
The wall was cold on Greg’s face. He stirred on the ground. He was propped up in the corner of an old, small jail cell no bigger than a small motel room. He shook himself awake and pulled himself up the bars.

Only 4 or so feet in front of him on the other side of the room, a slim beautiful girl was chained to the wall, hanging loosely by her wrists. Her long blonde hair draped over her face. Greg stumbled over. Looking at her he notice the she was a beautiful young woman, dressed in expensive business attire too, but she was nothing special, or at least not his type.
Looking at her chained arms, Greg noticed that there was something else attached to her arm – an IV entering her wrist. He followed the line with his eyes. It lead straight to a large vial further down the wall. There was also small tape recorder hanging nearby. He pulled it down and hit play. Imediately he heard a click from the mounted vial.
“Hello Greg, I want to play a game….”

“Oh shit.” Greg, like everyone else in the state by this point, knew exactly what that meant.

“…You’ve decided to spend your life exploiting the fallen entertainment. You buy and sell the bodies of ‘ideal’ girls, trafficking pictures and videos of them, not only convincing those of your standards to disrespect themselves, but also projecting a false image of beauty to the general public. Girls like this young Natalie you see in front of you have been tainted into thinking that the beautiful bodies they have are worthless without the ‘assets’ you worship. Natalie had applied for ‘corrective’ surgery, but I thought I might save her the trouble and do it myself. All I want you to do is concentrate on what is really important…”
“Huuhhmmm?” The girl was starting to wake.

“… Your choice Greg: Live or Die?” The stop button automatically popped out indicating the end of the tape.

“Huh…? What’s going on?” Natalie started to panic, struggling with her chained arms. 

Greg ran over and held her still and tried to calm her.

“What are you doing to me?!”

“Nothing! I just woke up here too. There was a tape. Something about ‘assets’ and concentration or …. something. I don’t know,” Greg wasn’t very calm himself, he knew time was important, “ And that thing.” He pointed to the vial. He noticed that the plunger was ever so slowly moving down.

“Shit!” He looked back at her, “Are you okay? How do you feel?”

“Considering I’m chained to a wall?!”

Greg was not impressed by the attitude. He went to find a way out. Naturally he went to the barred front of the cell. Dead center there was a set of dials and lights - 10 sets of them. They were all set to zero and there were no lights were lit. He turned one. A red light lit up immediately. He turned the next one to the same number and a green light lit while the first red one went out.
“I get this!” Greg had owned a mastermind set when he was younger.

“What on earth are you talking about?” She was not nearly as impressed. Suddenly her expression changed, “I’m not feeling so great anymore”.

“Huh?” Greg turned around. The vial was noticeably smaller.

“My chest feels tight.”

Greg walked over. “What do you mean? You can’t breath?”

“Uhh… my chest. My top feels like it’s strangling me.”

He looked down and was startled to see a nice round pair of tits peeking out of the top of her white pressed dress shirt, slightly too big for her silky white bra. He stared.
“Ugh!”

He looked back up. She was in pain. “What’s wrong?!”

“My bra!”

He looked back down to see that flesh was starting to bunch out the top. “Fuck!” Her boobs were growing right before his eyes.

“Please!! Take it off”

He quickly untouched her shirt and with some trouble released the clasped. Her tits dropped free and he heard her sigh. He stepped bake and awed at the fistfuls of flesh slightly lifting her shirt. Seeing how much was left in the vial he turned back to the dials. He turned a few more, lighting up some more red lights. He stared switching them between the dials until he got 3 green lights.

He looked back. Natalie was staring frightened down at her chest. Her tits were pushing out on the fabric now like they were being filling like balloons. He shook himself and looked back to the dials.

He found two more numbers and started to place them. He could hear her breathing becoming louder behind him. He looked to see how she was (or so he told himself). Her shirt was becoming taught and her tits were starting to poke out through the fabric as her boons approached the size of basket balls. The spaces between the buttons were starting to show flesh. Natalie’s face was skewed by the weight and stress. He had never been so horny in his life.
He turned back to work hurriedly turning dials – the wrong dials. He lost 2 numbers. “Fuck!”

Natalie moaned in response and 2 buttons released and a long line of cleavage was set free.
He found the numbers again but his hands were trembling.

5 green.

5 green, 1 red.

Another button released

6 green – he refused to look back at the mounding flesh almost pouring out of her shirt. 6 green, 1 red.

5 green, 2 red – he couldn’t think. Her shirt finally gave way letting her enormous tities fall down almost to her knees, rounded out twice the width of her skinny frame. She cried as the weight fell. You could see them getting closer and closer to the floor with no signs of stopping.

Greg kept tuning the dials though, the best he could.

Natalie’s flesh touched the cold cement and moaned in pleasure as the mass started to pile before her. Inch by inch they expanded forwards.

8 Green.

Greg felt the flesh press up against him. The flesh piling higher and higher – a nipple was poking him in the back. There was very little room left in the cell. He pressed himself against the bars and worked the best he could with the soft mountains of flesh surrounding him.
9 Green.

He turned the final dial as fast as he could. He could barley move suffocated by the mammaries of the girl lost on the other side. He was being crushed.

‘Click’ – The final light lit up and the bars fell forward, Greg along with. Panting, he scrambled onto his feet. Looking back at his former cage which was now filled with two juicy round breast with nipples the size of his hands.

“Are you alright!” He called into Natalie.

“Well… kinda.” He could faintly hear her. “Now what?”

Greg smiled. “This is more like it.”

