Andy’s Story
FlashBigger 07

WARNING!! The following story is a straight up story about breasts growing to a positively ridiculous size, in a completely unrealistic manner. If you are too young to be reading this, don’t. Go play video games, or listen to music, or write the next great American Novel… and it had better not be porn!! You have been warned!!
Let me tell you about my girlfriend Andy.

 We started to go out about two years ago. We worked in the same office, laughed at the same jokes… it just happened one evening. And who knew? It got serious.

 After we’d been together for just over a year, her petite breast size came up in a serious conversation for the first time. She caught me staring at a woman with a much larger chest. She had probably been a D cup. 

 I apologized, but it was clear I’d hurt her. I couldn’t bear to see her freckled face, framed by sporty red hair, so sunken into misery. I resolved not to look anymore. But Andy said it wouldn’t do any good. The reason she was upset was because she wished she NEEDED a bra, at the very least. We talked about it for a long time. How much did big boobs turn me on? What ABOUT them turned me on? 

 Eventually, the concept went to implants. Now, I love ‘em big. Lord knows. But the idea of implants just… didn’t appeal to me. Not over her health and happiness. So I spent my energy trying to reaffirm what self confidence she had. I spent my time trying to make her see how beautiful she was. And I mean that honestly. She’s a knockout, my Andy. 

 Then, in September, the company we worked for informed Andy that she’d been transferred to another store. It was a little over two hours away, by car. We figured we could handle that much of a long distance relationship. We promised to try to see each other every weekend.

 By October, we’d both gotten so involved with work that it became every OTHER weekend. But I did everything I could to make her feel at home in her new town, visiting as often as I could, bringing her flowers, even decorating her place for her, somewhat. 

 Still, it was getting tough. But at the end of November, I got a taste of things to come. Andy called me up.

 “Hey, Hunk, what’s up?”

 I smiled and told her honestly. “Mm… I’m imagining you naked…”

She chuckled. “Well, that’s interesting… That plays in with a surprise I’ve got planned for you.”

I raised my eyebrows. “You do? When do I GET this surprise.”

“By Christmas,” she promised me. “I’ve been working on it for awhile, and it’s just starting to come together.”

 I was intrigued. 

 When Christmas Eve rolled around, Andy was finally able to get away from work. She took the train and I picked her up. As I went to embrace her, she held out her bag, “Could you get this? I’m exhausted…” I took it, bewildered, and climbed back into the car, where she was already waiting.

 “You know what, Handsome?” she said innocently.

 “What?” I said as I started to pull out  of my parking space.

 “Let’s skip dinner… take me home and go to bed with me!”

 That sparked my motor. “Oooh… You got it, Andy.”

 When she had me back home, she pulled me up to the bedroom by my belt, hunched over in her huge coat. I came willingly enough, thoroughly shocked to see this side of her.
 Finally, we arrived, and she pushed me back onto the bed. Then she pulled her coat open. And she had tits. Andy’s non-existent pretend A cups had become full C’s. They were capped by delightfully enthusiastic aureola that stuck out in puffy domes from her breasts.

 I stared, open mouthed. “What the… how?”

 She climbed up above me, straddling me, and began to work down my pants. “I’ve been using one of those vacuum bras, and taking pills, and drinking milk with growth hormones in it. I listen to hypnotic suggestions in my sleep. I’ve been doing everything I can to grow my boobs, and this is how big they’ve gotten so far!”

 I was looking – in fact, I was doing MORE than just looking. I was really finding out. But something she’d said struck me. “So far?”

 ‘Oh yeah!” she said, hugging them to her tenderly. “I’m not NEAR done yet. As long as my treatments keep working, I’m going to keep going.”

 That had me hard and throbbing, beyond even what seeing her new tits had done. I couldn’t believe it.

 “And I’ve got another surprise for you, Lover,” she whispered as she pushed my face into her tits. “I’m moving back. And I want to move in with you… If you suck on and massage my tits, every single day, they’ll grow even FASTER, I’ll bet.”

 I arched my back involuntarily at the thought and pressed into her tight entrance, through her underwear. She panted and tore her panties, shedding them and sliding onto me as quickly as she could. We fucked for nearly twenty minutes without a break, which, while not incredible, hadn’t happened in some time. We just hadn’t had time for that kind of a work out.

 And she talked to me during the whole thing. Well, maybe not to me… It seemed to me that my little Andy was coaxing herself towards orgasm.

 “Just imagine them when they’re bigger… and BIGGER… and they STRAIN my shirts, and my nipples stick OOOOUT AAAAALLLL the TIIIIMME…!” She was rocking in time with her words, clawing at my hands, which were glued to her boobs. “Bigger and BIGGER, until I’m HUUUUUGE!!! GIIIIIIIIANT!!!! ENORMOOOOUUUUS!!!” 

 She came, clamping down on me, my lips sealed up against her right nipple.

 And so Andy moved back in. She continued to do everything she’d been doing – taking pills, using the vacuum bra, creams, herbs, and hypnosis. But she also started a few NEW practices. The first was fifteen minutes of massaging from me in the mornings and evenings, using a complicated technique that was supposed to increase blood flow – and help development – in the breasts.
 The second was practically FORCING me to suck on and play with them. We averaged probably an hour or two of this a day. 

 And the third was something she’d just acquired through a contact she didn’t want to tell me about. It was an experimental hormone cocktail that had been designed to make women’s breasts grow. But it had been shut down, due to risks of breast cancer – which were considerable. 

 I tried to get her to change her mind on them, but I couldn’t do it. She was insistent that everything that could be done, would be done.

 And she blossomed. In the week following when she began taking them, she expanded from a loose D cup, to a full to bursting EE cup. Needless to say, her daily routine began to be filled with even MORE breast obsession. By the time she’d hit an H cup, she was fired from her job for being unreliable. The truth was, while I was at work, she would stay home, meditating, practicing whatever rites, rituals, or massage techniques she thought would help them.

 But we’d run into another issue. Around a G cup, her vacuum bra had started to fall off frequently, due to her vast size. I was sucking and fucking them an extra amount each day to try to supplement her failing results – although from her continued development, you’d never have been able to tell. But Andy INSISTED that they had slowed a bit. 

 Now, just after the loss of her job, I came home one day to discover a strange machine in the living room. Andy was hooked up to it, her whole tits each pulled tightly into a massive vacuum pumping tube. 

 She was rolling and moaning on the couch underneath them. I ran to her, thinking she was in trouble, and turned the machine off. 

 Andy shuddered and relaxed. “Oh, you’re home! But why did you turn the new pump off?”

 “New pump? Don’t you think this is getting out of hand? I mean, what IS this thing?”

She raised an eyebrow. “This is a dairy cow pump I had specially modified by a friend. And the cups are expandable, see?” She demonstrated the ratchet closing of the ends. 

 I pulled the tubes away from her breasts. They were flushed bright red, with beat red nipples on the ends.

 “Look at what you’re doing to yourself, Andy!”

 She crossed her arms. “Well, I like it. I want it to keep going. So the choice is simple, Mister. Are you with me, or am I going to keep going alone?”

 What would you have said, huh? I helped her put the cups back on. And I helped her put an extra large dose of her creams on first. And I helped her with her two extra pills.

 In a month, she’d gone up to a double K, her tits now massively hanging at just under her naval, huge in proportion to her tiny body. Huge by anyone’s standards. 

 I continued to fuck and suck and play with and massage and feed and rub and clean those tits, eventually giving up on trying to dissuade her at all. Whenever I asked her how big she wanted to get, she’d simply say, “As long as it’s all working, I’ll keep doing it.”

 In three months, she’d graduated from bra’s altogether. Her tits were on her thighs, full, fat, pendulous masses that were more than a foot and a half tall, and stuck out straight in front of her by the same amount. She barely left the house anymore, finding it too much of a hassle. But that made sense. She’d increased her diet gradually, intent on helping with her calories too. This had just been in the past week. Suddenly, their usual downward growth had shifted almost entirely to outward growth. And no matter how much Andy seemed to eat, they just kept growing.

Then, one day, just as Andy was beginning to think she’d need a new, far more vast pumping machine, the unexpected happened. Her huge, fat, quaking tits began to spray vast quantities of milk up into the tubes. She squealed with joy and called me at the office to let me know. I hurried the meeting up, even though it was with senior staff, and got out of there as quick as I would. And they promoted me! Apparently, in my hurry, I’d given the impression of not wanting to waste their time, or more importantly mine. They thought I was heading places. 
 When I got home, Andy had nearly filled the bathtub with her rich, creamy milk. I put my head in and drank and drank, then sucked straight from her nipple for a solid hour. And I decided never to do that again, when I realized how much milk, full of fat, I’d just had. 

They proceeded to grow even faster. And Andy just kept on eating more. She’d grown down to her knees, and had suddenly become sensitive, apparently from the lactation. I would watch her sitting on the couch with a bowl of potato chips in her tits, watching TV. She was topless, now, always topless, always rubbing in creams and taking pills and letting her machine pump her constantly, while she ate.

 As she watched, occasionally, she’d start jiggling her huge tits. She’d start slow, but gradually speed up, rubbing her crotch back and forth along the couch as she did. In a minute, she’d be panting and mauling her own tits, their thrusting nipples spraying milk wildly into the tubes attached to them.  She’d scream as she came, then start eating again. 

Now, Andy had gotten really interested in breast expansion before she’d started all of this. It’s what had led up to her trying all of these crazy things.

 And she’d kept a meticulous record of her growth, having me snap pictures every day, from the same place. One front, one profile. The camera went from knees to shoulders, and it occurred to me that soon, we’d HAVE to move the camera. Her tits were almost out of frame.

She’d become a legend online. The Breast Expansion Dream, they called her. And she asked me a really weird question one day. “Would it be okay if I had some girls over?”

 I shrugged. “Which girls? Anyone I know?”

 She shook her head, her boobs quaking. “Actually, girls I’ve met online who want to blow their tits up like I have. I’m going to try to teach them my methods.”

I raised an eyebrow. “And how will you do that?”

“By making them take care of my tits, and make sure I’m fully attended to, all the time.”

I shook my head. “You cheeky witch. Sure, help them grow. The more, the better, that’s what I say.”

And she did. Within a year, I’d gotten enough of a raise to move us into a really nice, huge, open penthouse in an awesome downtown building. The doorman had been told my wife was a recluse who was a grief counselor for women. If he noticed anything, it was only that each of the girls coming and going seemed to be bustier, every time he saw them. 
Andy, though, had gone overboard. She ate almost constantly, but no part of her seemed any larger, except her tits. They were on the floor in front of her when she stood straight, and she could only just see over them. In another two months, I doubted she’d even be able to do that. 

 I fucked her tits, from nearly four feet away from her body, and squeezed and tugged her huge, ever milking nipples. She came four or five times just from that. 

Her two first disciples, girls named Jennifer and Trisha, began oiling her tits up with a new flower extract that was supposed to help tits grow. Andy had only been on it a few days, but she swore it was helping. And who was I to argue?

 I slapped one of their asses, as they passed, Trisha, I think. Her tiny HH cups bobbled heavily as she yipped and jumped.

Jennifer winked at me. “Whaddaya think?” she said, thrusting out her tits. I nodded. 

“How big, now?”

“A 36JJ!” 

I gave her nipples a long tweak and said, “Good for you! But don’t forget to help Andy. She’s still not done, you know.”

The girl nodded gravely. “I know. When I started, I said, ‘I’ll get as big as she is now.’ But the bigger she gets, the bigger I WANT to be. Forget just down to my knees! I want to fill a gym!”

I smiled. It was a good life.

Eventually, Andy did start to slow down. By her twenty eighth birthday, four years after she started, they were only growing an inch a week. Of course, she had filled our penthouse by then, and her followers had grown into a full blown religion. 

Andy was sad about it, at first, but then I pointed out that she hadn’t gone twenty waking minutes without an orgasm in three years. She thought about that and nodded. “Besides,” she said, “I doubt anyone else will ever get any bigger than me.”

Jennifer, her tits filling two large cargo nets above us, said “I don’t know, Mistress. I hear there’s a girl in Japan who’s almost HALF as big as you.”

Andy was silent. Then she grabbed my collar and pulled me down. “Go find me something else to make me grow. I need to get as big as possible.”

I sighed. A mans work is never done.

