Warning: This is for fully grown men and women who love huge, growing boobs, and are legally able to look at such material. This is NOT for anyone who shouldn’t be. You know who you are.
Accounts of a Tit Goddess.

Part Two: The Tigers Tale

 A chill came over Tiger, rousing him. His real name was Nathan, or had been. He was twenty five years old, and he’d been burned. The chill did little to help him with this burn, however. Heartbreak is seldom so easily mended.

 He looked out the windows surrounding the top of the pyramid. It was almost dawn. He stood, stretched and, noticing that bats had taken refuge in the corners of the roof again last night, made a note to pick up one of those electronic bat repellents.

 Suddenly, the chill came over him again, and he realized that it was mental, not physical. He’d all but forgotten about the day before! Tiger felt his penis rise quickly in his pants, and he made a decision. He had to look at her. He knew that in twenty minutes, he’d probably be fucking her anyway, but – if his memories of last night were right – she couldn’t be, it was just – 

 He swept up the stairs silently, his mind racing, his heart pounding, and his loin cloth waving like a flag at the end of his pole. Just before his head crested the top of the dais, he saw Willow crouching three stairs up from him, to his right. The man was staring at her, a dreamy smile on his face. And that was when Tiger prepared himself for what he was about to see.

 He tapped his foot on the stair making a small noise to alert Willow. The man looked down at Tiger and immediately looked like the kid with his hand in the cookie jar. Tiger just put his finger to his lips and nodded. When Willow nodded back, he crept up five more stairs.

 She was propped up with a mound of pillows, still passed out. Exhaustion and alcohol would do that to a person. But the reason she was propped up…

 Nathan had sworn off love three years earlier. He’d been used, abused, and broken too many times. He just… couldn’t anymore.

 It was tits. They were the problem. He had this… pathological weakness for boobs of any size, and nipples in particular. A classic oral fixation had kept him chewing gum, smoking weed, and generally gnawing on his own hands since puberty, and he’d never fooled himself about why he did these things. It was because he wanted – NEEDED – to have a big, fat nipple in his mouth, while his hands were kneading an even fatter set of boobs attached to them. 

 High school had nearly driven Nathan mad. He’d lived in California his whole life, not twenty minutes walk from Malibu Beach. The meat on display was provocative, often larger than life. Several of the girls he was in school with either showed off what God had given them, when they had it, or had already gone under the knife at least once to get it. He had always been something of a looker, but he was socially awkward, inviting jokes at his expense, and then dealing with them poorly when they came. 

 A string of relationships had all shared three common quirks. The girl had ALWAYS been exceptionally chesty. She had ALWAYS used it to her advantage. And she had ALWAYS been looking for a chump to get things for her and be oblivious to her cheating. 

 Ok, well four common quirks. He had ALWAYS been that chump. When he graduated, he enrolled at the University of Montana, hoping to get away from a climate and social bearing that positively demanded cleavage.

 Welcome to Sweater Country, Tiger, he’d thought to himself when he walked into his dorm floors commons area for the first time, it looks like you’re SOL.

 Surrounding him had been girls in sweat shirts, sweaters, coats, all manner of clothing that concealed their bodies. The only problem? His fixated mind was so busy trying to find out what size they were, he STILL couldn’t think straight!

 College had the same problems for his first two years. Then Tiff had come along, with her double D’s and her trim little waist. He couldn’t resist.

 He still remembered their last fight. He’d finally snapped somewhere inside. It had been over something trivial – she wanted him to buy her a new dress. Suddenly, he knew, knew, that if he got her that dress, he wouldn’t be the one enjoying the view when she put it on… or when she took it off.

 “No,” he’d said firmly.

 “Why not?” she’d asked.

 It had always mattered to him, what she thought about him, how she felt. He had always just thought he was insecure. If so, he was feeling plenty safe right then. He thought about her question for ten seconds or so. “Because things have changed.”

 “Nathan!” she tried to lighten the mood by teasing him. “Don’t you think I’d look sexy in it?”

 He felt ice in his veins and was surprised at how little it bothered him. “Not for me. For ten other dudes, all of whom will have to pay you somehow for your services, I’m sure…”

 She’d stared at him in amazement, then rage. And then one he hadn’t been expecting: Sorrow.

 It made him feel good. Someone had finally shown her what she was. A man had finally stood up to her. Then, as he sighed and turned away from her, she’d slammed a faux fashion vase, from a nearby display in the store, down over his head. Out like a light. 
 So what had come of that? She’d stolen his car, which also had the added benefit of locking him out of his dorm room, since the key was on his key chain. In his stolen car.

 For three years, he’d stewed in his own lust and hopelessness. The BE community was something of a bastion for him, a fact that he accepted with cold indifference. Yes, he supposed, that was a sad, sad sign that something had to change in his life… but he didn’t care. What was there to care about?

 Breasts, tits, boobs, melons, jugs, pumpkins… those still mattered. Then, six months ago, he’d started to chat with a new addition to the BE Archive Forums. A twenty one year old college student. She was straight up with him, honest, and fun. They were friends quickly. 

 Tiger should have known what he was in for from the beginning. She was obviously gauging him. Finding out why and how he loved big boobs. What were his limits? Was there a too big for him? 

 Melanie had been online for two months, talking with Nathan before she started looking for anyone else. She chose him upfront. She chose better than she could have hoped, as it turned out. 

 It was at that two month point in their friendship that they shared a conversation that Tiger kept with him forever. He’d been online, checking out some new BE stories, and saw her log on to Trillian. He double clicked her contact.

 “Hey,” he wrote.

 “Hey yourself.”

 He went back to his stories. A long message appeared a few minutes later.

 “Listen, I’ve gotta talk to you. I’m going to tell you some strange things. Humor me and assume that I’m telling the truth for a minute. 

 “I found this oil, three months ago or so. It turns out, it makes my boobs grow a bit every time I put it on. I know how addicted you are to big boobs, and I want to have you involved when I start using the oil again. I know this sounds weird, but, I admit it. I’m really addicted to BE now.”

 At first he’d thought she was crazy. But she seemed so honest and sincere as they talked. 

 Looking at the monstrous tits on the dais in front of him, nipples drip, drip, dripping away, he thanked whatever Gods were out there for the choice he made. The guys had just started to get used to waking up every day to find their Mistress even more swollen than the day before.

 They were coming to terms with the fact that she was growing more and more quickly. 

 There was no way any of them could have been ready for the spectacular results of yesterdays experiments. 

 Tiger expected her to be overcome when she woke up. Overcome with WHAT, he wasn’t sure.

 She had told him, two days after their first open conversation about her dream of growing tits, about her master plan. His own emotional reactions still baffled him.

 “I want to get a bunch of you guys, and I want to move out to somewhere private. Somewhere where I can just have sex and grow.”

 Nathan had been overcome with lust, but he allowed his reason to speak first. “But… what about a job, a life? A family, or anything?”

 “It’s weird. Until I found this oil, I wasn’t interested in sex. All that stuff? A life and all? It’s all I really thought about. But, I’ve been thinking about this for months. As soon as I knew it would make me grow, I stopped using it… But then I wanted to again. I wanted to feel it again, the rush of pleasure. And I wanted to be bigger, too. So I started looking into the stuff in the oil, and found the BE Archive, the Overflowing Bra, all of those. What can I say? It turns me on so much… and… It’s what I want to be, I suppose.”

 “So… what would you do? I mean, if you weren’t going to just live a normal life?”

 “Grow, and make love. Just… be a Tit Goddess to a bunch of lucky men. Do anything and everything for them. And they’d just take care of me. Whatever I needed.”

 It wasn’t realistic. He knew that. 

 And another part of him realized that it was just a bigger, more extreme version of what women had put him through all his sexual life. Big boobs in return for a big payoff. He should have been angry.

 “I want you to be the first guy. I want to meet with you, and have you get the proof that I’m not lying. So I can prove it to the other guys.”

 “I’d be your slave.”

 Silence. He’d waited for five minutes before finally going on. 

 “Is that what you’re looking for? A bunch of guys to just… be your slaves and have sex with you whenever you want?”

 “No! I’d… take care of you, too. I’d be the perfect sex goddess for you guys! Always able to satisfy you Boob-Men. And always getting bigger for you.”

 “And for yourself.”

 “For all of us.”

 Ten minutes of silence. Finally she wrote, “Are you still here?”

 “I’m here.”

 Another ten minutes. “Are you mad at me?”

 “No. I’m just thinking.”

 They’d stayed quiet for another fifteen minutes, and then he’d said goodnight. He assured her that he was still just thinking, and that she wouldn’t be blocked when she got online tomorrow. He promised that they’d talk about it again.

 On the dais, his Mistress began to stir. He stood and walked forward quickly, bowing next to her, as her eyes drifted to him. She smiled and stretched her arms, then stopped. Her breathing stopped and her eyes grew wide. She looked down.

 “Tiger…” she whispered. “Tiger, look at me.”

 He grunted in sexual desire. It wasn’t intentional. “I see you, Mistress.”

 “Melanie… just Melanie today… I’m feeling somewhat humbled at the moment.”

 He laughed. Openly. Several people woke up around the temple, lifting their heads from their beds or hammocks. Willow stood and walked forward. He bowed as well, and made a very deliberate attempt to keep his breathing even.

 Melanie looked at him in amazement. “What? What’s so funny, Tiger?”

 “Nothing – everything – it’s just… We’re ALL humbled…”

 Willow nodded emphatically. “Absolutely. This is a miracle. It’s unbelievable.”

 Melanie held out her hands. “Help me up, and bring the mirror over to Tiger’s side of the bed.”

They each took her hand and helped her delicately to her feet. She gasped and giggled at her own enormity and the audible spraying noise of her milk hitting the floor as the motion increased her letdown..Willow wheeled the mirror around, and she finally got a good perspective.

 There was silence for a long while. Finally, she looked at Tiger. “Am I bigger than Chelsea Charms? I mean… volume wise.”

 He nodded instantly. “But yours are so much more… massively natural. They’re miraculous, like Willow said.”

 They fell from her torso, a gentle fall from their bases that led out more than twenty inches, and down to her thighs. Each was the width of her hips, forcing a full line of cleavage to form from their base, all the way to their widest point. From behind, it was obvious how large she was. There was no hiding them. 

 Her nipples were still delicate, given her expansive size, but when isolated next to his hand, Tiger guessed they would appear monstrously large. They were not quite as the tip of his thumb. He guessed they would be almost twice as long as they were wide, when fully erect. The aureola around them were the size of silver dollars, soft and relaxed at the moment. 

 The nipples themselves were constantly leaking. Just a drop here, a drop there, sometimes, if she moved quickly and jostled them, a jet of milk would spray out for a second or two.

  “Mistress!” someone called from below.

 The three turned towards the sound and saw Chimney, one of her private guard, quickly climbing the steps.

 “Mistress, the villagers are out front! They want to honor you for your gifts yester-” He stopped as he cleared the top of the dais and saw his Goddess.

 Melanie looked astonished. “They what?”

 Chimney stared, dumbstruck. “My… GOD!!”

 Tiger, Willow, and Melanie all laughed. Chimney let out a long whistle. “Mistress, you are amazing.”

 “What are the villagers doing, Chimney? Why did you rush in here?”

 Chimney smiled, slowly, not quite believing what he was seeing. “They… many of them made you clothing or blankets, or other gifts… I don’t think any of them is expecting THIS, though…”

 Nathan had made up his mind, as he’d promised. And when Melanie got online the day after her proposal had been laid out, he was there, waiting.

 “I want your oath.”

 She’d puzzled at that for a minute before finally deciding to ask him to clarify. “My oath. What does that mean?”

 “It means… things… changed for me. When it comes to women, and boobs in particular. It means that I need to know I’m going to get what I want out of this. I need to know you’ll never abuse the power you’ll have over me.”

 “I can promise you, if you want. But I could just lie, and you wouldn’t even know it. Meet me. Be a part of the fun when I grow again.”

 He stayed firm. “I’m sorry, I have to have your word. This isn’t just a promise. I need to know that you’re choosing to take responsibility for what you could do to me. And I need you to know what it is that I’m willing to give.”

 Melanie had been forever thankful for Tiger, because of this conversation. She would never have been fair to her boys otherwise. 

 “Okay. What are your terms?”

 “No deceit. If you want something, you tell me what it is, I’ll get it for you. Don’t tempt me or tease me to get me to do something.”

 “Can I still tempt you and tease you for other reasons?”

 That had thrown Nathan off his plan for a moment. “Not at first. Not until we know we can trust one another. Rule two is that I’m not looking for love in this deal, and I don’t want you looking. You said you want a bunch of men, and that’s fine. I just want to be one of them. I don’t want it complicated.”

 “Agreed. I want you to worship and lust after me and my growing tits. I don’t really want to get to know you.”

 But things change, don’t they? Tiger thought as Chimney gawked  Sure, the idea WAS that they wouldn’t want to get to know each other… but yesterday morning…

 Melanie sighed. “Chimney… I don’t… remember all that much of yesterday, to be honest. It’s all a blur and I’m not sure what I dreamed and what I-“ she stopped as Tiger picked up a tape from the small table that sat next to her bed on the dais.

 “Golem made this for you. He recorded almost everything yesterday, and stayed up half the night editing it for your viewing pleasure.

 Melanie looked apprehensive. It was never a word he would have used to describe her before that day. Finally, she looked down. “First things first. I need to be milked. Desperately.”
