The next morning, no matter how she dressed, or how many layers of clothing she donned, and no matter how loose or tight her bras were, her lower breasts had lifted the upper ones high enough to become an entity of their own. Binding them didn’t work anymore. They had gotten too big, and it was too painful. All her nipples were hard, swollen, sore, and protruding, completing the set of four. She was officially a freak. Cona stared at herself.
Distractedly wiping those persistent, frustrated tears from her eyes, she grasped for her phone. She couldn’t go back to school like this.

“Yes sir, I’m very sick,” she managed to the principal, faking a few coughs. “Very contagious. I’ve already sent my doctor’s note.” She’d forged one, using her mother’s old prescription pad. “I wanted to know if I could continue my coursework online.”
And so she spent the following days ordering food, eating, sleeping in, and ordering more. She’d binge on coursework just before it was due, but opted to spend her time burying her woes in fattening treats.

She belched.

She spent most of her time in her father’s largest t-shirts, but even those were getting tight on her, her four breasts cramming together and fighting for space, the cotton fabric on her nipples terribly arousing. Her lower breasts ached under the pressure of the larger ones, so she spent a lot of time rubbing and massaging them. So strange. So tingly. In return, they grew, to DDs...or Es, and were quickly plumping every day, perk, round, and keen to rival the others.
Meanwhile, the growth of her massive upper-breasts seemed to have finally slowed down. For this, Cona was immensely relieved, but to say she was “grateful” was a considerable overstatement, being that there were so many things simply <i>not</i> to be grateful for.

Her swollen gut made her look like she was six months pregnant, and her skin was continually flushed and gleaming with sweat as though she’d been exercising.

On the contrary, she was becoming a louse. She couldn’t stand for thirty minutes without panting. She would lie in bed moaning and clutching her gut, usually following one of her regular eating binges. Her belly always felt tighter than ever, pressure hitting it from all sides, and leaving her to groan in discomfort. Sometimes she swore she could see it tremble and shift outwards following her larger meals, tightening beneath her fingertips.
She continued to gorge nonetheless.
If she appreciated anything about her predicament, it was just that all the time off from school gave her more time to eat.

Sometimes she would mix up cake batter, as though attending to bake. Pound cake like her nanna had taught her. A pound of sugar, a pound of flour, a pound of butter, eight eggs – and then she just slurped down the whole thing. She didn’t mind that she was gulping down an uncooked concoction that could potentially make her sick, or that she would feel sick afterwards, or her front would be drenched in the muck – she was just determined to get as much down her throat, into her stomach, as she could, and as quickly as possible. She went all out with the emergency credit cards her parents had left, ordering tubs of ice cream and boxes of food, the more fattening the better, and she didn’t know why. She’d somehow come to crave the feeling of fullness.
And in the aftermath, she’d groan, and whimper, and cry, clutching her belly as it tightened and tightened.

That evening she was curled on her couch around the mound, gasping as it happened again. She grunted in pain, tears stinging her eyes, before releasing a gasp as her belly button popped out. Eyes opening wide, she reached down and felt it, her chest heaving and busoms wiggling.

What was happening to her?

Her lower breasts were quickly catching up in size to the upper ones. She’d stare uncomfortably down at the set of four, all pressing against each other, and wider than her shoulders. There seemed to be little more room to accommodate them on her chest, so they grew outwards, upwards – anywhere they could find, pressing against her belly and heaving up toward her collarbone, an awkward, tender, shelf, nipples fatter and sorer every day. The mounds had somehow staked a claim on her body, and there was little she could do about it.

Her belly was beginning to make her look as though she was seven months pregnant...or even eight. With the girth grew her discomfort, pushing itself outward, beneath her breasts and into her lap. She eyed it sometimes, poked it, wondering when it would stop growing.

She was in for a surprise.

It was getting hard for her to get around. There were just too many bulging outside bodies. She constantly had to pause and hunch down when she was walking just to catch her breath. And yet she could barely bend down anymore with all the fat mounds squashing together on her physique. She sometimes clutched her breasts as she moved around, always bulging from her latest bras. Or she’d hold her belly perched beneath them as it swayed to and fro with her heavy movements. She’d make herself nauseous just moving from the couch to the kitchen. And when she was seated completely upright, her pile of breasts began to suggest themselves a perky chin-rest.
Her nipples were getting grossly large, looking like swollen golf-balls, tight, aching, almost seeming to pulsate beneath her taut tops. And yet they seemed to strangely <i>tingle.</i> It all just baffled her.
She was running out of basic essentials, but she couldn’t go outside. It would have been too mortifying. She usually hid behind her door from puzzled delivery boys, feebly shoving cash at them. Her usual choice were pizzas piled with toppings, and she usually ordered at least two or three at a time.

It took her minutes to strategize and struggle her way into the shower, wobbling about awkwardly. At times she stuffed her breasts into bras to maintain some sort of order, but it was painful, and awkward.
And they rose up yet higher as her belly continued to expand. Sore and abused as ever, she took to distractedly massaging them at times, not noticing the way they swelled in response.

Sometimes she would glare at her naked torso in the mirror, in only shorts, staring at the way her belly bulged over her waistline and breasts were piled atop it.
And even despite it all, her breasts were each perk, round, and perfect as ever, but they also happened to be <i>massive.</i> Flushed, plump, and gleaming with sweat, she looked like some convoluted hentai fantasy. And beneath, her belly was slowly overpowering the other bulges, pushing and slowly escalating on her list on concerns. Innocently, it was nestled above hips more curvaceous than she recalled. Yet further down, her thin legs looked feeble and implausible.
She couldn’t allow this to continue. She had to do something! But just what could that be?

Cona carefully climbed out of the shorts. As though she needed any <i>more</i> developments, the hair on her pubic region had thinned until it was left oddly bare. And the skin there was very soft, and sensitive, now. It had also reddened slightly, and developed a frustrating itchiness.
Maybe it was just irritation from her belly pressing down into it when she sat down, but she felt an odd sense of déjà vu as she itched at strange bumps that had begun forming on her skin. Anxiety was quickly getting the better of her. <i>Not more breasts!</i>
On the contrary, as the days passed, it really did seem like a worsening rash, her pubic area darkening in color until it had become flushed completely pink. It was getting fat too, like the girth overweight people sometimes collected in their bikini area. Well, she <i>was</i> decidedly overweight.
Every day she stared at her naked reflection, feeling frightened and uncertain. She took to more carefully removing her panties. Her skin was getting very sensitive.

The mound was getting plumper and plumper, sore in her tighter panties and shorts. The ichy bumps were getting more pronounced, until they had become flaccid little knobs, and she was contemplating what kind of a rash could do such a thing. She felt disturbed as she felt around them, unwilling to accept she was experiencing more – developments. Her days were spent in a daze as she watched those knobs regularly distend, like little chubby fingers. They were tender, soft, all the harder to conceal with her underwear, and she was terrified.
More days passed, and the mound got fatter and fatter, until it was the size of a softball, then a cantaloupe, and apart from the rest of her abdomen. The knobs had each gotten five inches long.

“An udder!?” Cona cried, when finally she had forced herself to confront what it was. She reached under the belly, fingering the mound. Tears poured down her cheeks. “Now I’ve grown an udder!?”

She had to sit down, and did so with increasing care, wincing when the – thing – was nuzzled uncomfortably beneath the underside of her belly. The – udder – was flushed, and sensitive, and just <i>plump.</i> She uncomfortably felt around it, unable to see it passed her belly anymore. Her fingers despairingly wrapped around the four fat little nubs.
She quickly retracted her hand, and vomited in a nearby flower pot.

Before her ability to wear undergarments had been impeded by her belly, but now it was impossible with the – udder. She couldn’t try to stuff it in any jeans without squealing in pain. Only her mother’s oldest spandex maternity shorts could seem to contain them, leaving the front of the udder to bulge awkwardly out of them, jiggling uncomfortably as she moved around. She moaned and clutched it, keeping it still the best she could.

And the thing was still growing.

It was fattening and sagging in her clothes, causing her to yelp when it slapped her thighs. And it was getting plumper and heavier every day. It was getting increasingly difficult for her to sit down with so many different mounds competing for space on her torso. Most of her time was spent reclined on the futon, limbs spread wide, each mound bobbing with her heavy breathing.
Her belly had swollen and rolled outward until she looked heavily pregnant, it not overdue. Her busom had heaved up as her belly invaded her torso, leaving the mounds to ache and swell in rebuttal. But the horrible mutant udder was now the greatest of her concerns. The most uncomfortable of her transformations, it was getting tighter and tighter, and she knew precisely what it was for.

“Gods,” Cona groaned, reaching down for one of the rubbery nubs, sore and sensitive as all hell.
She refused.

She would not humor – the thing – with the concept of her being some sort of mutant – cow freak. She released the udder and fell into pained whimpers.

Over the next few days, the thing was unbearably tight, and continuing to bulge from the top of her shorts. Her four breasts were also getting increasingly tight to her discomfort, and she was having difficulty moving about with the growing girth above her hips. She looked as though she was overdue with triplets, and constantly felt weird squirming sensations in her belly.

Cona had to grasp the wall, or the bureau, so not to lose her balance, and took to glaring into the mirror, at her pudgy cheeks and her pudgy reflection. She heavily panted with the exertion it took just to stand. After a few moments, her anger gave way to frustration, and her eyes began to water. She couldn’t just stay there hiding out. She needed to see someone.

Cona ordered some new clothes online, from a specialty story, for <i>plus-plus</i> sized women. First she pulled on two JJJ bras, one with straps, and one without, and stared down at the effect.
She was stunned by how tight all her breasts were getting, making her whimper and tremble as she handled them, a strange pressure behind her nipples making them dramatically swollen, pronounced, and feeling ready to burst. Her breasts were almost completely round, plump, and bulged from the tops of each of the bras. They were flushed, and gleaming with sweat, immensely uncomfortable, but she’d force herself to tolerate it.
Next Cona tried to navigate herself into a fresh pair of shorts. She pulled it up, to be met with the usual sore impediment, before gently attempting to heave her basketball-sized udder into the waistband. Half of it protruded over it, the bulge wobbling precariously and threatening to spill out. Cona pressed it in the best she could. It was very warm, almost – hot, even, and tender, her breathing becoming erratic whenever she handled the taut thing. It was pressed uncomfortably against the underside of her belly, which overwhelmed it, more than triple its size.

Deeply breathing, Cona pulled a sundress on over her head, and struggled to get it over each of the mounds. Not only was it a <i>plus-plus</i> sized garment, but it was also a – maternity – piece, and still it barely seemed sufficient for her physique.

When she finally got it on, panting, she looked down at herself.

The garment was rather tight on her, and low-cut, dipping into the cleavage of her first pair of breasts. The other two looked like frightening, mysterious mounds beneath them, but her four massive nipples seemed to clarify just what the excess bulges were.

Though it was a light material, Cona felt stifled, and undid a few more of the buttons, allowing the dress to dip between her other two breasts, and it was barely appropriate.

But who was she to concern her self with what was <i>appropriate.</i>

Her belly, as usual, burst out from beneath her breasts, surpassing the size of a beach ball. It had grown massive over the passed few days, shoving through all the other mounds, wider than the rest of her body, so big and heavy she had fallen into a helpless waddle.

Staring at herself in the mirror, she tugged the dress down over her abdomen the best she could, staring at the questionable second bulge beneath it, and then her feeble legs that looked like twigs amid everything else.

This wouldn’t do. She tore it off.

Panting for breath and cursing her pickiness, Cona started over, pulling on a skirt and a massive maternity blouse. “Mmm,” she moaned, squeezing her udders into the skirt, and then closing the buttons over her breasts where diamonds of skin appeared between them. She pulled on a large jacket that went as far as to cover her belly, but it did little good to conceal the udders, and her massive breasts were impossible to hide. Her entire torso was just a collection of strange, bulging – things.
Cona slowly turned around and wobbled feebly for the door. It was after midnight by then, but the person she was seeking would be up at that hour. She’d found him in the recesses of the internet. A rogue biologist ostracized by his peers. He lived at his lab only fifteen minutes away from her house, and he sounded precisely like the person she needed.
