonderful this summer vacation would be though, because now that she was sixteen, her parents expected, if not quite demanded, that she work over the summer. She didn’t really mind having to get a job, but she was very unhappy with the fact that she would be spending her time working for her father at his company. 

Edgar Welker worked as a chemist for Phuture Pharmaceuticals Corporation. PPC was the biggest employer in Oakmont, which was where the Welkers’ and 40,000 other people lived. Edgar had arranged with his boss for Amy to spend the summer as a lab assistant. She’d learn some basic aspects of the business, and earn better than fast-food bucks to boot. Amy was appreciative, but she really would have rather worked at one of the clothing stores at the mall like some of her other friends.

It was a Saturday, the last one before she was to go to work with her dad, and Amy was moping in her room. It had been raining all day and her mom was shopping and Dad was running his own errands, so she was stuck at home. Feeling lonely, Amy called her friend Catherine, on the phone. 

“Hey Cat, it’s me,” she said, with more than a little boredom in her voice. 

“What’s up, Aim?” her friend replied. 
As Amy was chatting, she was modeling a new top her mom got her for her job. It was a sophisticated and pretty red blouse with bright white buttons. The only problem with it, as far as Amy was concerned was that for some reason the fabric wouldn’t lie flat and even with all but the topmost button done, at certain angles it was very easy to see inside the blouse. Not that there was all that much to see considering that Amy wore a 32A bra, but even so, she wanted to wear something to her first day of work that was less adult and more comfortable for her. Amy tried on several more tops before consulting with Catherine and the two of them agreed that a simple blue t-shirt was the way to go. 
Hanging up the phone a little while later, Amy thought, well that killed all of an hour, and looked at the pile of clothes she had strewn about on her bed. She was still wearing the blue shirt and just to make sure, decided to try on the red blouse her mom got her, one last time. There was something intriguing about the way it made her look more mature and worldly even if she was a bit uncomfortable with the open décolletage.
She took off the blue shirt and looked at herself in the mirror. A pretty, brown eyed and brown haired young girl was what she saw. I like my hair this way, although it could be a bit longer and wavier, she thought as she examined herself closely for the millionth time since going through puberty three years ago. My eyes are ok, I guess. Oh shit! I’m getting a zit on my forehead. Great! Just in time for my first day at work. Well at least the boys that work there will notice that, and not my tiny titties, she thought dejectedly.

“Why do I even need this stupid bra!” she shouted aloud, to no one in particular. Taking off the nearly useless garment, Amy looked at her flat chest closely. They had grown a little since she had been first given the bra, but even so, they barely filled out the little cups. Her breasts were small little bumps that really didn’t look like anything, except that her nipples had started to develop and had that puffy quality where they looked like little cones atop the slight mounds of her barely budding breasts. Maybe in another year or two, I’ll finally grow real tits. Like Cat.
It was tough having a best friend like Cat, whose breasts had begun developing in 7th grade and now, going into their sophomore year together, Cat looked like a fully grown young woman, while Amy still looked like a twelve year old kid. All the boys looked at Cat’s large D-cups and some snickered and a few of the bolder ones made rude remarks that Cat was fortunately strong enough to shrug off. One of the qualities about Catherine that Amy was so grateful for was Cat’s modesty and humility. Catherine Saunders was easily one of the most beautiful girls in Oakmont, let alone the high school, but she seemed totally oblivious to her beauty. Amy knew very well how some of the other really beautiful girls could be complete bitches and very snotty to anyone less physically blessed than themselves, but Cat wasn’t at all like them. In fact, Cat hated that type of girl as much as Amy did, and because they were so much alike in other ways as well, they were true best friends.




---------------------------

It was Monday morning, and Amy was almost ready to go to work with her dad. She had decided after all to go with a regular old t-shirt and surprisingly her father had even complimented her on her looks. 
“Looking good, Amy,” he said as he drove them to the facility across town. 
She smiled at her dad and said “thanks,” and turned up the radio as her favorite song of the week came on. On the way, Edgar lectured her gently on how he expected her to behave and how she’d have to work. Amy said “yes” in all the appropriate places and soon they arrived at the parking lot in front of the big five story shiny modern glass building that was the headquarters and production facility for Phuture Pharmaceuticals Corporation.

Amy found that she was going to be working with several other interns and student workers, both from high school and college, in the production area. The first day, Amy was in charge of transporting batches of compounds from the production labs to the storage facility at a far end of the building. One of the full-time chemists accompanied her on her rounds as she learned where everything was supposed to go.

“This storage room,” he was saying, “is where non-viable compounds are stored. As you can see there are many samples in here and as we keep all samples for a minimum of twenty years, you can see the need for careful organization.” He then showed her how to use the bar-code scanner system that read each vial’s bar-code and entered a location for it in a computerized database.
What a dweeb, Amy thought to herself as she tuned out the chemists non-stop ramblings. She wasn’t sure if he had said his name was Bill or Bob or Jim, but it didn’t matter to her. She was already bored and looking ahead to the end of the day. They passed a clock as they continued the tour of the storage facility. Only two more hours till I get to go home. Woohoo!
Bill or Bob or Jim had given Amy the task of sorting a batch of “non-viables,” as he put it, in the storage room. He left her to work, and Amy began the monotonous chore of scanning vial after vial, waiting for the computer to display the coded name, and finally placing the vials in the proper slots on dozens of neatly organized shelves. As she was doing this, Amy would distractedly read the display as it showed the long, complicated code names for the various compounds. These names had complex strings of chemicals in them, and usually a numerical identifier as well. Amy peered curiously at the liquids inside many of the glass vials, flasks and beakers that held all the failed experiments. Then, as she was nearly finished, one vial’s scanner results caught her eye. It was called

DNA/RNA Synthesis Reagent - 0.27 L 4,59-Tricyanoimidazole in Acetonitrile  #4 – Mammary Allometric Growth
Amy read the label again and with mounting curiosity, took the bottle from the shelf. The words ‘Mammary’ and ‘Growth’ had drawn her attention like a magnet. She wasn’t at all sure what allometric meant, but Amy was very excited by the prospect of something that would cause breasts to get larger. It seemed like a wish come true.
Inside the clear glass container was a slightly bluish looking liquid. It swirled and sloshed slowly, as if it were fairly thick and viscous. Amy took the stopper off and sniffed the fluid. It smelled like peppermint mouthwash, with maybe a hint of coconut. 
Wow, thought Amy, I wonder if this stuff really can make your tits grow. It’s worth a shot, I guess.
Amy needed a way to smuggle this treasure out of there and she noticed a bunch of small vials on a nearby shelf. She couldn’t read the label on the shelf as it had been smeared by some spill on the shelf and the letters were all runny and illegible. Never mind that, she thought, as she grabbed a handful of little vials and emptied them into one of the other flasks. She briefly considered the consequences of mixing unknown compounds, but figured that no one would even notice for years, if ever. After she emptied six of the vials, she began pouring what she considered to be ‘Mammary Growth Compound’ into them. Amy covered the vials with their little rubber stoppers and carefully put them in her pockets. Fortunately her long lab coat covered most of her so no one would notice.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Later that night, after driving home with her dad and having successfully transferred the vials to her purse, Amy was in her bedroom looking at one of the little containers. Should I try this stuff? Her desire for bigger tits outweighed any fears about why the liquid was in a storage area for failed compounds. 
Opening the stopper on one of the little vials, Amy held it up to the light and peered closely at the substance she had decided to ingest. The bluish fluid glimmered slightly in the light and with a shrug she put the vial to her lips, tilted her head back, and gulped down the contents in two quick swallows.
Ok. Grow, tits, grow. She wondered how long it would take to work, if it even did work. I’ll see what they look like in the morning. Man, imagine if this stuff actually works!
Amy went to bed that night with visions of enormous tits dancing in her head. She dreamed that after taking the “potion”, as she had started to think of it, her breasts grew rapidly and considerably until they were nearly as large as Cat’s. In her dream, her new tits looked wonderful, and she couldn’t stop touching and fondling them.






---------------

The monotonous beep of the alarm clock woke Amy. Never a quick riser, Amy lay in bed half asleep wishing that it wasn’t Tuesday. Saturday was so far away and all she wanted was to sleep in till about noon. Then she remembered drinking the liquid and with a start Amy sat up to check if anything had happened to her chest.

Looking down at the white t-shirt that she slept in, she saw two small bumps under the fabric, just the same as always. Shit, nothing happened! She lifted the shirt up to examine her chest more closely. Her breasts were the same; small and capped with pale rose-colored nipples. Amy cupped them and began to gently knead them, wishing them to grow.
“Damn! I want to have real tits – like Cat,” she said aloud. Amy got out of bed and began getting ready for another boring day at work.
On the way home, Amy asked her dad about the compounds she was in charge of organizing and why they kept them if they didn’t work.

“It’s not that they don’t all work, Amy,” replied her dad, “it’s that some of them don’t work, some don’t work the way they were planned to, and some of them are quite harmful. We keep them in order to compare new compounds and formulas to the old ones – sort of like refining a recipe until it tastes just right.”

“Like Mom’s meatloaf?” asked Amy with a smile.

“No, that should be thrown away and considered a total failure.” Her dad laughed. They pulled into the driveway and Amy thanked him for the ride home.

“You bet, sweets.”
“Dad, I’m going to go lie down in my room for a while. I’m tired.” She got out of the car and went into the open garage. Inside, her mom was making something in the kitchen.

“Hi mom!”

“Hello, sweets. How was work?” asked Arlene Welker. Arelene was a very attractive woman who prided herself in her health and beauty. Even though she had just turned 40, she had the look and glow of a much younger woman. Amy was always struck by how wonderful her mom looked and hoped that she would age as gracefully.
“Good. But I’m tired and I want to lie down for a bit. How long before dinner?”

“Well, this meatloaf has to go in the oven, so about an hour and half or so.”

Meatloaf! Amy rolled her eyes when her mom wasn’t looking and went upstairs to her room. 

Once she got to her room, she closed the door and took her shirt off to see if there was any change in her breasts. Looking in the full-length mirror that was mounted to her door, she examined her little tits carefully. Cupping them and squeezing, she tried to determine if there was any change at all. There didn’t seem to be. Amy went to her closet and took the five remaining vials out from their hiding place. Opening them, she quickly gulped them down, one after the other. Fuck it! This stuff didn’t work anyways, so what are five more doses of nothing going to do? Maybe it’ll make my tits grow just a little bit.
Chapter 2

It had been a week since Amy drank the last five vials of experimental compound #4 and she had stopped thinking about having bigger tits and resigned herself to the fact that she’d be flat-chested. The excitement of the first few days at work had totally worn off and now it was about as mind-numbingly dull as school. Every day, Bill-or-Bob-or-Jim, as she had come to think of him, tried to amuse her and impress her with his corny, goofy jokes. Amy smiled and laughed politely while continuing about her business.

She had been told to sort more compounds in the storage room. 

Great, she thought, another fun day of organizing non-viables. At least they left her alone while she worked in the storage room, and it really wasn’t too bad since she found an old radio on one of the shelves. It only got one or two decent stations, but it was better than nothing. Amy wheeled the big cart loaded with sealed containers down the corridor towards the storage room. Putting away the containers in their proper places took some time, as she had to locate each place where the various compounds were supposed to be stored. Time went by fairly quickly and Amy was nearing the end of the task when she was placing one container on a shelf in the rear of the room that she hadn’t ever put anything on before. Next to the proper place for the compound she was putting away, she saw several little bottles labeled
DNA/RNA Synthesis Reagent - 0.27 L 4,59-Tricyanoimidazole in Acetonitrile  #4 – Mammary Allometric Growth Activator
 A shiver of excitement ran through her. Maybe that’s why that stuff didn’t work! It needs to be activated, or something. 
Taking a bottle of the activator from the shelf, she twisted off the cap and sniffed it. It smelled just like her Mammary Growth compound #4, which was how she thought of it. She looked at the bottle and shelf closely, but there was no label with instructions or any information other than the name. I wonder how much you need to take to activate it, she thought. Putting the bottle to her lips, Amy took a careful, tiny sip. It tasted ok. She took another sip and then another. The bottle was about the size of a soda can, and before she knew it, the bottle was empty. Oh man, I hope that this does something. She put the empty bottle back on the shelf and finished putting away the last few containers she had on the cart. When she was done, she went back to her desk and filled out paper work till the end of the day.




~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Edgar was peering intently into his microscope when his phone beeped. Picking up the hand-set he said,

“Yes?”

“Edgar, I need to see you in my office right now.” It was Edgar’s boss, Byron Smalls.

“Right now, Byron? I’m pretty busy…” 

“Right now Ed – it’s very important.”

Edgar reluctantly left his work and went up to the office where Byron was. He wondered if he was getting laid off or something. 

Byron was waiting for him at the door to his office and told him to get inside. 

“Edgar, I want you to look at this video.”

It was surveillance video of one of the storage facilities in the company. The video showed a large room with rows upon rows of heavily laden shelves. After a few moments a figure came into the picture, pushing a large cart. The figure moved towards the camera and turned a bit. That’s when Edgar saw it was Amy.

“What the hell is this about, Byron? Did she break something?”
“No, Ed. It’s not that at all. Watch.” Byron pressed a button on the remote and the video sped up. He stopped it just as Amy reached for something on a shelf. Edgar watched curiously as she examined the bottle and then opened it.

“Jesus! She’s not drinking that is she?” said Edgar in panic.
“I’m afraid so, Ed.” replied Byron. “Ed, that was an activator for one of our non-viable compounds. It probably won’t do anything to her, since it’s non-viable, and I don’t know if she drank any of the compounds that it was designed to activate. However, it could make her extremely sick, and I can’t allow such irresponsible behavior to take place here. I’m going to have to let her go. I’m sorry.”

“Is she going to be alright?” asked Ed, very concerned. At this point he didn’t care about her job, he just wanted to know if she had poisoned herself.

“I think so. I had security take her to the health clinic and have her examined by Dr. Opper. She’s been with him for about fifteen minutes now, and I haven’t heard anything, so no news is good news, right?

Edgar went to the door. 

“I’m going to go see her and if she’s ok, I’m going to make her wish she wasn’t.”
“Go easy on her, Ed. Again, I’m sorry I have to fire her, but I’m sure you understand.”

Ed nodded and stormed out, heading to the elevator to take him up to Dr. Opper’s medical office on the 5th floor of the old building. He got there and saw Amy sitting in a chair, crying. She looked up when he came in, and turned away from him. Dr. Opper was at his desk, writing something.

“Ah, Edgar. Don’t worry. As far as I can tell, she’s fine. What she did was quite foolish, but it doesn’t look like any harm has been done. Lucky for her our chemists aren’t all as brilliant as you!” said Dr. Opper. 

He was an older man, in his middle sixties, with a slight accent. The story went that he had emigrated from Germany back in the 1970’s. Everyone at PPC liked the kindly gentleman, including Edgar.

“Thanks doctor.” He turned to look at his daughter. “Amy, get up. I’m taking you home right now. You’re in big, big trouble!” 

Amy knew she was in deep shit, just from the tone of her dad’s voice. She got up without saying a word and walked out with her head down, looking at her feet the whole time.
Out in the car, Edgar lit in to her.

“What the hell were you thinking?” he yelled. “Do you know that you could’ve poisoned yourself with whatever it was you stupidly drank?”

“No. I mean yes. I dunno!” she shouted back, crying again.

They drove the rest of the way home in silence, Edgar fuming quietly and Amy sitting there and wishing she were anywhere else but in that car with her extremely pissed-off dad.

Later that night, Amy sat in her room, sullen and feeling really foolish. Her parents had a long, excruciating talk with her about responsibility, safety, and on and on. Amy knew she fucked up, but why did her mom and dad have to go over it again and again? 

I swear, they like yelling at me and making me feel like shit! she thought. Well, it was in the past at this point and she was just glad that it was over. The only thing now was that her stomach didn’t feel too good. Probably because they yelled at me for like, two hours, she thought sullenly. But her stomach definitely wasn’t feeling right. In fact, it felt like it was getting worse. Just a few minutes ago it felt like a little cramping, but now it was starting to feel more intense. 
Amy got up to go to the bathroom, thinking that this was just the after-effects of her mom’s “famous” cooking. She walked down the carpeted hall to the bathroom and shut the door. Sitting on the toilet didn’t seem to help, and after a few minutes she reluctantly decided that it wasn’t Mom’s cooking, but something else. Just then, another strong wave of pain passed through her, only this time it wasn’t limited to her belly. It felt like her whole body was being stung by bees or something equally painful. Amy doubled over on the toilet, hugging her knees to her chest tightly. She kept squeezing and hugging as wave after wave of intense pain coursed through her. Suddenly, the biggest, most painful wave yet hit her. Amy screamed and passed out.
Amy awoke in her bed. She felt like hell. She heard her parent’s voices from downstairs through the partially opened door to her room. Amy didn’t remember what happened after going to the bathroom and suddenly feeling those intense pains, but she figured that her Dad must have carried her to her bed. She was in her pajamas.
I hope Mom got me into these. She tried to sit up but her head started pounding and she lay back down. She was thirsty and wanted a glass of water.

“Mom…”, she tried to call for her mother, but she felt too weak to make any loud conversation. Just then though, her mom poked her head in the room and looked at Amy.

“Did you say something, baby?” her mom asked, with a look of concern on her face.

“Mom, I’m really thirsty. Can I have some water?”

“You got it. I’ll be right back.” Arlene went away to get a glass of water. She got downstairs and Ed asked her about Amy.

“She’s awake now, and thirsty. Ed, what do you think happened to her?” she said while filling a tall glass with cold water.

“I’m not sure, Arlene. You know as much as I do. I heard her scream and we ran upstairs and there she was – passed out on the floor. Did she say anything to you while you put her in bed?”

“No. She was groaning a little in pain, but that’s all. I’m going to bring this up to her and sit with her a while.”

Ed watched his wife carry the water up to Amy. He was wondering about what had happened to her, and if it was related to the activator she drank at work. As soon as she was feeling better, he was going to have a little chat with her.
“You drank WHAT?” Ed boomed. Amy cowered on the couch as her father paced back and forth furiously.

“Mammary Growth formula? Mammary growth? Jesus Christ, Amy, what the hell were you thinking!”

“Ed, you’re scaring her” Arlene gently interjected. He was scaring her too. She’d never seen him this angry before.

“Good! She should be scared. Goddamned scared!’ he yelled. “Do you have any idea what that stuff could do to you, Amy?” Ed stopped pacing and sat down in a big leather chair across from his daughter.

“I wanted to make my boobs grow, that’s all.” cried Amy. Her face was a mess. Tears were running down from her eyes and she was red and puffy. She had been crying for hours. They had been trying to have a talk about what she’d done, but it was more of her dad yelling, and her crying than it was a two-way conversation. Amy told them she found the formula and didn’t think there’d be any harm in trying something that didn’t work anyway.
“Amy, some of those non-viables don’t work at all, and a few of them work in unintended ways. They can be very dangerous!” He was yelling again. Arlene looked at him. He continued in a quieter tone.
“We don’t know what the effects of the one you drank will be, but I feel pretty certain that your episode up there,” and he pointed over his head, indicating the bathroom, “was because of it. I’m going to bring you down to the office and have Dr. Opper examine you.” Arlene looked at him with a puzzled look.

“Why Dr. Opper, Ed, and not the emergency room?”
“Arlene, Opper is an excellent physician and he is the top in his field in experimental research like we’re doing. He is the most qualified to examine her because no one in the ER has any experience with these kinds of formulas and compounds. He has access to all the company files on what everything is, why it works, and why it doesn’t. Don’t worry.”

Chapter 3
Edgar and Dr. Opper were sitting in the doctor’s office, discussing the results of the tests that had been run on Amy.

“So, we know that her body will be undergoing some physical changes. What we don’t know is the extent.” Dr. Opper peered over his coffee cup at Edgar, who was sitting quietly across the desk from him. Edgar didn’t reply right away, choosing to sip his own cup of coffee and let the weight of the test results settle a bit.

“Ed? Listen to me. She will probably be fine in a few days or weeks at most, once the effects wear off. This is not the first time that a subject has taken a defective compound.”
“Doc, please…she’s not a ‘subject’. She’s my daughter and I’m scared about what she’s done to herself.” Edgar reached across the desk to look at the printouts one more time – as if the information on the papers would somehow be different this time. His eyes scanned the pages and again stopped at the predicted outcomes section.
“Extreme breast growth will most likely occur in the subject within 48-72 hours of ingestion of formula. Results may be temporary.” Edgar read aloud. “May be temporary? Man, that doesn’t sound very positive. What if it’s not temporary? And how much growth will there be?” he asked.

“I’m sorry, Edgar. I honestly don’t know at this point. We’ll need to keep observing her and once we see the process in action, we should be able to get a better idea of how things will go.” replied the doctor. 
“What do you mean, “keep observing her?”

The doctor looked across the table at Edgar with a strange look in his eyes. “Are you aware of our facility upstate, Edgar?”

“The Camp? I’ve heard it mentioned a few times, but I’ve never been there. Why?” Edgar replied, feeling like something he’d often wondered about was finally going to be revealed.

“Yes, the Camp. Although it’s not like an ordinary camp, oh no,” said Dr. Opper with a little chuckle. “This camp is a special place. A place we have for certain, shall we say, special subjects, to be monitored and tested.” Edgar looked surprised and concerned.

“Doc, I’m not sure what you’re saying. I’m not sure I want to know!”

“Let me be blunt, Ed. There are other subjects like Amy – we send them to the Camp for observation and testing. Right now there are four others up there, all of them the results of some sort of failure on our part. All of them are receiving the finest care and in very comfortable conditions.”

“Are they there because they want to be, or what?” asked Edgar, fearing the worst. The doctor sighed loudly and sipped his coffee before replying.

“No. They aren’t prisoners, if that’s what you mean, but they also aren’t free to go as they please.” Edgar stood up and started to walk towards the room where Amy was. “Edgar! Sit down! Please.” Dr. Opper made an effort to remain calm. “Listen to me. Your little girl did something very foolish and very dangerous. We have to find out what the long-term effects will be to her. She can’t be allowed to be running around as if nothing happened until we know what’s going on with her.”

“Doc, you can’t keep her locked up in a camp somewhere. I won’t allow it!”

“Be reasonable, Ed. You could get in serious trouble if some of what’s going on here becomes public knowledge. You know as well as I that not every product we develop is as benign as we say it is. Do you want to risk going to jail and ruining your family?”

“God damn it, Opper, I don’t give a shit about that right now!” Ed yelled. “I want to help her,” he said, pointing through the glass at his daughter, “that’s all I care about.”
“I know. So you’ll do what’s best for her, and let us take care of Amy at the Camp. I propose that she spend the summer there – no one need know what’s happening. Everyone will think she’s just going away to camp. We’ll keep an eye on her and figure out what to do if anything becomes a problem. Really, Edgar, it’s the best thing for her. And you.”

He took a final sip from his mug and looked at Amy through the glass panel separating them from the exam room. Amy was sitting on the exam table, talking on her cell phone, oblivious to the plans being made for her.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Amy was talking to Catherine. She’d quickly explained the whole situation to her friend, who listened in shock as Amy told her that her boobs were going to be getting bigger. Probably a LOT bigger!

“Amy, I don’t get it. Why do you even want bigger boobs? I hate mine!” Amy was surprised to hear Cat admit that.

“You don’t like having big boobs? Cat, everyone wants big boobs! Plastic surgery and breast implants…Pam Anderson, Lindsay Lohan, Tara Reid…any of that sound familiar?”

“No shit, Amy. Look, it’s just that it kinda sucks having guys stare at your tits all the time, ok?” Catherine was angry that Amy was being so shallow about her breast size. Amy had no idea what it was like being so busty and knowing that guys only thought of you as a pair of tits.
“I thought you liked having big boobs.” Amy was getting even more depressed now. Finding out that her best friend was angry with her was not the reaction she expected. “Isn’t it fun knowing that the boys are looking at you and thinking about your body? Nobody looks at me or thinks about me, Cat. I want to be looked at! I want boys to ask me out!”

“Fun? Amy, you don’t have any idea what it’s like. You know Steve Mitchell? I used to think he was ok, but every time he talks to me, he’s talking to my chest! Finally, I told him that if he didn’t stop staring at me like that, I wasn’t going to talk to him anymore. You know what he said?”

“No, what?”

“He told me that he couldn’t help it. That my boobs were so “hot”. Then he said if that was the way I was gonna be about it, fine, he didn’t want to talk to me anymore either.” Catherine said.
“Man, I didn’t know that. How come you never told me?” asked Amy.

“Jesus, Amy, there’s a lot I don’t tell you about what having tits like this is like.” Catherine sounded upset, like she was on the verge of crying now. “Here’s something else you might find interesting – a couple weeks ago, I was at a summer job interview…”

“The job at the mall?”

“Yeah. Well at the end of the interview, the guy told me that if I really wanted the job, I would have to let him feel my boobs.” Catherine started to sob now. “I couldn’t believe he said that and I was like, ‘what?’ and he said that there were a bunch of girls who wanted the job and I should let him touch them if I wanted to be the one he picked.” Amy listened, shocked. She had no idea that Catherine had to deal with something like that.

“I’m sorry, Cat. I had no idea.”

“Of course you don’t! You think it would be fun to have big fucking tits! Every day, I wish I had small ones like you so I could be Catherine to people, and not just a pair of tits! Amy, if what you told me just now is true, you’ll find out for yourself what it’s been like for me since I was 12. I hope you can handle it.”
Chapter 4
Edgar didn’t tell Arlene the whole story about the Camp. He made it sound like the company was sending Amy there to have a fun time, with a little bit of medical checking up to see how she was feeling. Arlene was reluctant at first, but she trusted her husband’s judgment and conceded that it would be fun for Amy to spend most of the summer swimming and boating and doing camp things. Edgar arranged to take Amy to the Camp himself, using Arlene’s problems with saying goodbye as an excuse to get her to stay behind. Arlene agreed, knowing that no one needed to see her crying her eyes out as they dropped her baby girl off at camp. For Arlene, quick goodbyes were the best.
They arrived at the camp late in the afternoon and stopped at the guardhouse where they were greeted by a serious looking man in uniform. The guard checked their names on his list and told them to proceed up the winding, wooded road to the main building. Amy looked around and saw a high metal fence running the perimeter of where they came in and she started to get a nervous feeling about things. Edgar didn’t say anything as they pulled up to a large three story wooden building with a sign in front that identified it as the camp’s main building. 

As they were getting out of the car, a well dressed man and woman came out of the building and greeted them.

“You must be Edgar and Amy Welker”, said the man, “I’m Charles Foster, Director of the camp, and this is my assistant, Susanne Tobias.” Susanne smiled and extended her hand, “Hi. Welcome to Camp Lakeview. Amy, we’re going to take good care of you here. If there’s anything I can help you with, just let me know. If it’s ok with your dad, I’d like to show you around and introduce you to your bunkmate.”

“Hi”, Amy replied with no enthusiasm at all. She looked at her dad, as if to say, ‘do I really need to be here?’ Her dad looked back at Amy and gave her his best, reassuring-dad smile and said to Susanne, “That would be fine with me, Ms. Tobias. It’s been a long ride and I would like to get on the road again before dark. Amy, let’s get your stuff out and I’ll be off.” He moved to the trunk of the car and took out Amy’s large duffel. Susanne insisted on taking the bag, and Amy and her dad hugged and said goodbye. 
“Amy, call us anytime you need to say hi. We’ll see you in about six weeks, so have fun and be a good girl. I love you.” Edgar gave her one more hug, and whispered in her ear, “You’ll be just fine, sweetie. Just don’t worry.” Amy squeezed him tightly and found that she was crying a bit. She wiped her eyes as her dad got back in the car and started to back out of the parking spot. 

“Be a good girl, Amy,” he yelled as the car drove off. Susanne and Charles watched the car till it was out of view. Then Susanne took Amy’s bag and said, “Ready? Follow me, and I’ll show you where you’ll be staying.” Amy walked behind her, sullenly.




``````````````````````````````````````````````````````````

Susanne led Amy to a beautiful little building nestled in a grove of pines that went down to the lakes’ edge. The building was a one story hut with large windows and a chimney. The door was a stout wooden one with an ornate wrought iron handle. It looked lovely and rustic, in a modern sort of way. Everything was exceptionally well maintained and designed, as if a platoon of designers had descended upon the camp in a flutter of architectural and decorative activity. They walked in and Amy saw that the inside was tasteful, luxurious and not lacking in any way for comfort and technology.
“I hope you like staying with us, Amy. A lot of care and work has gone into making sure that we have happy campers,” said Susanne, without a trace of irony.

“It looks great. Thanks,” replied Amy.

Susanne put down Amy’s bag and walked down a hallway to a closed door. She knocked.

“What?” a voice called from the other side of the door.

“Come out and meet your new bunkmate,” said Susanne firmly. She turned back towards Amy and smiled, as if to say don’t worry. The door finally opened a few long moments later and a girl about Amy’s age brushed past Susanne. 

“That her? Great,” she said sarcastically. 

“Knock it off. Let me introduce you two.” Susanne grabbed the girl by the arm gently and steered her in Amy’s direction. The other girl was a little taller, and a little older than Amy. She had short brown hair that hung straight down. Her face was pretty, but it was her eyes that Amy couldn’t stop staring at. They were a beautiful pale icy blue – cold and sharp. They looked at Amy from behind stylish glasses. Amy noticed her straight, strong nose, full lips and the flash of perfect white teeth when she had spoken. Amy thought that her glasses made her look older than she probably was. They also gave her an air of sophistication and intelligence.
Susanne looked at Amy and said, “Amy, this is your bunkmate, Brynn. Brynn, this is Amy. I’m sure you two will become good friends. Now, I’ll let you two get acquainted and settled. Amy, if you need anything, Brynn can help you, or ask me and I’ll see what I can do. See you later at dinner.” Susanne left them on their own.


--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

For the first couple of hours, the girls barely spoke a word to each other. It was made painfully obvious by Brynn that she was not happy with having a bunkmate. Amy tried hard to blend in to the background. Finally, after they had both ended up in the living room watching TV, Brynn spoke to Amy.
“So why are you here?” she said, while flicking through the channels and looking bored.

“I’m under observation by Dr. Opper. He wants to keep an eye on me.”

“No shit. We’re all ‘under observation’ here,” replied Brynn. She had settled on some channel showing a jazz concert.

“Yeah, well I don’t think I need to stay. Nothing seems to be happening to me anyway and it’s been three days since I…” Amy trailed off, embarrassed.

“Since you what? Come on, I’m not stupid you know. You took something at the lab or something and now they have to hide you until they know what to do with you. Just like me.” Brynn got up and stood in front of Amy. “Do you know what they have planned for you?” 
She saw the confused the look on Amy’s face and it suddenly hit her that Amy had no idea what being at the camp meant.

“Jesus Christ! You have no fucking clue, do you?” she asked.

“Shut up, you’re just trying to scare me. My dad said I’ll be here for a few weeks while they run some tests.” Amy replied. She sounded nervous. 

“You’re pretty naïve, aren’t you? I thought you knew more about what goes on here than I guess you do. So why are you here anyway? And tell me the whole story.” Brynn gave Amy a sarcastic little smile.


```````````````````````````````````````````````````````````````````````````````````````````````````
Brynn listened as Amy told her the whole story. When she was done, Brynn told Amy why she was at the camp. Brynn used to work in the lab as part of her college course work, doing data analysis on experiments with DNA and RNA. One of the samples she was assigned to run tests on had leaked and despite the protective clothing and gloves, somehow got in contact with her skin. She didn’t report the accident but after a few days, she had to report some unusual changes to Dr. Opper. Amy was not sure if Brynn was telling the truth, or having a joke at her expense.
“Are you telling me the truth? You started growing a what?”

“A dick, Amy. You do know what a dick is?” Brynn asked acerbically. 
“Don’t be a bitch.” Amy glared at Brynn and went to her room, slamming the door behind her.

“Maybe I should fuck you with it!” Brynn yelled at the closed door.
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They had returned from the dining room where they ate with Charles and Susanne. Amy thought there were supposed to be five people at the camp, but figured that the others had either eaten earlier, or would be eating later. Once they were back at the cabin, Brynn went to her room and Amy was reading in her bed, trying to forget about the tension between her and Brynn. She really wanted to get along with the older girl. It would be a long, miserable summer if they continued like they had started. Amy read for a while until she got too tired to go on. Turning off the light, she lay down and went to sleep.
It was just after 4:00 a.m. when Amy woke up in terrible pain. It felt like the pain she had the other night back home, but even worse. Moaning, she curled up in a tight ball, hugging her knees tightly against her chest. That was where the pain was centered, it seemed. Her chest felt like it was being heated from inside and as she pressed her knees against her breasts, Amy could feel the heat intensify and warm the skin of her knees. Sweat was running down her face and she was moaning loudly now, not caring anymore if that bitch in the other room heard her or not. Even if she did, Amy figured that Brynn wouldn’t give a damn about her problems.

For several long minutes, Amy endured the awful burning sensation and found that the pressure of her knees against her breasts felt better than if she took them away. They only thing was that it was becoming more difficult to keep the pressure tight. She was having a hard time holding her knees against her chest – the more she tried to squeeze, the more it seemed that her knees were being forced away from her. She couldn’t understand this and the intense pain prevented her from really thinking about it too much. Soon, Amy could barely reach around her knees with her arms and she finally gave up. The pain in her chest was too much and rolled around on the bed crying and sweating.
In the other bedroom, Brynn woke up, hearing crying and moaning coming from Amy’s room. For a few minutes, Brynn tried to ignore it. If she’s gonna masturbate, at least do it quietly, she thought. Several minutes of moaning and crying later, Brynn got up and went to Amy’s door and knocked. She was really pissed off.
“Keep it the fuck down! It’s the middle of the night,” she yelled. There was no answer from Amy, only loud cries. Standing outside Amy’s door, Brynn wondered what Amy was doing.
“Are you trying to piss me off, or what? Normal people try to be quiet when they masturbate!” Still, no reply came from the other side of the door. Only another loud moan followed by a short cry. It finally started to enter Brynn’s mind that maybe Amy wasn’t masturbating. Was she sick or something, she wondered. She thought about calling Charles or Susanne, but was afraid to if Amy was crying just because she was homesick or something stupid and childish like that. It didn’t sound good at all though, so she knocked again. Amy cried out loudly, and Brynn didn’t know if she wanted her to come in or not, but she needed to find out if Amy was alright. Brynn opened the door and went in to Amy’s room. The room was dark and Amy was on her bed, curled up in a fetal position, crying and writhing around.
“Amy, what’s going on? You sick?” Amy heard Brynn this time and suddenly looked at her. Brynn recoiled in shock at the look on Amy’s face. She was sweating profusely and her face was grimacing in pain. The worst thing though was Amy’s eyes – they were scared and looked at Brynn with a plea for help that her voice couldn’t articulate. Brynn didn’t know what was happening or what to do. She felt a little scared, and regretted her nastiness towards Amy, who was obviously in distress.
“Amy, tell me what’s wrong,” she said as she sat on the bed next to Amy. The younger girl groaned and tried to say something. As Brynn watched, she noticed that Amy looked different somehow. Then she realized what it was. Her breasts had gotten bigger. A lot bigger!
“Oh…my…god! Amy, your boobs – they’re growing!” Brynn stared in shock as she began to see Amy’s breasts actually swell while she watched. It was slow, but unmistakable. As Amy writhed around on the bed, hugging her knees tight to her chest, Brynn could see the pale mounds of her boobs enlarging, slowly, but continuously. Amy’s breasts were now at least double the size they’d been and still they grew. It reminded Brynn of water balloons, being slowly filled, and getting fuller and firmer and rounder. The nipples were getting bigger too and they elongated before Brynn’s gaze, from little nubs to almost an inch in length.

For Amy, the sensation was a mixture of pain, pressure, and stretching all at once somehow. It was the strangest feeling she had ever experienced, and by far the most painful. Even though she was suffering, part of her was amazed at the change her body was undergoing. She was intensely aware of the feeling of her breasts as they grew. The way they at first had barely touched each other in the middle, then slowly began to push against each other harder and with a surprising firmness as they grew. She watched her nipples grow, getting longer and fatter with each passing minute. They itched, and felt so hard in their erect condition that they felt like they were made of stone. 
Another strange new sensation was feeling her breasts fold under as they grew. They had been getting rounder and larger and then, suddenly, the rounded bottoms rolled under and her skin underneath them was being covered by this heavy, firm mass of flesh that hadn’t been there only minutes before. 
“Brynn, what’s…happening to me…it hurts!” Amy cried. She was on her back now, having given up on hugging her knees and was vainly trying to hold her breasts in her arms, as if she could restrain them. 

“I guess the formula is working. You should see how big you’re getting!” Brynn replied, amazed at how quickly Amy’s boobs were growing. Despite her concern for Amy, Brynn suddenly realized that she was getting very aroused as she watched the younger girl’s chest continue to grow. 

“I’d say you’re about a double-D right now, Amy.” Even though she was still a little worried that there was something wrong with Amy, Brynn couldn’t help thinking that what was happening to her was the coolest thing she’d ever seen.
“Double-D? No…no, this can’t be happening!” Amy whimpered. It was happening though, and still there was no sign of the growth stopping. Amy couldn’t keep her arms around her breasts anymore – they’d gotten so big that they spilled over her arms and almost covered her body from neck to belly button. They were much bigger than double-D’s. 
Brynn stared, transfixed, as Amy’s tits grew. They were about the size of volleyballs and the nipples had lengthened and thickened to almost 2 inches long and as thick as Brynn’s index finger. Watching this, her mind registered the erection that was growing in her panties. Brynn had never had an erection while with another person, and the sensation of her hard cock and the incredible sight of Amy’s tits were really making her horny. Brynn had gone to bed wearing a pair of lavender panties and now they were being stretched obscenely by her throbbing hard cock.
Amy was panting and wishing with all her might for her tits to stop growing. She felt so foolish for ever wanting them to be bigger in the first place. She was scared that they’d never stop and that she’d be smothered under her ever growing breasts. It was not a pretty thought. But just as she was thinking that, she noticed that the pressure was lessening and the pain was diminishing rapidly. After a few more seconds in which she desperately allowed herself the hope that it would stop, she felt like the growth was really abating. Amy began to cry; in relief that the growth had stopped, in the embarrassment of her foolish whim, and in fear of what her life would be like with these now enormous breasts. 

Brynn and Amy sat together, and as Amy sobbed, she reached over and pulled Brynn to her. Brynn was very surprised by this, but also touched by her bunkmate’s need for solace. Despite her meanness to Amy, the younger girl had reached out for comfort, and Brynn provided what comfort she could. Amy cried with her head against Brynn’s shoulder, sobbing quietly from time to time. 
As Amy calmed down and her crying came under control, Brynn told her that it would be ok and even tenderly rubbed Amy’s back, trying to calm her down. Still, Brynn couldn’t help herself from staring at Amy’s incredible tits. She felt badly for her new roommate, but even so, she was very aroused by what she’d just witnessed.

“Are you feeling better now?” she asked. Amy nodded against her shoulder. “Amy, that was unreal. I never saw anything like that before! You should see how big you are now – you look like a hentai girl or something!”  Despite her tears, Amy laughed a little at that, for she knew about hentai and the thought of looking like one was strangely appealing to her, on some level.

“You like hentai too?” she said to Brynn, as she blushed a little. Brynn looked at her and smiled. A real smile this time. Amy hadn’t seen Brynn smile like that before, and she noticed how pretty Brynn truly was.

“I like hentai. When I saw what was happening to your body, I kept thinking it was like something from some of those Japanese anime. At least you didn’t start growing tentacles!”  The girls both laughed, and Amy began to think that Brynn might turn out to be ok after all.
“What’s the matter? Don’t like tentacles?’ teased Amy as she waved her arms around like flailing tentacles.

“Um, yeah. I’m mean I’m more into…ah, other types of hentai.” She looked at Amy and now it was her turn to blush. Amy looked at Brynn and wondered. 

“Tell me about it – after you help me find something that will fit over these,” she said while cupping her enormous breasts with both hands and gently heaving them up and down. Both girls fell silent as they looked at Amy’s tits wobble and shake from the movement. Amy was slightly in shock about her transformed figure, and Brynn was hypnotized by the size of her chest. Shaking her head, Brynn replied, “Ah yeah, let’s find something to cover them. I mean you. You know what I mean.” She felt silly, being so taken by Amy’s breasts, but she couldn’t help it. All Brynn could think about was touching them. She noticed Amy staring at her. At her crotch. Brynn had become completely oblivious to her erection due to Amy’s growth. Now she became painfully aware that she was sitting there with a raging hard-on tenting out her panties.

“You were telling the truth about that, I guess,’ Amy said, as she pointed at Brynn’s cock. ‘I think I’m not the only one who needs something to cover up with.” 

“I’m…uh, I’m sorry, Amy. I couldn’t help it – watching you change like that was incredible.” She turned away from Amy, embarrassed now for having selfishly gotten aroused while Amy was scared and in pain. Amy was shocked at two things; the first being how big Brynn’s cock was, and the second, being how it was actually turning her on. Amy had thought that Brynn was just teasing her earlier when she told Amy that she had a dick. She’d chalked it up to Brynn’s bitchiness. Now, though, she saw that Brynn was telling the truth. She remembered something Brynn said to her.
“Hey, Brynn, it’s ok. Don’t worry about it. I don’t mind. Really.” She touched Brynn lightly on the arm. Brynn turned back to Amy.

“Are you sure?” she asked. Amy nodded. “Ok. Thanks Amy.” Amy stood up in front of Brynn and cupped her massive tits in her hands. Her tits billowed and spilled over her hands like mountains of dough. Brynn stared in silent awe.

“By the way, Brynn – didn’t you say something to me earlier about what you might do to me with that?” Amy couldn’t believe what had come over her, this sudden wantonness, but she liked it. Brynn was surprised as well, and didn’t know what to say. Her cock reacted though, by getting even harder. It was actually throbbing to her heartbeat now, and Brynn unconsciously had gripped it in one hand.
“Come on, Brynn – remember what you said. Say it again to me…please?” she asked in a girlish little voice. The way she said that was so erotic to Brynn. It was innocent and dirty at the same time. As Amy stood there cradling those gigantic tits and teasing her with her little girly voice, Brynn found her confidence and regained her composure.

“I remember. I said I should fuck you with it. Damn, Amy, is this your way of paying me back for before? Why are you teasing me?”
“But I’m not. Brynn, I don’t know what’s going on with me, but I swear, I’m not teasing you. I never wanted us to be angry at each other. Knowing that I made that get all hard makes me feel good. And it…it…well, it’s making me horny – seeing one. I mean seeing yours.” Amy stammered. Brynn smiled wickedly.

“So, I was right about that! You have never seen one!’ she sat back on the bed and spread her legs wide. Her panties were stretched tight over the big hard cock within. ‘Take a good look, if you want.” Brynn reached down and pulled the edge of the panties over the tip of her cock. It came free from the fabric and wobbled back and forth heavily. Amy came closer and watched intently. Brynn’s cock was big and thick, with veins coursing its length. The shaft curved gently in a graceful arc. Where it met her torso, there was a small patch of soft, neatly trimmed hair, like many women have over their pussies. Hanging below the strong shaft were her large balls, which were smooth. They hung heavily in their sack, looking like two cue balls in a hairless pouch.
“Wow,’ she sighed, ‘it’s beautiful. How big is it?” Brynn rolled her eyes and thought, typical, the first thing a girl wants to know is how big it is.

“Shit Amy, I don’t know. I never measured the fucking thing. It’s big, ok?”

“Sorry. You don’t have to get pissed, I was just asking. But that does give me an idea. Do we have a tape measure here?” she asked, looking around.
“Actually, I think I saw one in the kitchen, under the sink. I think it was left there by a plumber or someone. I’ll get it.”
Brynn came back with the tape measure and started to pull out the tape. Amy stopped her.

“Can I?” she asked with a bashful smile. Brynn handed her the tape measure. Amy got down on the floor in front of where Brynn was seated on the bed. She looked up at Brynn, who locked eyes with her. Amy took a silent deep breath, knowing that she was on the threshold of a new life, one that crossed, could never be undone. She was ready. Brynn watched the younger teen as she tentatively touched the smooth shaft of her cock. Amy’s fingers were cool on the hot skin of her dick and it felt good. Amy placed the tape against the base of Brynn’s cock along the top of it and pulled out some more to reach past the swollen, purplish head. She had to press the tape down a bit so it would conform to the curve.
“Well?” asked Brynn.

“Um...10 ¾ is what I get. That’s good, isn’t it?” she asked innocently. Brynn laughed and said,

“Good? They say the average is 6 inches. I’d say it’s damn good!”
Amy looked at her, surprised.

“6 inches? That’s it? Wow! You have a really big dick then – cool!” 

Her hand was still on Brynn’s cock and Brynn put her hand on top of Amy’s. She then began to move Amy’s hand up and down the shaft, guiding her, teaching her how to hold and touch it.

“Wrap your fingers around it. You can hold it a lot tighter, Amy. It won’t break.”

“I don’t want to hurt you,” replied Amy. “Like this?” She was now gripping it tightly and sliding her hand up and down the length.

“Yeah, that’s good,” Brynn sighed. It felt so good to have someone else’s hand on her cock. It was the first time anyone else had touched it sexually. The doctors had examined her, but that was not at all pleasant. Brynn watched as Amy pumped her delicate hand up and down. The motion caused her breasts to jiggle and shake. Brynn then noticed that Amy’s breasts were resting on her lap as she kneeled before her. It was a stunning sight; this little 16 year old beauty looking up in to her eyes, her slender arm pumping the first cock she’d ever touched, and those enormous tits that had miraculously grown only a little while earlier. Brynn couldn’t control herself and felt the first spasms of her orgasm.

“Amy, I’m gonna cum…oh God! Uh, uh, uh…ooooooo…fuck!” she panted. Amy looked at Brynn in confusion – what the hell was happening? She knew about orgasms, had even had a few herself, but she’d never seen a guy cum and wasn’t sure how they did it. She knew that they ejaculated, as she learned in Health class, but other than that, she knew nothing about it. She continued to stroke Brynn’s hard, red cock and suddenly felt it jerk in her hand and then streams of hot, white liquid started erupting from the tip. The liquid shot out with great force, spraying several feet up in the air and landing on Amy's face, head, and chest. More and more of the hot white stuff gushed out in long ropes, covering Amy's breasts, running down them and pooling on the floor. Some shots sailed over her head and landed several feet behind her. Brynn was bucking and thrashing like she was in pain, grunting loudly with each volley that launched from her magnificent cock. Just as Amy was starting to get nervous and think that something was drastically wrong with Brynn, her orgasm started to subside. A few more streams shot out, but they got smaller and smaller, till at last only a slow steady trickle of clearer liquid ran from the still swollen tip. Brynn collapsed on her back on the bed and Amy just kneeled there, stunned by what had just happened.
“Oh my God was that good!” exclaimed Brynn. She was lying there, with her still erect cock pulsing slowly on her belly. A little cum dribbled steadily from the tip. Amy was wiping cum from her face, staring at Brynn in awe.

“That was sooo cool!” Amy couldn’t get over how exciting it was to see all that cum erupting from Brynn's cock. She was literally covered in it, and Amy loved how it felt, how it smelled, and then decided to see how it tasted. She tentatively scooped some up on her finger and looking directly into Brynn's eyes, placed her finger in her mouth. It was unlike anything she’d tasted, but it wasn’t bad at all. In fact, Amy found it to be a pleasant taste. Brynn watched Amy suck the cum off and dragged her own index finger through the pool of cum on her flat belly. She brought it up to her mouth and licked her finger clean.
“So you like it too, huh?” she asked. Amy nodded and crawled forward to the bed. Her breasts swayed and the long nipples brushed the cool wood floor.

“Can I have more?” replied Amy. Brynn smiled again and gripped her cock tightly. She squeezed it hard and Amy watched as the head flared and gobs of white cum began running from the head, flowing down the thick, veined shaft and over Brynn's slender fingers.
“Help yourself,” invited Brynn. Amy reached over and began running her fingers through the dripping cum. She then licked it off and reached for more. Brynn began doing the same, and in a few minutes, all the cum was licked up. There was still a lot on Amy however, and Brynn got off the bed and slowly, carefully, began licking the cum from Amy's skin.

In the morning, Amy awoke to the gentle touch of Brynn's fingers running across the smooth skin of her breasts. For a second she was disoriented by Brynn's presence in her bed, but then all the memories of the past night came to her and she smiled and turned to look at her roommate. Brynn was looking right at her with a big smile of her own. 

“Hi. I couldn’t resist touching them – hope you don’t mind.”

“Mmnnn’ moaned Amy, ‘not at all. That feels great. How are you?” she asked as she turned on her side to face Brynn. When she turned, her breasts cascaded down her torso in a slow motion avalanche of supple flesh. Brynn stared in awe. Both of Amy's breasts were lying on the bed, the nipples resting near Brynn's belly. They looked like they had gotten even bigger since last night. Brynn forced herself to look away for a moment and looked at Amy's face.

“I’m great. The question is, ‘how are you feeling?’ And by the way, I think your tits are even bigger now.”

Amy looked carefully at her breasts. They definitely were bigger than last night. How much bigger would they get, she wondered?

“Wow, you’re right! I hope this is as big as they get, Brynn. But I feel perfectly normal now, no more pain or anything. The only thing is that these are just a little sore right now,” she said as she gently put her hands under her breasts and hefted them a little. They felt very heavy. “Also, I’m wicked hungry! I want to go get breakfast. You coming with me?”
Brynn looked a little disappointed, as she wanted to stay in bed with Amy and do something about her swelling cock. Touching Amy's tits had started getting her horny again and she really wanted to try tit-fucking her young new friend. She reluctantly agreed to go with Amy to the dining hall, figuring that there’d be plenty of time later for fooling around.

Getting ready to go was a bit of a challenge, though. Amy had nothing that would fit her now, and at last Brynn found an extra large sweatshirt in her room that Amy was able to squeeze into. Even so, the sweatshirt wasn’t big enough and her breasts were being tightly compressed inside the pale blue fabric. It looked like she had stuffed two huge balloons inside her shirt. As they walked the short way through the woods to the main complex and the dining hall, Amy noted that it was very quiet, and except for their cabin, she hadn’t seen any others.

“Brynn, who are the other people here, besides Charles and Susanne, I mean?”

“There are supposed to be three other ‘campers’ here, but I’ve never seen them. Amy, until yesterday, I haven’t had anyone but Chuck and Sue to talk to. There a few people that work in the kitchen, but they don’t stay here, and of course there are the security guards, but that’s it, as far as I know.”

“That’s weird. What do Charles and Susanne do here, besides watch over us?” 

“I don’t know. They spend most of their time in the office, I guess. I’ve never been to their cabins.”

“So where are the other cabins anyway? I’ve only seen ours and the main building where we eat.” Amy asked. As she walked, she tripped over a root sticking up from the path and stumbled a bit. The unfamiliar weight on her chest made her lose her balance and she fell to the ground. Brynn laughed.

“That was very graceful”, she said with a chuckle. “Here, let me help you up.” Brynn reached out her hand towards Amy. Amy took hold and suddenly gave a strong tug, pulling Brynn down next to her.

“You’re pretty graceful too”, she replied, laughing. Both girls giggled a bit and started to get back to their feet. Brynn couldn’t take her eyes off of Amy's massive tits. They bobbled and swayed in the most amazing way. Amy started to brush some dirt and pine needles from her clothes. She brushed some from her sweatshirt and Brynn looked on in awe at the way Amy's hands followed the huge curvature of her bosom.
“God, they’re beautiful”, she muttered softly.

“What?” asked Amy. 

“Sorry, I was just thinking out loud.” Brynn could not get over the sheer volume of breast-flesh that was encased tightly in Amy's sweatshirt. It didn’t look real, and yet she knew it was. A surge of blood pulsed into Brynn's cock and she felt the familiar sensation of an erection starting. She didn’t want to walk around with an erection and tried desperately to think of non-sexual things. Amy noticed Brynn was not looking well.

“You ok?”

“Yeah, let’s just get over to the dining hall. I’m fine. I just have to stop thinking about your tits.”
Amy laughed. “My tits? What about them?” she said, turning back to face Brynn. She put her arms around both breasts and hugged them tightly, squeezing them upwards till the tops of them touched her chin. Amy had a huge grin on her face as she saw the look in Brynn's eyes.

“Stop teasing me, you little bitch.” 

“Who says I’m teasing?” Amy turned away with a laugh.

They soon got to the dining hall and began eating. Other than the few staff working, they were alone. The hall itself was a small area with a few large tables and comfortable chairs. The room was pleasant, with big windows that overlooked the lake. It had a semi-rustic feel mixed with a sort of modern minimalism that applied to the furnishings and décor. After a little while, as they were about to finish, Charles walked in to the hall. He came directly over to the two girls and sat down at the table with them.

“Why don’t you join us, Chuck?” Brynn said facetiously. She looked away from him, dismissively.
“Thank you Brynn,’ he replied, ignoring her rudeness, ‘and it’s Charles, not Chuck.”

“Whatever,” Brynn mumbled.

“Well, how are the new roommates getting along?” he asked in that annoying phony friendly way that people do when they have to pretend to care. Amy was going to reply, when she was struck by an odd thought. Why hadn’t he mentioned the obvious and sudden change in Amy’s physique? She looked at Charles and noticed that he was definitely doing his best to not stare at her chest. Taking a deep breath, Amy puffed her chest up and made a big show of stretching. Charles tried not to look, but it was impossible. His eyes locked on to Amy’s tits as they thrust out towards him. Brynn was staring as well, and once again felt her cock stirring. She wondered what the hell Amy was up to.
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