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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!

Chapter 2


She stared down at her chest.  It echoed her breath in a soft, pendulous motion that she was completely unfamiliar with.  What sort of hex had been placed on her, that such a thing could happen?  Surely the work of the Devil, but in all of Father Toshi's teachings she could not recall such a sudden attack on a pure member of the Faithful.  Truly, Tokyo was the cradle of sin!


“I am going to call security if you don't open this very minute!”  The woman's voice shattered Junko's reverie.


Junko sucked in a deep breath.  Be brave and truthful, and God will save you.  The new weights on her chest dragged at her thoughts.  But she fought back, gathered her courage and unlatched the door.  The angry face of a petite twenty-something dressed in all the trappings of new-age Japan stared at her.


With her hands covering as much of herself as she could she bowed deeply and said, “Konichiwa and gommensai.”  


The young lady leaned forward.  Eyeballs spilled over the tops of her large sunglasses.  Her nose wrinkled.


“I'm sorry, but something terrible has happened.”  Junko indicated with her eyes the pile of useless fabric in the corner.  “I am meeting someone here and have no other clothes of my own.  Can you help me please?”


“What were you doing in here, old woman?”  Sunglasses-girl projected an air of mild disgust.


Needles of indignation shot up her spine.  She deserved more compassion than this!  And old?  She hadn't even turned thirty yet!  Just because she didn't wear makeup and styled her hair in a practical bun, that made her old?  What was happening to the younger generation?  


Sunglasses-girl, in contrast, had no shame.  That much was obvious from the rhinestone white boots, high-cut denim shirt and matching low cut blouse that revealed a bare flat chest in the style of a western runway model.   The girl was riding her clothes to the next sinful escapade, not merely wearing them.  Hopefully she was not on drugs, too.  Junko gulped; appeal to her selfishness then.  


“If you can lend me clothes I will be able to leave the stall.”


“Lend you?”  Ruby red lipstick curled into a sneer.  “I would burn the clothes if you returned them to me.”  
But Junko saw her eyes travel up and down, measuring.  


“We are about the same size.  Denwa o kiranaide.”  She vanished.  


Junko suddenly felt the harsh, impatient stares of dozens of women further down the line.  Her cheeks flushed, and she spun around.  The door clattered shut behind her.  


Her eyes registered something dark and fuzzy scurry behind the toilet.  She pressed her back into the cold plastic walls of the stall door.  Fear dropped into her heart.  What was that?


“Kitsune!”  The word escaped her lips without thinking.  


If she were hexed by a kitsune, then it would be easy to trap and undo the spell.  The hardest part was realizing there was a kitsune loose in the first place.  Wait, that was nonsense!  Father Toshi would be ashamed to hear her regress like that.  Was she a small girl without a thought in her head?  Those mischievous myths did not exist.  But what about her chest?  She looked down.  Two brown, conical nipples challenged that notion.  


She touched one.  The sensation was incredibly pleasant.  At once everything else melted into the background.  Her finger traced a lazy slope down towards her stomach.  She watched it slide out of sight for the fleetest moment before reappearing above her belly button.  The curve was so natural and comforting.  Most of her breasts were fat, dark nipple which returned towards her steeply.  But some was white and fleshy.  More than she had this morning, back in Izu.  She traced the curve again.  The gentle round white base comforted her.  She pushed her finger into it.  The taught skin pushed back.  A wonderful warmth surrounded her.  Could these really be the work of a mischievous demon?  


Her fingers traveled downwards.  Hot breath became loud in her ears.  They were growing again!  There was no doubt, each breath pushed them further from her body.  Her hand reached her hips, and she penetrated herself for the second time.  The weight growing atop her chest elicited a deep need she had never known lay within her.  She was still tender from before, and nurtured it slowly.  A single finger moved in and out.  This was perfectly natural.  But she needed more!  


Her single finger wasn't enough, and two hurt.  She grabbed at a breast, cupping it tightly.  New skin filled the crook between her thumb and forefinger, pushing out over the top and away from her body.  The skin was taught, there was not enough for it to be even a little bit loose.  She squeezed, testing its limits.  Her nipple screamed.  She pulled tighter, until she could feel her heart pulsing through its tip.  Her other hand sped up.  She could taste the climax approaching.  But two fingers wasn't enough!  The weight on her chest grew and called out to her.  


She pulled her wet hand out and pushed her breasts together.  The fleshy mounds crashed into each other, and when she saw them cleave slightly down the middle of her chest a miniature fire swept through her.  She rode the fire as long as she could.  Her hips swung back and forth, pounding the unlocked stall door against its frame.  Every muscle in her body shook.  Damn those eyes outside.  Damn the impudent bitch.  When the fire abated, her wet hand slipped back inside and she rode it until another took its place.  


Come back.  Come back.  Her identity slowly reasserted herself.  She had to stop this sin.  Focus, control yourself.  Think!  If she were under a spell, it must be the work of the Devil, not some ridiculous mythical monster.  She was in Tokyo, after all.  Away from Father Toshi for less than a day, and she was already slipping back into the old ways?  Life was not so simple as the ancient beliefs claimed.  She would confide in Father Toshi when she returned to Izu; he would know what to do.  But in the meantime, she needed to concentrate, complete her mission.  Who knew what other effects she might be under?  In a city such as Tokyo she had to keep her wits and morals about her at all times.  She needed to find Mikio and get out of the city, back to Izu and away from this strangeness.


“Hey!  Open up,”  Sunglasses-girl had returned.


Junko moved aside to let her in, and covered herself as best she could.  She felt Sunglasses-girl's eyes flutter briefly to the wetness on her hand.


Eventually the stranger broke the tension.  “It'll look kinda odd with those shoes, but this'll get you out of here.”  


Junko stared at her own plain black flats.  “What's wrong with my shoes?”


The girl smacked her gum a few times, ignoring her.  “Just try it on.”


Junko took the clothes, looked at the girl's unyielding stance.  “May I?” she hinted.


“I'm not losing this stall.”


Junko sighed and turned around, the only privacy she would get, apparently.  She bent over to put on a pair of denim jeans with a single rip up one thigh.  They were much tighter than anything she was used to wearing, and the new weight on her chest conspired to drag out the process.  It was hard to concentrate with her new breasts.  Every movement seemed more pronounced, and so pleasing that she wanted desperately to stop and play with them.  But Sunglasses-girl just stood there, bemused and watchful.  


Eventually she zipped up.  The Levi's fit her alright, almost too well.  They echoed every curve.  She ran a hand over them.  Had she gained weight?  Her thighs felt thicker than normal.  The mirror on the stall door revealed that the tightness of the jeans pulled her figure into a very straight and explosive posture, much in contrast to her normally introverted, shrunken stance.  And the seat of her pants was so tight she wondered if she could sit down in them with ripping them further.  


“Here, I keep this around for laundry days.”  Sunglasses-girl handed her a T-Shirt that said, “Baby Doll” in bright pink letters.  A smattering of glitter was the only other decoration.  


“No, don't you have something else?”


Sunglasses-girl rolled her eyes.  “Even if I did, that's what I'm giving you.  Now c'mon, I really have to pee!”


Junko sighed, and reluctantly took the gift.


The cotton rolled down across her face, touched her shoulders.  She hesitated a moment.  Dressing had caused her breasts to become sensitive again.  She glanced at her unlikely Samaritan, watching her from behind a massive purple bubble.  Or was it dressing in front of someone?  She shook the though away, and pulled the cotton down and tight.  Millions of tiny hands caressed her new chest.


“Oh, yes,” she said, blushing.  Her thighs involuntarily squeezed together.  She added quickly, “It fits.”  Her hands pretended to smooth out the nonexistent wrinkles, massaging her breasts.  They felt even better under the fabric; it multiplied the sensations. 


 No, get out of here, now.  You need to find Mikio!  She turned around.


Sunglasses-girl's bubble popped.  Whoa!  I thought we were the same size?”  Inquisitive hands reached out and grabbed Junko, cupping and pinching.


Junko bit her lip, stifling a squeak of pleasure.  Cold fire burned through the rip in her jeans and into her body.   She stared past Sunglasses-girl into the reflection in the mirror.  It could have been from one of the myriad advertisements that dotted the length of the airport terminal.  The petite T-Shirt that had probably been tight on the owner's flat chest bubbled away from her body.  The two B's in “Baby Doll” were stretched to their limit.  Outlines of her dark, excited nipples were very visible through the overworked cotton.  And her hair seemed longer, fuller.  A streak of brown shone through her bangs.  The overall effect was-


“Damn, old lady.  What the hell is going on?  You look-”


A very strange feeling wash over Junko at that moment, and she lost control.  She watched her tight jeans walk forward towards the door.  She saw them turn sideways, framing an incredible rear as they squeezed by her confused helper.  She felt nipples touch nipples.  Pleasure welled up from from the contact and fired into her lips.  They burned!  Her face brush against the others.  It was so soft and cool.  They touched noses.  She saw her own hand reach up and remove her stunned helper's sunglasses, revealing brilliant blue eyes.  Contact lenses?  Who cared?  She grabbed her rescuer's head, and placed her lips upon ruby red lipstick.   She kissed her deeply.  Sweet wetness flooded the stall.  


“Thank you,”  the words were hers.  What was happening?  She fought for control.  Mikio!  Finally, she managed to pull back.  Sunglasses-girls eyes were shut tight, mouth frozen in the shape of a kiss.


She needed to find Mikio, that above all.  Her hand went to her lips and wiped the wetness of the kiss off her face.  Why was her head so foggy?  Why had she just kissed that girl?  She absently noted the sunglasses in her hand.  Shrugging, she put them on.  She felt a familiar tingle inside her jeans.  Mikio first, answers later.  Where was he?  The sound of smacking gum followed her out of the restroom.

Chapter 3
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