Robin eyed Chopper as rolled the small balls in his fingers.
“Perfect!” he exclaimed, holding them atop his head. Robin smirked, slowly edging closer to the young mandeer.

“What are you doing….Mr. Doctor?” Robin questioned him, Chopper jumped with a yelp.

“Oh! Robin….I didn’t see you arrive.” He laughed quietly. Robin smiled; she often enjoyed creeping up on Chopper and sprouting a limb in front of him to shock him. “Well….I was just making some new Rumble balls and nothing else.” He laughed again, more nervously than before. Robin nodded silently, a hand plucking one of the balls from his hands.

“I always wondered what would happen if I tried one of these.” She eyed it suspiciously. Chopper’s eyes widened as he tried to take it from the woman.
“No! You can’t! I told you, it’s only tailored for me!” he scowled, trying to grab at it again. Robin simply smiled at him, putting it back in his hand.

“Don’t worry, I won’t eat it without your accord, I just thought you might have been wondering what effects it may have on somebody else.” Chopper considered it for a moment before shaking his head.

“Nope…too dangerous.”  He instantly dismissed the idea.

“But how do you know…you’re smart, I’m sure it would be of great use to have me test it.”

“Well…..I don’t know what will happen and you might get ill from it…” he warned her. Robin closed her eyes and smiled.

“And I’m sure my Doctor will nurse me back to health.” She simply replied. She leant over to Chopper, Chopper attempted to look away when her cleavage was thrust in his face but it was too much, he liked Robin.

Robin placed one of the rumble balls on her tongue before crunching into it. Chopper watched with fascination as she winced with the taste, he kept an eye on her throat as she swallowed the rest.
“Do…you feel anything?” he asked.

“It’s awfully bitter.” Robin complained. “But no….I don’t feel any different.”

Chopper sighed heavily.

“I thought you’d get some fun amazing new technique.” His voice was low and quiet; it was obvious that he was expecting something to happen.

“Well…at least you know that other devil fruit users aren’t affected by it.” She smiled again. 

Later that day, Robin relaxed in her room, silently reading her book. Nami and the boys had long since gone to bed but Robin kept awake, at this point of the novel the woman had been taken by the huge man into his underground lair where all manner of vile things had been forced upon her. Robin bit her lip, trying not to let her mind wander as she read the juiciness. She let out a chuckle as the woman had been hooked up to some sort of machine, her breasts being milked of their fluids.
Robin took a sip of her wine, with every sip she shuddered, the taste was exquisite for a bottle of such an age, but something was holding back the flavour. Robin looked downwards, past her pale green tank top, and to a position just above the navy pants she wore with it. Her stomach.

“Could it be that Chopper’s rumble ball has affected my tastes?” she wondered out loud, her fingers circling her stomach. She took another sip of her wine before going back to her book. It was probably just a small side-affect to the ball.

A few chapters later and Robin was starting to feel the effects of the drink, her head was lightly spinning, and her top felt somewhat tight.

Tight? Robin looked down, that wasn’t right, this top was loose fitting, and she knew that when she first put it on, her fingers ran over the fabric. Sure enough it was seemingly smaller, was it the alcohol tricking her mind? 

Robin’s fingers trailed over her breasts, the archaeologist letting out a content sigh as her touch send shivers down her spine. She felt somewhat more sensitive than usual. It was intriguing.
Robin’s finger’s brushed over her nipples. Robin let out a surprised yelp as she felt her nipples instantly harden. Robin looked down; they were distinctly poking out of the fabric. She knew it was simply the book doing things to her mind, it had to be. But nobody was around so she continued.

Robin let out a small moan, her fingers pinching herself roughly as she moaned again. Suddenly, she felt somewhat lighter in her breasts. Robin looked down before letting out a small scream at the wet stains on her shirt. She couldn’t be….…

“Mr. Doctor.” Robin called Chopper the next morning. Her outfit had changed, surprisingly her breasts had returned to their normal size. This time she wore a tight fitting deep purple one piece dress that seemed to cling to every mound of skin it covered. Chopper looked up at her. His nose practically bleeding at the fabulous upskirt shot he saw as he looked up at her. 

“You….you’re skirt sure is short today…” he tried looking away. 

“Mr/ Doctor…I need to speak with you…” Robin looked to the rest of the crew; Luffy and Usopp were busy dancing with Franky to one of Brooke’s songs. Nami was currently being harassed by Sanji as usual and Zoro…well... Robin didn’t really care about what he was doing; he didn’t seem to care about what the others got up to and was usually either fast asleep or training himself.

“What’s wrong Robin?” Chopper asked. Robin crouched down to him. 

“It’s a delicate matter.” Robin whispered. Chopper nodded.
“Is your furry front bottom hurting?” he blurted out. Robin was silent. 

“Not quite…could we go somewhere more….private?” she asked, pointing to one of the rooms. 

Robin closed the door behind her, making sure to lock it.

“It was my breasts.” She told him.

“You’re…..breasts?” Chopper eyed her.
“Last night….” Robin looked away. “I think something happened to my breasts.” 

“Like what?” 

“They…..grew.” Robin was biting her lip. Chopper just looked at her like she was insane.

“Are you sure? They look about the same size as normal, not that I’d know because I’ve never secretly touched them when you were asleep.” He started rambling.

“But….I think it may be some reaction to the rumble ball.”  Robin exclaimed. Chopper sighed.

“Well….I’m sorry Robin…but I don’t see anything wrong with you.” He simply stated. “You’re welcome to stay here tonight if you don’t feel well but I can’t help you if you are holding ridiculous claims like that.” He made for the door.
“But….I’m not lying.” Robin felt rejected; the one person she could trust didn’t believe her. 

Robin sighed glumly as she sipped at her wine, well, sip was a delicate word as she was very nearly finishing the bottle, another lay discarded on the table next to her. Robin closed her eyes in a somewhat drunken state, hoping that resting her head would eliminate the headache she’d gained. 

Her clothes, again were feeling tight. Robin screamed as she leapt from the chair. Her breasts HAD grown, even she could tell, and the tight leather of her clothes was stretching. Robin gasped. 

“Mr. Doctor!” she screamed, running to the deck, her breasts hadn’t stopped. Robin knew she just had to pray that the ship would be somewhat deserted at this time.

Robin held onto the side of the ship as she slowly made her way down the stairs. Her breasts had grown too large now and so she couldn’t see where she was stepping, surprisingly enough, the fabric managed to contain her breasts, but already she could hear feel it starting to give way.

“Chopper!” Robin screamed at the small Reindeer who looked up from his work. His eyes nearly popped out at the sight.

“Rob…Robin!?  What’s happened to you!?” he exclaimed. Robin just let out a growl.

“I….I told you.” She simply stated. Chopper nodded, quickly transforming to his human form and escorting her to the surgery, locking the door behind him.

Robin felt the leather rip, flesh pouring out as two huge basketballs of breast bounced in front of her and the Doctor.

“Can…you help me?” Robin asked, her breasts were still growing. 

“You’re…..so big.” Chopper noted.

“Yes…I realise that….” Robin replied. Chopper thought for a moment.

“What do I do?” he asked.

“Sorry?” Robin blinked; her breasts were starting to hurt her now. The raven haired girl immediately leant against the wall. Hands sprouting to help her hold up the heavy balloons she had now gained.
“I’ve never had something like this before!” Chopper exclaimed, panicking, “I don’t know what I’m doing!” 

“Chopper…” Robin sighed. “Please…”

Chopper was dashing around in circles now, trying to gather various utensils. Robin bent over, her breasts pulling her to the ground.

“I….I’m scared.” Chopper whimpered.

“YOU’RE scared?” Robin glared at him. It was then that Chopper thought of something.

“Wait, the rumble ball’s properties usually only last a few minutes.” Chopper told her. “We just have to wait a little bit.” He laughed nervously.

“Wait…but….” Robin was almost crying. “I look like a monster.” She said. Chopper nodded.

“I think you look nice.” He grinned. Robin rolled her eyes. Suddenly, Chopper dropped the utensils he was carrying.

Robin let out a yelp as his huge hands touched her. 

“What….no…Chopper…not now.” She cried. Chopper ignored her.

“So soft….” He simply stated. Robin moaned softly.

“No….I’m a….monster…” she gasped as he continued to toy with her.

“We are both monsters now…” Chopper mumbled. His body behind hers, his huge arms keeping the every growing flesh in place. At one point he would have said that his hands were bigger than her breasts, but now the flesh continued to pour over him, his hands becoming lost under her.

Robin moaned heavily, her back leaning against him, trying to support her excess weight, she could feel his hands running over her, his constant mumblings of softness, and her fingers joined him.
Chopper located her nipples, his fingers pulling and teasing her. Robin moaned heavily as she felt her excitement grow. 

“Do….Don’t stop.” She whispered. 

Robin closed her eyes, she felt somewhat lighter as milk erupted from her. Chopper was in awe, his fingers soaking as he watched the woman deposit herself in the surgery.... that would need some explaining in the morning.

Robin collapsed into his arms, her breasts eventually returning to their normal size as the effects of the rumble ball wore off. She smiled at him, exhausted as he flashed her an awkward grin.

“You were very soft…I liked that.” He laughed.

The next day, Franky complained about the odd liquid that was amassed upon the ship. Both Robin and Chopper simply pretended they had no idea what he was talking about.

“Hey Chopper.” Luffy looked at his friend, who was downing a pint glass. “I thought we ran out of milk?” he complained.

“Oh….Reindeer milk....” Chopper simply replied, one hand licking up the rest of the glass, the other wrapped around Robin’s waist, the tips of his huge fingers caressing her breast. “From a secret source.” He added. Robin smiled, cuddling into her doctor. 

That night, when both became ‘monsters’ Chopper asked her a simple question.

“Robin….what do you think would happen if you had three rumble balls?”  

The End

