Several days later Cona found herself in the company of her posh seamstress, whose shop was but ten minutes away from her house. She glared around at all the fancy lingerie draped about the room, before her attention returned to the buxom woman. Cona was being fitted for a new bra, and feeling rather embarrassed about it, since she hadn’t frequented the store since...well, puberty.

“My oh my,” said her seamstress, eying her over. “What happened to you?”

“Erm, delayed reaction?” said Cona, blushing and hoping the woman would get on with it. It was just <i>a little</i> awkward standing naked in the middle of the room, her naked torso exposed, with both arms raised in the air and her breasts hanging free. She had forgotten how awkward personal fittings could be, and wished she had just tried her luck at the department store down the street.
Cona winced as the woman poked her.
“I’d say a little more than that,” mused the seamstress.
Cona flushed. “Yes, my cup is getting...a bit too small.” <i>A bit</i> was an understatement. Her A-cup bras had gotten painfully tight in just the past week, her breasts bulging heavily out of them. It was bizarre how abruptly they had grown. With the weekend, Cona had finally had the chance to visit her seamstress’ store. “Bs, maybe?” Cona shyly inquired, unable to conceal the hint of excitement in her voice. She had always been flat-chested, so she wasn’t entirely displeased with her current predicament. She stared nervously down at the bloated mounds, rising and falling with her deep breathing. Finally, she was developing <i>for real</i>.

“I’d say Cs,” the seamstress mused.
Cona blinked.

“Full Cs.” The woman eyed the perkiness, as though contemplating the authenticity. “I’ll put something together for you hun.”

Cona lowered her arms as the seamstress walked off. She glanced again at her breasts and swallowed.

- - -

She was acquainting with, and enjoying, the concept of cleavage. She couldn’t help but to stare down at her breasts, squeeze them together, then stare some more.

She wasn’t fitting right in her school uniforms anymore. She had ordered new ones, with larger busts, but in the mean time, buttoned the old ones closed the best she could. The highest buttons left huge diamonds of skin – well, of <i>cleavage</i> – visible between them. The tightness of the clothes left her breasts feeling sore, and her lungs, constricted. Embarrassed with the prospect of going to school in the ill-fitting top, she tried out a new tactic. She left her top few blouse buttons open to reveal that tightly pressed fold of cleavage. It was what all the senior girls seemed to do. The remaining buttons were stretched tightly to close over the lower half of her breasts, but no longer in an embarrassing way. Rather, it was in a sexy way. She dismissed her new bra, and instead tried out the uniform without. Her nipples were erect, and pressed to the thin fabric like perk pink blotches. She blushed at her own audacity, but she’d try anything once.
She wished her sense of confidence hadn’t melted away the moment she entered the school building following the weekend.

Everyone stared at her. Some people looked skeptical of the plump mound practically bursting from her top. Others’ eyes were bulging. Most of the boys had paused mid-sentence amidst conversations with their girlfriends. John was among them, and Jenny looked livid. Cona’s embarrassed blush was overwhelmed by a secret smile.
But as the week progressed, the blouse was becoming painfully constricting. On Thursday Cona locked herself in a bathroom stall, grunting and wriggling as she tried to find some <i>space</i> in her seemingly tiny uniform. Her breasts were packed tightly, painfully compressed on themselves. She reached feebly behind her, tugging at the fabric covering her shoulder blades, where it too was skin tight. She didn’t think she could take anymore.
As her struggles intensified, she heard a <i>pop</i> then a <i>ping</i> as one of her buttons was propelled into the stall door. Cona gasped as it happened again, and then again, before her breasts burst outwards. She panted, staring down at the fat mounds, and wondering how they had ever managed to be concealed by the blouse at all. The blouse looked so small and measly, hanging around her shoulders. Cona pulled out her cell phone and phoned a friend, trying her best to contain the anxiety in her voice. Only moments later, she was delivered her gym t-shirt from beneath the stall, the red fabric stretching over her breasts.
She was given detention later that day for being out of dress code but found her new uniform in the mail that afternoon when she got home from school.

The package tucked under her arm, Cona entered her house, struggled out of her t-shirt, and surveyed herself in her bathroom mirror. Her personal crises weren’t to say she was especially large, just large on her frame, and in her clothes, since she was otherwise so small.

And the mocking she had received from the senior girls during the latter half of the school day hadn’t gone unnoticed by her. Sighing, Cona gathered her new bra, and again tried it on. Her attempts at “sexy” had rewarded her with insecurity and exasperation.
She tugged the C-cup bra up beneath the mounds, slipping her 
arms into the straps, causing her breasts to bulge upwards. She adjusted the bra, then adjusted it again, tugging, pressing, and wiggling her bust about.
They were bulging uncomfortably out of the cups.
- - -
Cona drove to a department store that evening, keen to avoid her seamstress’ ever-vocal opinion.

At least she knew where to start this time. Ds.
<i>Her.</i> Ds.
She felt a little weird about it, still trying to get accustomed to the new weight on her chest.

Upon arriving at the store, Cona grabbed several bras and took retreat in a dressing room. None of the C-cups seemed to fit at all anymore. The others she tried on seemed to officialize it.

She was an even D-cup.

Cona cupped the mounds, continuing to stare at her reflection.

Over the weekend she opted to stay home and treat her anxieties with snacking. While watching television she ate chips, while instant messaging friends, chocolate chip cookies. She couldn’t get through homework without food at her side. By the end of Saturday, she had ordered her own pizza, and upon finishing four slices, was becoming concerned. What was wrong with her? Her stomach growled, and she duly continued to munch.
All the extra eating was really showing on her physique.
At first she thought the extra weight gain reflected only on her breasts, but she was beginning to find some on her abdomen. Becoming disgusted with herself, Cona carried the latest burger she had ordered to the trash, glaring down at it as though it was the cause of her woes. Her stomach again growled.
She stood frozen for a moment, cheeks slightly flushed.

She really wasn’t one to waste food.

Cona walked back to the couch, her burger in tow.

The homecoming dance was coming up, and Cona decidedly <i>wasn’t</i> fitting into her gown. It was painfully tight upon her breasts and abdomen. Reluctantly, she brought them to her seamstress.

“Would you look at <i>those</i> jahoobas,” the woman mused, seeming dazed that the teenager had a grander bust than her.

Cona crossed her arms under her breasts, only seeming to prop them higher. “Well, thanks,” she mentioned, her eye twitching. “Can you bring that dress out – a little.”

“A little” turned out to be quite <i>a lot,</i> but by the end of the day, the dress was fitting, so Cona had no complaints. She stood on a stool staring at her reflection, the V-neck of the gown dipping into her plump cleavage, taut spaghetti straps holding on to her for their dear lives. She turned slightly, displeased with her puffy abdomen, but otherwise appreciating the seamstress’ work.

“That’ll be $200,” said the woman.

Frowning slightly, Cona pulled out her parent’s credit card.

Only a few days later, on the evening of the dance, Cona found herself struggling again with the gown. The dress was supposed to be cute and sexy, but instead was taut and stifling. The straps were pressing painfully into her shoulders, and her breasts could barely fit into the bust anymore. She stared at her reflection in daze and frustration, when the phone rang. She turned swiftly, and one of the straps snapped.
“Oh!” Cona groaned, clutching the dress to her bust. She glared at the tear, and stomped her foot, making her breasts bounce painfully. Trying to retain her cool, she stalked to her portable. “What!?” she snapped into the receiver.

“Cona.” It was John’s voice. Her irritation instantly melted to embarrassment. “Why aren’t you here?” he questioned.
“Aren’t you there with Jenny?” she responded, trying to sound aloof.

“I’d rather be right here, with you.”

“What?”

There was a knock on the door. Still clutching her dress, Cona slowly approached it. She opened it a crack, blanching when she saw it was John. “John, I – now isn’t a good time.” She helplessly allowed him to push his way in, blushing deeply at her state of disarray. He eyed her dress, her bulging cleavage, her broken spaghetti strap, and lastly her face.

“I’ve – erm – been having weight problems,” Cona managed awkwardly.

“I’ve noticed,” said John, kissing her.
Cona momentarily froze. Slowly, her eyelids lowered. She didn’t care that John was a senior, or that he already had a girlfriend. At that moment, she didn’t even care that he was standing Jenny up.

She kissed him back, groaning as his lips moved along her face, her neck, her cleavage.

But gods, the dress was tight. She roughly pulled away, and held her abdomen, gasping, <i>gasping</i> for breath.
“John – I-I can’t. You have to go!”

Over the next few days, Cona’s face was constantly flushed, she was always breathless, and she had developed an unwelcome layer of fat all over her body. She had gone from thin and petite to...slightly chubby, and couldn’t stand it! Her cheeks were fuller, her shoulders softer, her hips bigger, and she was developing a small pot belly which was getting more and more painful to suck in with every day. Her attempts to exercise had left her drenched in sweat and gasping for breath within moments.

Cona peered at herself in the mirror one morning, staring despairingly at her jawline, which held the slightest suggesting of a double chin. At school, girls had taken to mocking her, but all the boys seemed to...<i>like</i> her new softness. John had even called her cute by the lockers. Her cheeks reddened at the memory.

Cona pulled on her uniform. All her clothes were getting tighter. It was becoming increasingly difficult to close her skirt buttons, and the clothes she <i>hadn’t</i> already tossed were beginning to look awkwardly ill-fitting, pronouncing each of her new curves. She continued to examine her small form in the full-length mirror, turning here and there, examining her previously non-existent bum.
What would her parents think when they came back from their work in Europe? They’d probably be concerned. <i>She</i> was concerned.

She didn’t know why she was having such dieting troubles. It was like her metabolism had gone awry, because she just <i>couldn’t stop eating</i> as of late. Even during class she munched on gum, candies, and whatever else was in her purse. She’d eat grass if just to have something in her mouth. Was she anxious about something? Cona looked despairingly down at her stomach as it reliably growled.

And upon her pudgy body, her breasts had suffered the most significant gain. They were bulging out of her D-cups, and beginning to look disproportionate with the rest of her body. Cona stared at her front, idly squeezing her breasts together. She winced. Tender.

She turned to her side and stared hopelessly at the way her belly bulged over her skirt, and how her breasts were nearly spilling out of the tanktop that served her as an undershirt. It had become skin tight in only the past week.

She struggled into her blouse. As frustrating as it was, she needed to do more clothes shopping.

As the week wore on, Cona noticed other girls whispering. All the pointing and giggling was enough to drain her confidence. She took to wearing pullovers over her uniform, but it did little help in her predicament.
Her breasts were sore, fat, and <i>growing.</i> She peered at them whenever she was confronted with a mirror. Round, plump, perky, and perfect in every way, aside from the fact that they were getting sort of <i>huge.</i> DDs, and far too large on her petite frame. Her nipples were swollen, seeming to be constantly erect, and it was more distracting than ever. Her skin was warm and flushed. Idly she cupped her breasts, groaning. They overflowed her small hands. Why was she developing so much, and so belatedly? Was it because of the overeating? Should she consider seeing a doctor? But that was far too embarrassing!

Cona was becoming sweaty as of late too, despite the fact that it was the middle of fall. And it always felt like she couldn’t catch her breath, her busom heaving heavily before her, and making her lungs all the tighter. She felt awkward in gym class, her nipples pressing through her bras and t-shirts, her breasts bouncing uncomfortably as she tried to keep up.
In school, she began to sweat through her bras, and the undersides of her breasts were consequently becoming sticky, sore, and itchy. She lifted the fat mounds one morning to examine the reddened skin beneath.

The skin was slightly puffy there, creased in the middle like abdominals were, but hers was really just a developing roll of fat, and in the most awkward of places. In school, when no one was watching, she would reach into her shirt to rub the sore skin, and when she was in the middle of a lecture, she would squirm uncomfortably in her seat.

The skin beneath her breasts was strangely sensitive, and she was developing small knocks upon it. Wondering if she was getting a rash, Cona tried using baby powder, but it didn’t seem to help at all. And as she continued to be a glutton, the fat there continued to gather, until it puffed awkwardly out. She’d groan in dismay, the rubbing, the itching, and the sweating consequently increasing.
She had progressed to nightly eating binges, a pizza and a few burgers being sufficient for any average evening. By the end of the meal, she would usually lie on the couch, moaning regretfully, and clutching her gut. It was beginning to stick out more than ever.

Her breasts had gotten so bloated they no longer necessitated a bra, unless she wanted to <i>attempt</i> to conceal her fat nipples. Cona went with strapless bras most of the time, but this just made her bust uncomfortably press into her sore, awkwardly-placed, fat roll. On the occasions she <i>did</i> go with straps, the fat roll became almost noticeable, leaving her ambivalent between comfort and confidence. Her breasts were DDs, plump, <i>bouncy</i> DDs, that might very well have been classified Es had she not opted to stretch and abuse her latest bras. The mounds were continually flushed, heaving, and gleaming with sweat. Everyone at school eyed her. Girls even sneered that she was stuffing her bra. Cona wished this was true.
She was becoming so sore and uncomfortable, her breasts always moving, disharmonious with her body. None of her favorite clothes would fit her anymore. She desperately hoped her growth spurt would end.

One day while at lunch, Cona watched John slide into the seat beside her. She tried her best to ignore him, sinking her teeth into a clutch of french-fries as daintily as she could.

That’s when John slung his arm around her shoulders.

“When are you going to break up with Jenny?” Cona quietly complained, looking around the cafeteria. His girlfriend was nowhere in sight.

“Her brother just ostracized the whole family. Jenny’s a wreck right now. Just give me some time.”

Cona sighed, glaring down at her lunch. She uncomfortably felt John gazing down at her physique.
“So...”

“Yeah...I’ve um, put on a few more pounds...” she mentioned, her face smoldering with mortification.

It was still rather an understatement. She was just beginning to notice the uncomfortably new sensation of her thighs pressing together in her skirt. Her pullover was skin tight, and zipped down low enough on her breasts to reveal a plump mound of cleavage. They were so perky, it hurt, so plump, they were practically in John’s face when he leaned over her. “I like it,” he muttered, playfully nudging her foot with his.

He kissed her for a second time, stunning her, and she kissed back, nipping his lip, utterly enjoying that the whole cafeteria was watching, and that she inexplicably didn’t care. That’s when John grabbed her breast-
She squealed in pain.

If anyone hadn’t been paying attention, they were now from the sheer volume of her shriek.

Deeply blushing, Cona shifted away from John. “I’m – going to class,” she mentioned.

John blankly watched as she left.

He must have though she was such a freak. She folded her arms under the mounds, where they felt heavy, warm, tingly, <i>sore</i>.
The next morning Cona struggled into one of her newer bras. The fat-roll beneath her breasts was painfully pressing into them, practically demanding space. She groaned. She had gone with wireless bras as of late, because underwires had become so <i>excruciating</i> pressing into the underside of her breasts. She could barely focus in class as they taunted the sensitive skin there. She really needed to see a dermatologist for some sort of ointment for her skin. Peering into her mirror, Cona lifted her breasts.
And stared.

The knots...well two...the two on either side of the symmetrical fat-roll beneath her breasts...had reddened...and distended. <i>Really</i> distended...looking...odd. Like moles or...something.

Unnerved, Cona slowly slid her hand up to one, carefully touching the knot.

It stiffened.

Cona shrieked, dropping her hands, her breasts painfully slapping down on her chest. She yelped.
Cona held the bureau, trying to breathe. “No way that – I mean, it’s just-”

She fainted.

