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Chapter 1


Junko had to stop and catch her breath.  She propped herself up outside the airport terminal.  Businessmen hurried past her in their black and white uniforms, marching with their customary briefcase at arms.  The taxis and red and green lights of the arrival and departure signs added a wash of color to the scene.    Tokyo's heartbeat never seemed to slow down.  


Why had Mikio come in at that time?  He wasn't supposed to pick her up from church until seven.  She hadn't been able to get an answer, or offer an explanation for the kiss he had seen between her and Father Toshi.  He had simply stormed out, typical Mikio.  Only from her best friend Aki had she learned of his decision to start over again in Taiwan.  But that was just like Mikio, passionate to the end.  That was one of the reasons she loved him so much, and she had to make him see that before it was too late.  Imagine him thinking of Father Toshi and her in that way.  Ridiculous!


She caught her own reflection in one of those mirror studded columns that dotted the public access way.  Her figure had always been skinny and frail from a meager vegetarian diet, and now her chest pulsed fire.  Her cell rang.  She recognized the ring tone as belonging to Aki.  But there was no time to chat, not even time to catch her breath.  Mikio's plane would leave within the hour, and her heart with it.


She gathered her black and white dress (almost like a nun's outfit)  around her and ran off.  Her polka dotted purse bounced along after her.  Sliding doors swooshed open, and she raced into the terminal.  Where was  Tokyo airlines flight 823?  She scanned the televisions.  There were hundreds of flights.   


The burning in her chest intensified, flames seeming to run along the seems of her outfit, up and down her body.  She felt dizzy. The flight numbers blurred.  She staggered towards the screens, into the path of a passing tourist.  The collision knocked her to the floor.  


The white man tried to help her up.  He sounded sorry, not mad.  But she courageously bit back the pain and scrambled to her feet without assistance.  “Solly, so solly sir”.  She bowed and backed away from him, nearly colliding with another man, a very professional looking woman that completely ignored her.  The airport was being sucked into a dark red tunnel, and all she could hear was her breath thundering in her chest.  What was happening?  Was her dress shrinking?  She couldn't catch her breath.  An iconic woman beckoned her into the ladies restroom.  


She pushed past a wall of women anxiously awaiting their turn.  “Gommennsai, Gommensai.  Please, I am very sick.”  


She reached the front of the line, and collapsed into a just-vacated stall.  The door slammed closed behind her.  Cold plastic walls rushed in.  Her breath thundered in the tiny space.  She tore at the thick, chaste fabric of her blouse.


“Air, I need air!”  The only fuel left to her muscles was the sounds of the tearing fabric.  They gave a last desperate effort to free her from the suffocating prison.  Blackness closed in.


An artic blast of air poured across her chest.  The life-giving force flooded her lungs.  She took in huge gulps, becoming aware again of the tunnel, quickly retreating.  As her vision and senses returned, she noticed; her chest was expanding with each deep breath she took!  Already it was far larger than she remembered.


Dazed and confused, her hands automatically reached to cup her suddenly girlish figure.  Subtle curves landed lightly along her palms.  She breathed again.  They filled in the wrinkles between her knuckles.  She breathed again.  Suddenly, she was aware of their weight, slowly asserting itself in her palms.  Her breasts were taking their first tentative steps, testing the footing provided by her petite hands.  She breathed again.  


Her fingertips closed across her breasts, searching for her familiar nipples in their new locations.  


“Oh, that feels-”  Her naughty nipples demanded attention, and her fingertips pushed in sharply, massaging  them so roughly that she felt a strange, warm feeling wash over her like a pleasant summer stream.  She breathed again, several times.  Where there had been dark, now everything was light.  Where there had been thunder, now there was only silence.  Eternity stretched before her.


Her fingers were still tracing circles around her chest when she finally recognized the door to the bathroom stall again.  The toilet seat was wet and so was her black dress, which she had never pulled down.  A strange smell, almost like jasmine, enveloped her.  A rush of air escaped the airport air conditioning system and ran across her chest.  No, her breasts, she thought for the first time.  She had womanly breasts!  Another gust of air pulled at her icicle-like nipples as it skipped away.  


“Kimochi, Kimochi,” she said.  They were so sensitive!  Another gust arrived and left, and the warmth returned.  It spread into her even farther than before.  She seized the toilet paper roll, feeling her legs spasm uncontrollably.  She bit her lips, waiting for the unbearable tide to recede.  But it didn't.  It beckoned, it ordered her to come.


Her shaking hands reached out, seeking the source.  They pulled her black dress off and left it in a heap on the floor.  Absently, she noted her thighs had much more meat on them than the frail sticks they had been an hour ago.  They held a throbbing purple flower up towards her.  The source, she knew at once.  It was new and old at the same time.  She reached for it, and felt its moist warmth kiss her.  She licked her fingertips; it tasted sweet, like honey.


Her first conscious masturbation happened in Tokyo International Airport on a Friday afternoon.  


“Hello, hello?  Are you okay in there?”  A lady's pounding fist finally broke the spell over Junko.  “People need to use this stall.  Are you okay?”


“Yes!  One moment please.”  Fear leaped into her heart.  Her hands clutched at her milky breasts, hanging unbelievably in the hard fluorescent light.  She was naked in the airport.  The only clothes she had lay in tatters on the dirty tile floor, and they wouldn't even fit now.  Mikio's plane was leaving shortly, if it had not already.  She had just committed and unspeakable act of indecency, her chest seemed to have taken on a life of its own-


The woman outside rapped again on the door loudly, “Come out, I need to use the stall!”

-and this damn woman was demanding an explanation!
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