Discarding the impotent bra, Ryan returned downstairs to the living room clutching wads of paper towel against his nipples. Despite his refusal to move, the – the lactation – seeming to be intensifying. He could do little more than whimper in pain, pleasure, and mortification.
<i>What the hell was he going to do.</i>

He stiffened when he suddenly heard a jingling of keys. Turning toward the front door, he heard the sound of it unlocking and saw the knob turning. Gasping as the door began to open, Ryan tugged down his shirt and ran into the kitchen, his breasts heaving even after his body had stopped. Hiding behind the doorframe, he remained frozen in panic.

Little did Ryan know, his breasts were so large they could be seen from the living room even though the rest of his body could not. Shamelessly round and perk, they practically demanded attention. He grunted as his nipples arbitrarily tightened, sticking out more than ever. He suddenly regretted that he wasn’t wearing a bra.
“My name is Mindy,” said the high, girlish voice of the intruder. Ryan’s eyes widened. He’d been sure it was his aunt.

Not risking a peek at the unknown visitor, Ryan clenched his jaw. “Who are you? How the hell did you get in here?” he demanded, sweating. His breasts continued to bob with his heavy breathing. He grunted as a few fresh droplets of milk seeped from them.
“I’m a neighbor. Though you probably can’t see my house from here, I live at the top of the hill. Your aunt gave me a spare key – for emergencies,” Mindy said, still standing stationary in the living room.

Ryan furrowed his eyebrows. “Then what are you doing here?”
The girl fell momentarily silent. He remained unaware of her staring at his mounds.

“I, um – saw you on the property a few days ago,” said Mindy, awkwardly. “I couldn’t believe – I didn’t think it was true – but it is!”

Ryan’s eyes widened as he heard the girl begin to approach. “No – stay away from me! Get out!” he yelled, but Mindy suddenly turned the corner.

In one swift move, Mindy jerked his shirt up over his breasts, grabbed one, and clamped her lips over the other. Ryan grunted in shock as she took one great suck. He shoved her away from him, his body flushed and shaky. She clutched the throbbing nipple she had suckled, milk continuing to pour out of it and through his fingers.

Ryan gasped for breath, trying to fend of the soreness, and those disturbing sensations of pleasure. “What the hell is wrong with you? Get-”

But he was interrupted when Mindy was again upon him, accosting him, and he was too stunned to rebut.

Kissing and nipping his nipples, she thrust her hands into his pants, and his arousal made itself known, on his torso and in his shorts. The two stumbled to the living room couch, and Ryan pushed her down, climbing over her, his bravado quickly taking over. He hadn’t been with a girl in ages.
He yanked down Mindy’s shorts and quickly undid his, before entering her as abruptly as she had suckled him. Mindy moaned, and they began, his breasts bobbing between them, and sending spurts of milk in her face. Gasping, Mindy grabbed hold of one, squeezing, and aiming his nipple for her mouth. Ryan grunted from her handling, and as the lactation intensified, his nipples stinging and breasts feeling taut as they submitted to her demand. Wincing, he too submitted, and lowered himself slightly to allow her better access. He could barely breathe as his nipples and penis were simultaneously pumped for all they were worth.
He awoke hours later, sprawled on the couch with Mindy, soaked in sweat and...milk. Arching his back in discomfort, he opened his eyes to notice Mindy was already up, and back to obsessing over his mounds. She began to kiss them, tenderly at first, before moving on to his nipples, licking them, blowing them, and then licking them some more. 
Ryan felt them swell up even more than he’d thought possible, tightening unbearably, and aching deliciously.
“No...stop,” he grunted, too aroused to do anything about it. His nipples felt like they would explode.

He listened to Mindy fit her lips around one, and begin to suckle all over again. He grunted as she again took hold of his breast, squeezing, urging milk into her mouth in faster and faster gushes. Ryan groaned when it seemed he could produce no more, but Mindy continued to suck regardless. She then moved on to his other nipple, Ryan gasping for breath.

When Mindy was finished attending to his latter breast, the former felt strangely...bloated again, his areola tingling. Giggling, Mindy massaged it, and Ryan reluctantly opened his eyes, spotting fresh droplets of milk drip from it. He deeply breathed.
As they lay there, basking in the afterglow, he could feel his breasts quickly returning to their previous states. He tried his best to hide his discomfort and fend off her attentions as he felt his breasts continue to bloat, and quickly, as though to serve a demand. They became hotter, heavier, flushed with their fresh burden. He felt a pressure develop behind his nipples, and felt them start to ache again, as though in preparation for a hungry mouth. Finally, they both began to seep without provocation. Mindy unfortunately noticed, and resumed with her rubbing and giggling. “Are you okay?” she asked.
Ryan grunted. “Not...at all.” As he caught his breath and stared at his heaving mounds, he realized they weren’t <i>heaving.</i> He could see them shifting...bloating...right before his eyes. He could physically feel them tightening, and see them pressing upward, downward...against each other, out at his sides. Against the delighted Mindy, who continued to massage them, as though urging them to grow <i>more</i>. His nipples burned, and milk continued to seep from them, but not fast enough to counter the pressure. Ryan grasped the underside of one of his breasts, feeling to tremble precariously against him.
“They’re gorgeous,” Mindy declared.

“W-what?” Ryan managed.

“Fantastic,” said Mindy. She again leaned down to his nipples, which Ryan could barely even see anymore.
He pushed her off him. Mindy looked up at him, blinking, and looking hurt.

Ryan tugged down his wet shirt, but it could barely stretch over the top half of his mounds, and threatened to explode to shreds against them. He climbed heavily to his feat nonetheless, thrown off by the weight on his chest. Panting, he stared down at himself. He looked like two basketballs had been stuffed in the front of his shirt. His nipples resembled tennis balls, if they could ache, seep, and pulsate they way they did. His heart pounded and arms shook. “Get out.”

“What?” said Mindy.

“GET OUT!”

Hastily grabbing and putting on what she could of her clothes, Mindy hurried out of the house.

As the door slammed shut behind her, Ryan leaned down, holding the couch for leverage. With his free hand, he grasped what he could of his breasts, but they were just too large, and too heavy, spilling out of his hands and splattering the floor with more milk. A male shouldn’t have been able to develop breasts this large, and so rapidly. Not even a <i>female</i> should have been capable of such a feat. This wasn’t anywhere near normal. This was the <i>opposite</i> of normal.
Ryan reluctantly, straightened, trying to adjust to the new weight on his chest. He tried not to look at them, but it was simply impossible <i>not to.</i>
<i>What have I done to myself?</i> he wondered, agonized by the sight of himself. He would have cried if he was a more confident boy, but simply choked back his contempt and forced himself to ascend the staircase.

By the time he reached his aunt’s bedroom, he was gasping for breath. He rummaged through her dresser, struggling to see into it beyond his mounds, and grabbed one of the largest bras he could find. It looked comically gigantic, and was left thankfully unlabeled. Ryan didn’t want to know what one would consider his size.

Struggling with his balance, and the new limits on the flexibility of his arms, he tugged the bra on as gently as he could and slipped into the straps. The mounds heaved up uncomfortably, pressing his lungs, and leaving him to gasp for breath. He stared into his large expanse of cleavage, trembles running through it though his body remained inanimate.
Ryan continued to breathe.

He turned and ambled to his room. The bra did help with his balance problems, and did take some of the weight off his back. He felt exhausted. He felt like a fucking cow. Ryan sunk to his bed, and was out before his head touched the pillow.
- - -

He did little more than toss and turn in disturbing dreams and terrible discomfort, until the early hours of the morning, at which point he finally did sink into a deeper sleep, only to gasp awake again a few hours later, his body clenched in pain.

He had neglected to take off the bra that evening before going to bed, and now the thing was - <i>strangling</i> him!

Struggling to breathe, Ryan turned on the lights and yanked at the contraption binding his chest, breasts so large they bulged from all sides of it. The bra was stretched to its limits and diggings into his shoulders, the stitching pulling apart and threatening to tear.

<i>But not soon enough,</i> Ryan thought, eyes tearing as the bra snagged against his nipples with his struggles, until finally the hooks snapped and it fell listlessly against his chest. His breasts burst free, bouncing painfully, and causing his bed to be splattered with milk. They continued to jiggle and the leaking subsequently intensified.

Ryan clutched the undersides his breasts, both rising and rising with each of his deep breaths. He watched impotently as milk continued to seep from both nipples with increasing speed and volume. He had suffered another growths spurt, it seemed. Again, his bed and clothes were soaked in milk.

Ryan climbed out of bed, feeling nauseous. Peeling off his wet boxers, he entered his bathroom and climbed into the shower, trying his best to clean himself without arousing himself. The mounds could barely fit comfortably in the small space anymore, and he had to clutch the shower doors just not to slip and lose his balance. His mounds tightened and tingled as they were splattered with water.

Eugh, they were beginning to feel <i>so fucking tight</i>.

But still they were soft and round, with considerable resistance when he touched them or when they wobbled. His back ached like all hell. Nothing made sense anymore. 

Climbing heavily out of the shower, Ryan wrapped a towel around his waist. His breasts were pressed together, and slowly becoming wider than his shoulders, sticking out like mutant melons and dominating the rest of his physique. In the bathroom mirror, he raised one slightly. Still so heavy.

But the leaking had stopped for the time being.

Ryan dressed himself, dealing with his breasts as tenderly as possibly. He had finally reached his aunt’s final, and largest bra, sliding it up his torso and easing the mounds into the cups. It was strapless, and gave his sore shoulders a break from all the weight, but left a considerable burden on his back.

His mounds didn’t sink, as one would expect. They were spherical from top to bottom, and perpetually looking for more room to fill out.
That afternoon, Ryan tried to relax, lest his pounding heart finally exploded. Climbing onto the couch, he exhaustedly reclined, ignoring as the phone began to ring. Though the television was on, Ryan stared blankly down at his breasts, heaving innocently, even if his lungs weren’t.  Heaving on his chest of their own accord, looking glorious and horrifying as they bulged just the slightest from his aunt’s massive bra. To his dismay, dark spots were beginning to appear on his shirt over his nipples. And his nipples, in turn, seemed to be getting more pronounced, as though in preparation to start releasing a fresh batch of milk. They began to pulsate, and he tried not to moan.

On fourth ring, Ryan distractedly grasped for the phone and held it to his ear. “Yeah?” he breathed.

“Ryan, it’s your aunt Gina! I just wanted to let you know I’m on my way home from the train station...”

Ryan’s jaw fell slack.

“I should be there in five min-”

Ryan hung up the phone. Heavily climbing off the couch, clutching his breasts the best he could with one of his arms, he paused to catch his breath. They had gotten very difficult to navigate as of late, breasts wobbling about independent from the rest of him. As quickly as they would allow him, Ryan gathered garbage and food wrappings off the living room floor, leaning down carefully with each thing he collected. Straightening again was twice as difficult, his spine burning in protest. Next, Ryan hurried upstairs to his room and gathered up all the bras he’d borrowed from his aunt, then went back to her room and stuffed them unceremoniously into her bureau, stretched and misshapen as they were. Some were even torn. Lastly, Ryan reached behind him and unlatched the bra he donned, wincing as his breasts slapped down on his chest. He shoved that as well into a drawer, before exiting her bedroom and heading back to his, clutching the mounds with both hands as he did so. He closed his bedroom door behind him just as he heard the front door open. What was he going to do? He couldn’t let her see him like this!

“I’m home!” Gina called.
