Cona walked into the science wing. She had been called down, what for, she couldn't phantom. Though some sort of experiment, no doubt. She was simply a test-subject after all.

Once she had reached, a group of scientists had her lie down, before putting her to sleep.

As Cona slept, the scientists removed her clothing and underwear. They were desperate to save a race of tiny alien spiders that had appeared on earth not too long ago, and were quickly withering by the moment due to the dry atmosphere. Though the spider creatures were microscopic, their DNA was incredible, and was likely to be a scientific break through. If a clutch of them could be saved and bred into long enough to be studied - well, the possibilities were endless.

The scientists had found that the spiders didn't breathe air, but lived best in warm moist environments. They did not injest water, but sweet and thick solutions like milk or syrup. The scientists could not manage to get the spiders to survive in jars and ovens for long, but found that they lasted a bit longer when simply held within a human's warm fist.

When the spider race had dwindled down to but ten, panicking, the scientists took on a rather mad idea as their last resort. And so, they called in one of their test subjects.

With two syringes, each holding a sweetened milk solution, as well as two male and two female spider aliens within that (the last two hadn't survived the past few minutes), the scientists injected each into each of Cona's small A-cup breasts. They waited a few moments, before using an ultra-ultra-sound on the woman's breasts to find that the eight spiders were alive and thriving. The scientists released sighs of relief and amazement. They then injected Cona with a serum that would make her breasts start producing milk, before waking her up and sending her off without telling her much save to be easy for the next few days. She was just a vessel after all... As well as the new home to the alien spider race.

---

Cona awoke the next morning feeling much as she had the previous night. Climbing out of bed and looking into the mirror, she cupped one of her breasts to notice that it was still aching slightly. I wonder what the scientists did, she thought, as she began to undress herself and went to bathe. She'd noticed that her breasts had swollen just slightly, and that her nipples were aching, but aside from that, hadn't a clue as to what was going on with her body. The scientists didn't usually disclose the specifics of their experiments - even to their subjects.

Cona climbed out of the shower and dried off, before pulling on a pair of panties, an A-cup bra, and then working her way into her spandex body-suit that zipped up the front and to her neck. With that, Cona went off to work. Everyone around was wearing suits identical to hers.

She was one of the many mechanics on board. She worked mostly with men, and doing typical things, like screwing bolts and testing out machinery. She found little work coming her way that day, and had a fine time, aside from the fact that she felt that she was suffocating.

I wonder whether I'm ill? Cona thought, panting, when she was finally dismissed from her day of work. She quickly made her way to her quarters and began to undress herself, finding that it was her small-sized spandex body-suit that had been the source of her discomfort. But...why? I wear it every day... Cona wondered, looking down to notice just why.

Her breasts were bulging out of the cups of her bra. They had visibly swollen throughout the course of the day, and were aching like hell.

Throwing off the useless bra, Cona began to rub her breasts, unknowing to her, stimulating the mammary glands as well as milk production. She again wondered what the scientists had done to her. They felt...well, she'd never felt anything like it before. They were sort of itchy, and sort of tingling.

With a sigh, Cona told herself not to worry about any of it, before climbing into bed, continuing to absently rub her sore breasts.

The next morning, Cona was surprised to find that her breasts were even bigger. Being that not one of her bra's would fit her anymore, she sent for a B-cup, and found that it fit her just snugly. She struggled with her uniform for a few minutes, before surrendering in trying to zip it up over her new mound. Cona looked down into cleavage that she had never owned before. Cleavage. She had cleavage!
Cona turned to the side in the mirror. She actually looked sort of...well really...Kami, I'm hot!

She had lived her life flat-chested. Perhaps this could possibly be a...gift from God?

Her body-suit zipped up just half-way over her chest, but no further. They hid her nipples, that were hard and visible through the suit nonetheless, but the sexy line of cleavage on her just couldn't be hidden. Cona found that she didn't mind all that much.

She exited her room to notice that her new uniform as well as her new assets were getting her a bit of male attention. Eyes for once were straying to her. ...Not as many as she liked, though. And still, she hadn't gotten asked out on a date.

Her boss also noticed, and questioned her new-dress code.

Cona blushed. "My breasts, well, they - they've gotten bigger," she squeezed the assets together to emphasize upon her point. And was it her, or...had they grown even more throughout the day? They were rounded and beginning to stick out. "My uniform won’t fit me anymore."

Her boss raised an eyebrow, blinking eyes remaining upon her bosom. Cona didn't mind. "Fine," he finally said, almost reluctantly. "I will speak to the scientists and see that you get a new uniform."

Cona nodded, watching as he walked away. There's no rush, she thought, as she turned and headed back to her bedroom.

When she got there and quickly stripped down, it was confirmed. Her breasts were beginning to bulge out of the B-cup bra. She quickly took the thing off, and looked them over in the mirror. They were beautiful. No, they were perfect.

Cona dropped herself onto her bed, and began to idly fondly her nipples. Her breasts continued to feel warm and tingly, which made her just rub them more. It felt so good. I'm so happy, Cona thought, as she fell to sleep.

She awoke to a big surprise. Her breasts were round. Round. No longer were they small little ant-hills that the other girls laughed and snorted at. For once they were visible through her night gown, fat and perky, swollen nipples looking ready to pop off. Cona fondled them in the shower, whispering to the breast-Gods to make them even bigger. She didn't even bother to wear a bra, because as things were going, her babies would have hopefully grown out of a C-cup (C-Cup!) by the end of the day. She pulled on her uniform. The zipper couldn't even hope to start its way over the mounds, so she left it beneath them, plump breasts at attention, and erect nipples hiding for their dear lives on either sides of loose and unzipped pieces of fabric.

Looking her thin, curving, body over in the mirror, Cona released a satisfied sigh before exiting her room.

As she walked, her breasts bounced. Bounced. Kami, it felt wonderful. And today, all eyes were on her. Men were fighting over the chance to approach her, and Cona could just barely keep in excited giggles.

She chose the cutest boy of the bunch. Kei. Their "date" that night consisted of drinks and a walk to her room. By that time, her breasts were nearly out in the opened, the cloth fluttering to flash Kei her nipples every once in a while. The subtle feelings of growth were exciting. Cona didn't at all mind the new weight on her chest.

She invited Kei back into her room, and foreplay commenced. It was like a dream. Kei took turned between fondling and sucking her assets, and she soon spread her legs wide from him. The treatment commenced all night long.

When Cona awoke the next morning, within Kei's strong arms, she could safely call her breasts "big." They were barely cuppable anymore. DD's, Cona wondered in glee, looking herself over in the mirror. It was Saturday, her day off. She went to the mailbox behind her door to notice her new body suit, as well as a note that said that she was to report to the lab building immediately. She quickly got dressed, in the new stretchy and fitting body suit, but intentionally left it zipped down under her cleavage. Getting out a pen and pencil she then jotted down a note for the sleeping Kei.

Dear Kei,

What we had last night was fun. But I'm afraid it's over. Heh, I'm simply too "big" for you.

Cona.

She then exited the room and headed for the lab, flaunting her bosom, and loving how all the men were drooling.

When Cona finally reached the lab, the group of scientists rewarded her with a couple of shocked gasps. She didn't mind, all too accustomed to it by then. They immediately strapped her down on a table, zipped down her body suit, and began to take out various different pieces of equipment, all while murmuring amongst themselves.

There was one thing among the equipment that Cona could actually recognize. A...sonogram?

As two of the scientists spread a clear gel onto her breasts, Cona couldn't help but tremble from the feel. And was it her, or were her nipples swelling?

When the sonogram had finally begun, and one of the scientists was rubbing the instrument up and down her bosom, Cona released a moan of ecstasy. The scientists seemed embarrassed. Cona watched as a second sonogram was begun on her other breast, two devices attached to two different screens.

She was confused though. Why were they doing a sonogram...on her breasts? Was there something inside of them?

Cona shook her head, dismissing the idea. The thought was preposterous. Let them do as they please, as long as I get to keep these babies, she thought, grinning down at her swollen bosom. Though, as she stared at the two screens for each breast, she couldn't help but wonder, What are all of those moving dots? There seemed to be millions.

Finally the scientists had finished, and sent her away, telling her to return at the same time tomorrow. When Cona was gone, they discussed their findings.

"The spiders seem to multiply rapidly, but only in a controlled atmosphere," one said. "They seemed to need an edible environment, little to no oxygen, as well as a space that will continually stretch to accommodate them, the food source continually growing to feed them. Just what could we substitute for breasts?"

There was a murmur of discussion.

"A balloon?"

"It would eventually break. And what would they feed on? We would constantly have to add food."

The leader sighed. "Lets sleep on this and see what we come up with tomorrow."

---

When Cona returned to her room that evening, her breasts felt odd. Tingly. She could practically feel them growing. She could tell that it was from all of the stimulation from the scientists rubbing them during the sonogram. She didn't mind, especially if that meant that they would be even bigger in the morning time.

And indeed they were. Her nightgown was skin tight, and she could barely manage to peel it off of her busom. She walked to the mirror, her chest feeling very heavy, and bouncing cheerfully all the while. They were perfectly round, pleasantly perky - simply immense.

E? Cona wondered, thrusting out her chest in delight. She noticed that her chest had not only grown, but it was much tighter this morning. Her breasts were perfectly round, nipples looking ready to explode. Kami, it would look as though she had hidden large cantaloupes in her body suit.

Trying to get accustomed to the new weight on her chest, Cona made her way to the bathroom and climbed into the shower, all while trying not to lose her balance. She groaned some when the hot water hit them. Kami, they were so tight. They felt ready to burst.
She began to rub them and squeeze them together, moaning all the while. The tingling came back, and Cona found that this made her feel only worst.

"They're - gonna - explode," Cona groaned, but something quite different occurred.

Milk, extremely thick milk, spurted out of her right nipple. After a while, it began to spurt out of her left as well. Cona stared on in shock and confusion. Milk?

