WARNING: This story is intended for adult audiences. If you shouldn’t be reading this for legal, political, or religious reasons, you should probably just skip it and go play tetris. Seriously.
Sally’s Story
 When I was growing up, my best friend was Sally. We lived next door to each other, and we were together constantly. As we moved up through grade school, I began to develop a crush on her.

 In third grade, I kissed the poor girl, starting both of us down a long path that I never could have foreseen. She squealed, told me I had cooties, and ran off to tell all the girls.

 My crush waned by fifth grade, largely due to a lack of reciprocation, but it didn’t matter anyways.

 See, in Sixth grade, we entered Junior High. And the eighth grade girls had been developing. In some cases, a lot.

 And, as it turned out, I was a breast fanatic. Sally noticed, of course, that every time a C or larger walked into the room, I seemed to become brain dead.  Time passed, we were still friends, but something had changed.

 I moved at the end of my seventh grade year, and spent the next four years in a big city, away from everyone I’d known.

 I had girlfriends – some had some pretty nice bazooms (Cindy was a D, the largest I managed, and she was too much of a bitch for it to be worth it) – but they never lasted long. See, it wasn’t JUST big tits I was looking for. I was looking for my soul mate. And since I didn’t know what that meant, how the hell could anyone else?

 Just before my senior year in high school, I got moved back to my small town.

 I rejoined my class in high school, glad to be back, but also distant. I’d missed a lot, after all. And so had all of my friends.

 But, after two weeks, I began to feel bad that all I’d seen of Sally was quick glimpses. I figured she must have truly forgotten me. Until one night.

 She knocked on my bedroom window – I was on the first floor of our house – at two in the morning. I was zonked, but I woke up after two or three quick raps. 

 I sat up looking around blearily. Finally, I turned to the window. I don’t think I would have recognized her, if not for the eyes. Her face had matured, her hair was now long, and she looked beautiful. 

 For a moment, I really DIDN’T know who she was. Finally, it clicked. I opened the window. “Sally?”

 She looked sheepish. “Can I come in, Charlie?”

 I stepped back and held the window shade back for her. She slipped into the dark room quickly but- my eyes playing tricks on me, I was sure – she seemed to have gotten stuck in the window for a moment. Maybe her clothing caught?

 “I thought you must not have wanted to see me.” I said as she sat down on the bed. I sat there in my undies and nothing else, staring at her. In her alone, I still felt a sense of true kinship. It was as if all the years COULDN’T stop me from speaking.  They didn’t matter.

 She nodded. “It’s… sort of true, I guess. I just… I didn’t know how to talk to you. I was afraid-“

 “That it’d be weird and we wouldn’t have anything to say,” we finished together. And then grinned. 

 I slid forward and took her hand. “Sorry, Sal. I wish I hadn’t let you start to slip out of my life back then.”

 She snorted. “Yeah, but you just had eyes for women with a bit more… character, right?”

 I laughed. “Yeah, good thing I never needed to have eyes for you, huh?”

 In the silence that followed, a great sinking came over me. And I understood for the first time that my childhood friend had started falling for me. Years after I’d fallen for her and gotten over it. 

 I stared at her, imagining I could see a blush. “Wow,” I said at last. “I guess that explains some things.”
 She laughed. “Yeah, I bet… Tell me about yourself, Charlie. Tell me about the city.”

 I sighed and found a place to start. We must have talked for more than an hour, whispering in the dark, leaning against my bedroom wall, while laying across my bed. And it was like old times. Honest to god, like old times.

 Except for that one issue. And we kept dancing around and around it. Finally, right towards four in the morning, I sighed and broke. “Is it always going to be weird?”

 Sally sighed and took a deep breath, holding her arms tight in her coat. She sat up, back to me, and unzipped the coat. My cock jumped the gun and began to tingle right then, but my brain insisted she was just getting comfortable. 

 When the coat dropped out of sight, my brain wasn’t there anymore to complain. Sally, little Sally who, at the end of our seventh grade year, had grown eight inches, but remained flat as a board, was stacked. 

 My jaw hit the bed as she set the coat aside, dressed now only in a night slip of some sheer, see through material. From behind, her massive boobs could clearly be seen.

 I mouthed wordlessly as she turned to me. My eyes were locked with her large, perfect pink nipples, mouthwateringly, ACHINGLY hard nipples.

 She smiled and blushed again – I hadn’t imagined it! – and let me stare for a moment. “32 double F,” she said slowly after a moment.

 My brain whirled. “Holy CRAP, Sally! Wow… But, I mean… this doesn’t mean that I’m just-“

 She put her finger to my lips. “I know that, Charlie. That’s why I needed to talk for so long… when I started to fall for you, I begged and prayed and pleaded for bigger boobs. I knew that’s what you wanted.

 “And when you left… it broke my heart, Charlie,” she started to sniffle and I reached over to my side table to grab the Kleenex. “And it wasn’t a month before I was in B cups, too!”

 We both laughed a bit. I handed her the tissues, taking her hand in mine for a moment as I did so. She blew her nose, then kept going. “But, I only ever made it to a C cup, actually. I thought about you all the time, and eventually, I gave up and started going out with other guys. Nothing ever worked out though...”

 I shook my head. “What do you mean you only made it to a C cup? You’re-“

 “Huge? Yeah… See, I found a kind of cream, Charlie, our freshman year. I’d been a B the whole time, and when I tried this cream on my tits, they grew to a C in less than two days. 

 “But I didn’t see the point anymore, Charlie. I didn’t WANT big boobs any more.”

 I sat trying to puzzle all of this out. It was achingly obvious what had happened, in hindsight, but at the time, I was at a loss. And I was staring at her huge hooters. You try to hold a conversation when you’re a deer in THOSE headlights.

 “So… when I heard you were coming back, I found some again… And I’ve been using it.”
 I shook my head. “What… kind of cream is this?”

 She shrugged, sending massive waves through her tits. “Just an over the counter Japanese breast growth cream. I hear they barely work for most girls.” She laughed, patting her tits for emphasis. It wasn’t lost, though I failed to laugh.

 I was silent for a moment, until Sally took my hands and held them in her own. “So, Charlie, I’m all yours. If you want me, that is.”

 She reached into her coat pocket and drew out a small can of something. She held it out in front of her and I took it slowly. It was the cream.

 “How… how fast, does it work?” I asked, barely able to contain myself.

 She purred, I swear she did. “Really fast. And it feels really good… do you want to put some on me?”

 I nodded absently. She pushed me back on the bed and straddled me. “Well then, you’ve got to do one thing…”

 I sighed. “Anything, Sally.”

 She grabbed the hem of her slip and pulled it over her head quickly, then reached down and slid my cock free of my boxers. I’d probably never been that hard, and I’d definitely never been that turned on. 

 “You have to go all the way with me, Charlie.”

 At her words alone, I started to shudder, my penis clenching as it prepared to release. I bit myself on the cheek HARD and grabbed her hips to steady myself. After a moment, I had control. “Are you SURE, Sally?”

 I hadn’t gone all the way before. Hell, I’d rounded second, but I’d gotten busted every time I tried to steal third. 

 She seemed to reconsider for a moment, her breathing quick, excited. “Yes,” she said breathlessly. “I’ve… never been with anyone before…”

 I smiled. “Me either.”

 She looked down at me, surprised, then slid back and lowered herself. I felt her lips press against my shaft as she began to slide along, rubbing my head against her clit and panting.

 She took one of my hands and placed it onto her breast. “I’m nervous, Charlie, I’m not ready to go… help me out.”

 I began to reach for the cream. “My Pleasure,”

 She stopped me. “No, not yet… I want to be absolutely ready to go when you put it on. And when I feel it start, I’m going to take you into me, Charlie. As I grow.”

 The combined stimulation, dry though it currently was, and her words, had me almost over the top again. And since my hands were reaching for the most amazing pair of breasts I had ever DREAMED to hold, holding on became my biggest concern. 

 I propped myself up on one elbow and brought my face up to her huge, erect nipples. As my face got close, I noticed that both tits bounced with every beating of her heart, her nipples surging slightly, and jiggling pleasantly. 
 I took one in my mouth and Sally hissed, wrapping her arms suddenly around my head and pulling me in. My hands went to her other jug and began to tease it and play with it, bouncing it, massaging it, tweaking the nipple relentlessly. 

 She began to moan and whine and I quickly lifted her free tit to her mouth to stifle her noise, lest my parents bust in on us. 

 Fortunately, her eyes lit up when she saw the nipple, and she took it as fully into her mouth as she could. 

 She was really grinding on me by now, and her juices were all over my cock. She was ready, all right. 

 But was she absolutely ready? Since I had one huge tit corralled with my face and right hand, and her own arms were lovingly caressing her other as she continued to grind into me and suck and bite on her own nipple, I had a free hand. 

 And I let it wander downstairs, until I had my finger over her clit, flicking it, rolling it, massaging it as best I could. 

 Sally shuddered against me, then jerked, her body going rigid. I had never seen an orgasm before, except in porn. It wasn’t much like porn. But, truthfully, I’d have to say it was better. 

 She fell against me, collapsing us both back onto the bed. “Oh… my, Charlie… I didn’t expect THAT!” she said, peering at me over the top of her brilliant cleavage. 

 I grinned. My mood quickly sobered, however. “Sally… do you still want to-“

 “Oh GOD yes, Charlie! Let’s start right now!!”

 She sat back up, my cock still wonderfully wrapped by her wonderful lips, and thrust her chest out.

 “There’s no need to be gentle… in fact, please don’t be. Really rub it in there… oh, and the more you can get to rub in, the more extreme the results, from what I’ve seen so- OH GOOD GOD!!” it was a small scream, but it was a scream.

 I froze, listening, my hands covered in cream, and still glued to her tits. Sally lay as still as me. Finally, after a moment, we relaxed and I began to rub once more. She moaned, but stifled it. 

 As before, she began to rub against me, but this time, I could feel the juices running across my cock and down my balls. She was, in fact, almost there again.

 “Almost there…” she whispered, her eyes watching my progress as I carelessly mauled those tits for all they were worth.

 “Almost…” she moaned, squeezing my hands into her jumbo jugs… “It’s time,” she whimpered finally. 

 I began to remove my hands, but she shot me a stern look. “Don’t stop, Charlie… please don’t stop.”

 And so, my progress slowed, but never ceasing, I continued to work the cream as deep into her flesh as I could.

 “Oh God, that’s it. It’s starting,” she said. I felt her slide forward until my head was perched at her entrance. She started to slide me in, and stopped as my head disappeared within her.

 “Oh, Charlie… I can feel them starting to GROW!! Do you like them?” I nodded. “You don’t think they’re too big?” I shook my head vigorously. “And you’d like them bigger?” 

 She slammed down on me before I could reply, and my hands clamped down on her nipples. Which caused her pussy to clamp down on me. 

 We lay there, clutching each other desperately for a moment, panting, shivering, before she began to slide back up. 

 “It’s the most intense feeling, Charlie… growing was already the best feeling I’d ever felt… but with you IN me…”

 But I could barely hear her. Because her tits WERE growing. They were shaking and quaking despite her slow movement on me. And they were getting larger.

 Without my permission, without SALLY’S permission, my hand scooped up more cream and I began to liberally apply it.

 Almost at once, Sally clamped down on me and came. She moaned and whined, clutching me as tightly as she could, then slumped for a second. As my hands and crotch worked, she began to pump me again. “Charlie…” she moaned softly, “More? How BIG do you want to make me?”

 I was nearing orgasm, but I knew I wasn’t done yet. Without fully working the cream into her tits, I scooped up more, almost all that was left, and began to slather her tits, squishing them, squeezing them, kneeding them as they gradually grew.

 Lost in the blaze of my first time, those mighty tits bouncing atop me, I lost control.

 The next morning came with a banging of fists on my door. “Charles! Your mother wants you out here for breakfast in ten minutes!” my father’s voice boomed.

 I sat up, quickly, thinking the last night had only been some kind of amazing dream… until an equally shocked Sally sat up next to me. Both of our eyes sank to her chest. She had grown. 

 Her eyes slid up my body until they found my own. Her hand lifted my chin until I was looking her in the eye as well. Then she grinned. “I’d better sneak home… don’t get in trouble, Lover boy. After all… I bought a CASE of that cream.”

 She leapt from bed, her new HH cup tits jiggling madly around her. She slipped her slip on, then her coat, and was out my window with only a moments jamming, when she reached her chest.

 I reached for my underwear, unsure of what to do with any of this. But I knew I was happy. And I knew the adventure was only just beginning.

TO BE CONTINUED!!!

