This is a story about Breast Expansion via implants.  If you don’t like implants, this isn’t the story for you.  It’s also male dominant, so if you don’t like male dominant stories, this isn’t for you.  Otherwise, enjoy!  
A Problem Solver
I’m a troubleshooter for my business.  They send me in when problems need to be solved.  So I travel around a good deal.  One time my business sent me in to meet the people I was going to be working with in Decatur.  We went to a restaurant and talked about the usual stuff.  Nothing particularly interesting.  Time went on and different people left until it was just me and this one girl I was going to be working with.  

For a normal guy, maybe she was okay looking.  Her name was Lisa.  About 5’5”, more weight than I like on a girl but not fat, dirty blonde hair that was pretty long and she wasn’t wearing any makeup.  Her boobs were about a B cup and they had that deflated natural look that I never liked. 

It was obvious she was into me.  I’m about 6’3”, I workout a lot so I’m muscular, and so picking up chicks has always been easy.    

Out of the blue I asked her, “Do you ever get tired of just looking okay?”

“What?” she asked edgily.

“Well, you could stand to lose about twenty pounds, you should think about wearing some makeup, and some more exciting clothes instead of those baggy jeans,” I said matter of factly.

She was stunned.  “I can’t believe you just said that to me,” she said dramatically.

“Stop with the theatrics.  You know I’m telling the truth.  And here’s something else – you ever thought about getting a boob job?” I asked.

She leaned over and said, “I bet you have a small penis.”

Then she looked like she was going to slap me and walk out.  But suddenly she stopped.  She picked up her drink and took a sip.  I had her undivided attention.  I reached into my pocket and got out a card.

“This doctor is a great plastic surgeon.  He specializes in extra-large breast augmentation.  You should go see him.  And you should lose some weight.”

Lisa took the card and looked at it.  Then she put it in her pocket.  I didn’t see her again for five months.

***

I’d been called back to the home office because something came up.  But finally I was sent back to Decatur.  When I got into town there was a bunch of work to take care of to get things going.  I noticed Lisa wasn’t with the company anymore.  

But the next day I got a call from her.  She asked me to come by her place when I got a chance.  I told her I had some things to do and that I didn’t know how long they would take.  But that I’d come by when I could.  

I finally got over to her place and I knocked on the door.  There was no answer.  I knocked again.  Still no answer.  I knocked a third time.  Finally I heard a voice say “Coming, coming.”  She opened the door.

She was wearing only a towel.  

“I was taking a bath,” she said.

What a sight!  The towel she was wearing would’ve covered her perfectly fine before.  But now she was different.  Sure she’d lost the weight I told her to lose.  And that was nice.  In fact she lost more than that, so she had that tight willowy look.  The one all women should have.  And on top of that she had a pair of firm, round tits that were either an E or EE cup.  And since the towel had to cover those beautiful jugs of silicone, it rode up on her thigh almost revealing her pussy.

“Wow!  You look great,” I said as she let me inside and closed the door.  “Especially those fake tits of yours.”

“Thank you!  You noticed I got them done.  I’m so glad!” she said obviously overjoyed.  

We sat down on a cushy couch in her living room.  Then she said, “I’m so glad you came over.  I wasn’t sure if you would after our last meeting.  I was such a bitch and I’m sorry.”

“You were a bitch,” I said.

“I know.  What was wrong with me?  Here you were just trying to help, giving me a little perspective, and I snapped at you.  I’m so sorry.  What was wrong with me?” she said putting her hand on my thigh.  The entire time I wasn’t looking at her face.  I was looking at her beautiful cleavage.

“Why don’t you tell me about your boob job?” I asked, still not looking at her face.

“It was easily the best thing I’ve ever done in my life and I have you to thank for it.  You know I used to think that fake boobs looked bad.  And I used to think a natural C cup was the best.  But then one day I found that card you gave me.  It was like a week or two later.  And I thought I’d look that doctor up on the Internet.  Dr. Styles.  You know, just for a kick?  And I looked at all the before and after pictures on his site.  You know how he only does boob jobs that are an E cup or greater, as he says.  At first I thought those chicks looked silly with those obviously fake tits bolted to their chests.  But for some reason I had to keep going back to the site.  Then one day I thought I’d make an appointment just to see what it was like.  I wasn’t going to get a boob job right?  I just wanted to see his office and talk to him.  When I got to the office I met his secretary who has tits the size of her head.”

“Lacey?  Black girl with long wavy hair?” I asked knowing who Lisa was talking about.

“Yeah!  You know her!  At one time I would’ve thought her boobs looked stupid.  But standing right there in the office I thought they looked awesome.  In fact she had to snap her fingers before I broke out of my trance.  I was just staring at those huge fake tits!  But then I got my composure back and remembered I was only there to see the office and talk to the doctor.  So Lacey took my name and not too long after a nurse came to get me.  Her name was Linda, red head, and she had huge round tits too.  Not as big as Lacey’s, but still big.  Just like with Lacey, Linda had to keep snapping me away from her boobs so I could answer her questions.  When we got to the examining room Linda left me alone for a while, and then Dr. Styles came in.  I told him straight off that I was only thinking about getting a boob job, but he stopped me.  He said I should listen to him and then decide.  He said that technology has helped us in every part of our lives.  Why shouldn’t it make us more beautiful?  He said that it’d been scientifically proven that people find women with narrow waists and extra large breasts to be the most attractive in the world.  This was just ingrained in us.  He said that even I was entranced by Lacey and Linda’s boobs.  And he said the only reason I was having trouble committing was because of people scared of technology in our society.  What he said made a lot of sense.  Then Linda came into the room.  Dr. Styles told Linda that they should leave me alone for a bit so I could decide.  But I stopped them by saying, I want a rack just like Linda’s!”

“Speaking of, when are you going to show me them already?” I asked.

“Oh!  I’m sorry.  I’ve been so rude!”  Lisa stood up and lowered the towel to her waist and retied it.  Definitely an EE cup.  They were big and round and firm.  I stood up and felt them, those beautiful silicone tits, and they had that firm but soft feeling silicone jugs always have.

“They feel wonderful,” I said.

“Thank you.  I can’t stop feeling them myself.  That’s why I had to quit work and get a job where I could work from home,” she said smiling.  “I look at pictures of myself before my boob job and before I lost the weight and I can hardly believe that was me.  I look so much better now.  I wear bikinis to the beach and only those triangle top bikinis that show off my tits.  I never wear pants, only skirts and only short skirts.  And I make sure to always show off my cleavage.  I look at women with natural breasts (I don’t even like that word anymore breasts) and I feel bad for them.  Fake tits are obviously the best,” she said licking her lips.

“And bigger is better,” I said.

“In more ways than one.  Now I was really rude to you last time.  I think I said you probably have a small penis which is the worst insult a girl can give to a man.  So why don’t you whip it out and show me I’m wrong,” she said.

First, I finally stopped feeling her tits and I tore the towel off of her revealing her bald pussy.  Then I unbuckled my pants and dropped them showing her my already hard cock.  10” long and very thick.  Her jaw dropped.  Her eyes went wide open.  And a slutty smile went across her face.

“Fuck.  You’re hung like a fucking horse!” she said excitedly.  She held her wrist up to my cock.  “Your cock’s thicker than my wrist!  I was so wrong about you.  I’m so sorry I was such a bitch.”

“Well, bitch, it’s not going to suck itself.  How about getting to work?” I asked.

“Yes, sir,” she said.

She immediately went down on her knees and began sucking.  She wrapped both of her hands around my cock and still had plenty of room to gag on the shaft.  I had my hands on the back of her head guiding her back and forth.  Her lips and her mouth felt amazing sliding up and down my dick.  

Finally I said, “Let me fuck those beautiful tits of yours, bitch.”

“Of course, sir,” she giggled.

I slid my engorged prick into her cleavage as she pushed her tits together.  My cock is long enough that even though her silicone orbs are so big, I was still stabbing her in the throat with each thrust.

“I can’t fucking believe how fucking huge your cock is!  You’re such a stud!” she screamed.

“And I love how big your fake fucking tits are.  You were such an ugly bitch before.  Now you’re one hot, big fake titted slut,” I said staring into her eyes as my cock pumped back and forth between those silicone orbs.

“I want you to fuck me now!  I want you to fuck me with your big fat fucking cock!  I want you to stretch out my tight little cunt!  I’m your silicone slut now!  I’m your booby bitch to do whatever you want with!” she screamed.

I stopped fucking her tits and lowered my cock down to her bald pussy.  She laid back and wrapped her legs around my back.  I slid my fat prick slowly into her tight cunt.  It was easily the tightest I’d ever felt.

“Oh my God you’re huge,” she said, barely able to say the words.

“What was that, bitch?  I couldn’t hear you.  I thought you said I was small,” I said, egging her on.

“No, sir.  That was some small breasted twat who was just jealous because she knew she’d never fuck a stud like you,” she said.

Once I loosened her up I started to pound her holding on to those awesome fake tits.  Then I turned her around and fucked her from behind in front of a mirror so I could see her jugs as I banged her from behind.

“Look at how hot you are, bitch.  How’d you get to be such a babe?” I asked.

“Because I listened to you, sir.  Because I got a big fucking boob job.  And you know what, sir?” she asked.

“What?” 

“I think I’m going to get them pumped up bigger, sir.  Because your cock is enormous, but my tits are only big,” she said with her slutty smile.

Finally, I pulled out and launched string after string of cum all over her face, her tits, and in her hair.  Then I slapped her cum drenched face with my still hard cock.

“Thank you for fucking me, sir.  I’m so sorry I was such a bitch to you that one time.  I hope I can make it up to you someday,” she said.

“You can start by calling up Linda so we can have a threesome,” I said.  

We fucked plenty more that day.  

So that’s me.  I solve problems.  One of the problems in the world is that there aren’t enough women with big fake tits.  This is a problem I aim to do something about.          

