Disclaimer: Under 18, shouldn’t be reading this. Get caught, get burned by the lawman or your parents. (Like that’s gonna stop you, is it)

Maury, Janice, and the Room
“What the hell!?” the woman said wide eyed, staring into the pitch black surrounding her bed and nightstand. She had gone to bed 8 hrs ago, setting her alarm for 7:00 so that she could get up in time to go to work. Her alarm clock went off as planned, but woke her to this blackness that greeted her now. She turned on the lamp on her nightstand. It did nothing to eliminate the darkness, it only served to illuminate the furnishings in this space, namely a table, a chair, a recliner, a TV, a computer on a desk, a complete bathroom set, and a light blue pedestal 4 ft high with a clear dome on top. 
A description of our woman here reveals a woman 5 foot 8 of an average build with dark blonde hair, blue eyes, and B cup breasts, dressed in powder blue, satin PJ’s.

“Don’t be alarmed, Janice” a male voice said

“Who are you?” she asked, frightened. “Where am I?”
“Nowhere in particular” said the voice. “Call me Maury. Your next question, no doubt is “Why am I here?’ Well you are here for my amusement and, depending on what happens and your behavior, you will not stay long. Allow me to illustrate the rest of your situation. You are here until I deem you fit to leave. The pedestal shall produce whatever you want and whatever I want to give you during your stay, and will also serve to dispose of trash.”
“Maury, huh?” said Janice “well you can’t hold me here. Any thing I want out of that pedestal? Gimmie a flashlight.”

“Suit yourself” Maury said as a flashlight materialized on the pedestal “But I’ll save you the trouble of using it” 

As Maury said that, the blackness turned to white as fluorescent lights flickered on 15 ft above the floor. 

“Examine the room, if you like” said Maury
Janice said nothing as she examined every square inch of the room, finding it only 20 ft square, with no appreciable difference in the walls or floor that would imply an opening 

“Great!” she said to herself dejectedly as she sat in the recliner after examining the room for 7 hours. She sighed as she asked “Can the lights be turned off before I go snow-blind, please?”
“Certainly” said Maury as the lights went off

She settled in, asked for a T-shirt and sweat pants, soon to be her usual choice of clothing, and put them on under the bed covers. She then asked if her PJs could be cleaned, which they could be and were cleaned. She then requested a bowl of oatmeal, which was provided. 

Then after reading books, surfing the internet, and watching TV all day, and eating what she pleased, she decided to go to bed wearing her cleaned PJs fitting ever so slightly tighter along the bust line. When she awoke, she found that her breasts itched and tingled. She went to scratch and massage them to work theses sensations away, and found that they felt slightly bigger that the last time she checked them. She asked for a measuring tape and, after checking that the units were accurate, she measured her breasts. Sure enough, they each grew 2 inches around since she arrived in that space. She then had a foggy idea of the reason that she was here. 

“Something in the food, no doubt,” she thought. She resolved herself to eat and drink nothing for the next few days. Aside from searching the room and ordering food & drink, she did as yesterday she went to bed with the measuring tape in her hand, so that it would not be switched out. The following morning, the same sensations were found, with her PJs fitting somewhat tight. She measured her breasts again and fell to the bed in mild horror as she discovered each of her breasts grew 4 more inches around. 
“I know what you are thinking, Janice,” said Maury. “Yes, you are being drugged. But the drug is not in the food as you may have guessed, but in the air. You will fast in vain.”
Seeing her foolishness, she ordered something to eat and water. She dejectedly recreated with the same activities as yesterday, going to bed with the measuring tape. She awoke as before, with tingling itchiness in her breasts. She measured and found another 4 inches growth per breast. Surprisingly, this new breast tissue was soft, yet her breasts were still somewhat spherical, only drooping slightly and just beginning to lap down onto her lower chest and stomach. 
Thusly, she ordered her usual cloths, which came with a bigger shirt to accommodate her growing breasts. She recreated as before and ate her meals, ordering fresh PJs, which came with the shirt bigger and fitting somewhat loosely sleeping with the measuring tape. 

She awoke to day 4 with the usual sensations in her breasts, and the tight PJ shirt, and as became routine, massaged them and measured them. Again she noted 4 inches growth each breast. They now formed a legitimate crease under them.
She repeated the routine of day 3, her bigger PJ shirt fitting somewhat loosely
Day 5 brought the same sensations in her breasts and the same tightness in the PJ shirt, and the same 4 inches growth in each breast. The lower lobes of her breasts hung to just above her navel. 
She repeated the now daily routine: new cloths; TV; internet; reading; meals; new, bigger PJs; sleep

Day 6 brought 5 inches growth, and even tighter PJs. “Great” she mumbled dejectedly. She repeated the daily routine. 
Day 7 brought another 5 inches and brought the lower lobes of her breasts below her naval. 
Her back was beginning to become sore and tired due to the strain of holding her breasts up. This was noticed by Maury. “Sore back, I see” he said. “Here, take these according to the label.” A pill bottle appeared containing small pink pills. The label read “Take once daily for easement of back pain and fatigue due to increasing breast growth.” “Thanks” she said, “Ease pain huh?” she thought, “Probably make them grow more too.” Suspect of the “medicine”, she decided against taking it. 
With this resolve, repeated the daily routine. She now had to lean back slightly in order to walk.  She went to bed and found sleeping on her side, the way she usually slept, to be uncomfortable due to her increased breast girth, and found herself forced to sleep on her back. She was now noticing slight difficulties in breathing at night due to their weight. 

Day 8 brought another 5 inches and more pain in her back. She repeated the daily routine as best she could, going to sleep on her back. 
Day 9 brought 5 more inches, and another problem, she could barely get up out of bed due to the weight and bulk of her breasts. The lower lobes of her breasts now were at her hips and her back view silhouette of her revealed that her breasts were wider than her arms and body combined. 
Upon standing, her back was in so much pain that she had to sit down in the chair. She grudgingly grabbed the pill bottle as she sighed grimly. “No choice if I’m to remain mobile during this ordeal” she thought. She took one pill. Half an hour later she found her pain gone, and more strength to carry her breasts with, and more vigor. She repeated the routine.  
When she went to bed, the difficulty breathing became too much. This was noticed by Maury as she was grumbling to herself about the situation. “Breathing problems, eh?” asked Maury. “uh-huh.” she replied. “Try this,” he said as an adjustable bed appeared in the room. She inspected the bed and, finding it adequately comfortable, decided to sleep in it rather than her own bed as she could sit up and not have the full weight of her breasts on her chest.

Day 10 brought a shock: 8 inches growth and popped PJ shirt buttons. The lower lobes of her breasts almost touched her legs while in bed or sitting, and she could barely reach around them to button her PJ shirt
“Figures,” she said, miffed at the new jump in growth. She grudgingly took another pill after noticing slight soreness in her back again. She repeated the routine, now having to sit sideways to use the computer. She asked for a t-shirt this time to sleep in
Day 11 brought another 8 inches. Her shirt from last night became so tight that she had difficulty breathing that morning and she couldn’t get it of without cutting the collar and having it rip down the middle Her breasts now touched her lap while sitting. She repeated the routine, ordering a t-shirt to sleep in and sleeping in the adjustable bed
Day 12 brought 9 inches and a tighter shirt. She had to again cut it at the collar, and have it rip down the center to get it off. Her breasts now entirely filled her lap and she could barely reach her nipples. She realized shirts were soon going to be a thing of the past, and didn’t order one that day, as it was difficult to put one on yesterday. She repeated the routine, and went to bed topless.
Day 13 brought so much growth that she could not accurately measure it, or massage the sensations out of her breasts. Maury, seeing her difficulties, sent a black, eyeless, humanoid droid to help her measure herself. The measured growth was astonishing: 15 inches. When she stood, the lower lobes of her breasts extended to mid thigh, and extended in all directions nearly as much. 

Day 14 brought 17 inches. Her breasts now reached her knees and even with the medication’s help, it was growing more difficult to walk due to their bulk getting in the way. Noticing this Maury provided a rolling sling to hold them above her legs, which helped. He also provided more droids to help her lift her breasts on and off of it when she needed to sit
Day 15 brought 21 inches. Her breasts’ lower lobes were now at mid shin. Sleeping was growing more difficult with each growth spurt. She was buried in breast flesh while in bed, even though she could to sit up. Maury noticed and provided a new bed. The bottom where her legs went was only 20 inches wide so that her breasts could lay to either side of them. The top, where her back leaned, was a normal twin size bed. In this new bed, her breasts touched the floor.

Day 16 brought another 21 inches growth and her breasts to the floor. They touched the floor 3 ft away from her feet. This presented a new challenge for her mobility, which was met by a new device. It featured a belt that was suspended with suspenders at her hips. This was connected to an apron with a remarkable property. The soft fabric remained stiff and rigid while she stood, providing ample space for walking. The fabric, when she sat, it became as flexible as a bed sheet

This apron was attached to a rolling platform that her breasts would rest upon. This platform also had handles extending upwards to help her push her breasts around the room
Day 17 brought a surprise. Upon standing with her apron contraption, Janice noticed that she could no longer see overtop of her breasts. After the droids performed the measuring and massaging ritual, it was discovered that they grew 40 inches overnight! She tried to sit at the computer, but was smothered by her breast flesh and almost bowled over in the small chair. Maury saw this. “Let me make you more comfortable” he said, as the droids helped her up. The droids moved the computer desk next to the bed and helped her to the bed. The pedestal was moved to the bed, and the TV was raised to her view, so that she didn’t need to move. 

“Thanks,” said Janice.
Day 18 brought 44 inches growth. Her contraption now was beginning to be difficult to push or pull. She was exhausted going to the bathroom facilities, so they were built into the bed. 
Day 19 brought 50 inches growth. Janice could no longer get up and did not need her mobility pills. All she could do was sit back and let her breasts grow

Day 20 brought 60 inches growth, firmly entrapping her in the bed. Maury raised the bed some to keep her breasts from suffocating her.

Day 21 brought a massive 90 inches growth, bringing her breasts 4 ft from the ceiling and covering her mouth for the second waking in a row. Maury again raised the bed and everything she needed

Day 22 brought 110 inches growth bringing her breasts a foot from the ceiling. They smothered her again, and the bed was raised. 

Day 23 brought another 110 inches growth and her breasts crashing though the ceiling. She woke to another smothering. After she was she was raised again, she gasped “how…much….more…do I…..have to take?!”

“You shall see,” said Maury.

She went to sleep, fearful of what tomorrow would bring.

She awoke, this time in a hospital bed and a white hospital robe. Her breasts were back to her normal “A” cups. A doctor was next to her bed checking her vitals. “You’re awake,” he remarked. 

“How long…”she groggily said before being cut off.  
“23 days” said the doctor, “I’m Doctor Nichols. I was told to give this to you upon your awakening from that strange coma you were in” he said, handing her an envelope. 

She opened it, and found a note. Written on it: “Sweet dreams, Janice. Maury, 1624 Frankford Ave. Apartment 9, Philadelphia PA 19124”
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