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Mary Grayson was living a boring life. Not that she was unused to having fun, she had her moments, but nothing seemed to turn out to be extraordinary for her. She tried a lot of different strategies so she could lead a more exciting existence, but she failed miserably. Travelling, sports, painting, going out in clubs, dancing… Nothing worked. So, eventually, she just continued living her life as she always did before; fun-less. 
Apart from all this, Mary was a nice looking woman, but had never been able to find the right guy for her. She just didn’t trust any of them to be able to bring her the happiness she so dearly missed. She had lived alone the most part of her adulthood, until her cadet sister, 6 years younger than her, came to live with her.

Both were remarkably similar in built and shape, in height and in weight. They were both naturally thin, sporting a firm pair of small B-cup size breasts, and could share every piece of clothe they had. Apart from some facial features and hair color, almost black for Mary and light brown for Kathy, they could almost be mistaken for twins.

Both girls were very close and had no secret for one another. They trusted each other to be there for one another if something bad ever happened. But lucky them, nothing bad ever occurred. 
Both sisters were chitchatting in the living room.
“So, what are you going to choose?” Kathy asked before sitting down beside Mary and taking a sip of her glass of water.

“I don’t know… you remember aunt Criselda? She used to have all those fun trips around the country, even the world, and I can even recall a few of her exciting and exotic stories In fact, when she talked about it, she used to laugh all the time and seemed to be the happiest person in the world.”

“So?”

“Well, I don’t know what exactly worked for her but whatever it was, I’m pretty sure it would work for me! I just need to find out why. I’m so tired of living this boring nothing-ever-happens-to-me life.”

“Yeah well, she used to have those huuuuge tits, remember? She was a sight to behold. She must have had all the men she ever wanted and must have benefit from all the fun she could suck out of them” added Kathy with a laugh at her own joke.

“Maybe… For my part, I’m not sure it was all because of her boobs, do you really think so?” asked Mary.
“I don’t see any other option that could explain that mysterious “aura” she had that was affecting everyone around her. It’s as if she was a goddess or something, with people literally venerating her. Maybe if you had mega melons like her, then you’d end up living the kind of life you always wanted? You could go for surgery?”

“Well, it’s not a bad idea I guess,” said Mary after a moment, although reluctantly. “But I think that I would prefer ending up with a flat chest instead of having a foreign object inserted under my skin. It creeps me out… yuck!”
“Yeah well, you can’t know until you try it!”

“Well, I think I won’t. Maybe something will come my way and turn the tide around?”


They both left it at that. Mary sighed deeply and thanked her sister for the support she was giving her. Mary was lost in her thoughts. Maybe her sister was right after all. Bigger breasts might be the answer. But it won’t be for now, and certainly not dealing with a high priced butcher.
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It’s been three months since the sisters had their chitchat. Nothing happened since then that could be dubbed, even remotely, as interesting. Mary was slowly sinking into a deep melancholy, if not a depression. It kept gnawing at her sanity that it was inhuman to feel such inadequacy in life. Not knowing why she kept going and why she was forced to continue this unending routine. At least, her sister seemed to fare better than her. 

She still hoped that something was bound to happen sooner or later.


Kathy was still in university and had a friend, Jay Smith, studying in genetics. He was working part-time on a special project, funded by an exterior company and lead by one of his teacher, about some sort of tissue replacement treatment. Hearing about Kathy sister’s wish to attract “more attention and fun”, and Kathy’s idea that it could be through breast augmentation, combined with Mary’s unwillingness to envision having a foreign object inserted into her, he graciously offered to meet Mary and tell her about their research and the help they could give her. They will soon enter the human test phase and they would need subjects that were susceptible to benefit from tissue replacement, if not for a complete replacement, at least for amelioration.

Kathy simply passed the word to Mary. The older sister was sceptic at first, not understanding the link between the offer and the desired result, but she finally decided to meet the guy and see where this could lead to. Jay explained the semantics of the project and the goal they were aiming for. It involved taking a sample of Mary’s breast cells and use ionizing radiation to grow a new “breast” from a modified stem cell colony on an especially designed laboratory scaffold. However, it did involved surgery, but it would be to replace and implant her “own tissues”, not a pocket of silicone or saline water. Things cleared up a bit in her head with the explanation of the final result she would obtain and she finally agreed, seemingly without a second thought.

Mary didn’t understand a word of almost everything he said: partly because, as a VP office assistant, she found all genetic talk to be mumbo jumbo and partly because the guy was simply too cute, if not handsome. Mary told Kathy about it and her younger sister confirmed that she has had a crush on him for quite some time now. Mary confirmed that he was a hunk and applauded her choice. They weren’t going out together yet, but Kathy was working on it.


The following week, Mary met Jay and the project leader and teacher, Doctor and professor Charles Holland. They proceeded with the biopsy of her breast cells and he told her to come back in two months. By then, the team should have been able to grow tissues that can be implanted into a human host. He assured her that they had obtained government clearance to do all this and just as info, he also told her that the animal testing had been extremely successful, so not to worry. Mary readily agreed to come back in due time. 
She sighed; finally, something was about to happen to her. And the more she thought about it, she concluded that this had to be the best choice she had ever made in her life.
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Kathy met with Jay on various occasions in the subsequent weeks. Following Mary’s encouragements, Kathy made her move on him and succeeded in her attempts to go out with him. She was absolutely happy with this.

Mary had a chance to speak with Jay on a few occasions but he declined to answer any question concerning the procedure or where they were at with the tissue growth. She pouted but accepted to wait as it was first agreed.

Time went by and the two months were finally over. A quick call confirmed the date that was chosen for the procedure. Everyone agreed and Mary made arrangements with her boss to take a long “vacation”. 

Mary almost rushed to the research center of the university to meet again with Doctor Holland. The man was a thin old looking person of 60 years old. He was balding and wore those weird rectangular glasses. At least, he seemed at all times credible about his work, which was reassuring.

Jay was also there, as well as two other student assistants. Doctor Holland personally led her to a side room and asked her to put on the regular green hospital gown, with the assorted hat and slippers. Once done, she was to enter the operation prep room, where they would install her on the stretcher and push her into the surgery room, all ready.
Doctor Holland would be the person conducting the surgery. He comforted Mary by telling her that he had a degree in genetics as well as in plastic surgery, the results shall be stupendous. 
While being administered the drugs to get her to sleep, she saw on a side table one student handling what could only be described as a mass of tit flesh. She frowned for a second before her eyes closed and darkness greeted her.

*
*
*

“Mary? Mary? Come on sis, wake up!”
“Wha… grngnnn… K, Ka..thy?”

“Yeah it’s me,” Kathy smiled widely to welcome her sister back to reality. “The surgery was a complete success. They asked me to wake you up slowly since the nurse was doing some other nurse stuff somewhere.”

“Yeah, ok. I don’t feel great… it’s foggy,” Mary mumbled.
“They said that it would take a couple of minutes to get rid of the dizziness but you seem to be doing just fine.” Kathy smiled again.
“Alright, I’ll wait then.”

“Does it hurt?”

“What? Oh my chest? No, not really. Guess I’m too stoned to feel anything as of now. It’s difficult enough to raise my arms as it is.”

“The doc’s said he’d come see you later. Jay will also be waiting outside to drive us back home.”

“Great… everything’s going well with him I see?” Mary managed to ask.

“Absolutely, and I think I’m in love,” giggled Kathy behind her hand, like a young girl.

“Owww…” commented Mary with tender eyes.
“Hello Mary, how are you doing? Any pain?” asked Doctor Charles Holland while entering the room.

“I’m fine doctor, no pain at all.”

“Excellent. It means you are still feeling the effects of the aesthetic. The procedure went perfectly well. You now wear a large C-cup, which could end up as a small D-cup since the body will adjust with time. As predicted, the tissue graft was flawless and cannot be rejected since it’s your own DNA material. I’ll prescribe you some pain pills as I suspect you might need some while the nerves reattach themselves and the cell mass adapts to its new environment. Don’t worry about tenderness or itchiness, it will be absolutely normal.”

“Ok, thanks… I guess.” Mary had difficulty following his rapid speech.

“No problem whatsoever. I managed to successfully position the graft in both breasts for optimal visual effect and, against all my best expectations, was able to graft the larger nipples that were grown along with the breasts tissue. Everything will be in equal proportions, giving you a more natural look.” Mary eyed him and frowned, a comment probing her mind.

“But I don’t recall having asked for my nipples to be augmented.”

“Of course you didn’t but I thought we had gone through this. No? Anyway. In fact, the nipples were grown with the whole breast mass and were to be cast aside during the surgery, but I wanted everything to be perfect and I… errr… reasoned that it was the best option if you had them instead of keeping the old ones. Partly for the expected symmetry and partly to avoid you the scars what would have resulted from this.”

“Well… ok.” Mary seemed hesitant but she finally shrugged it off. “Thanks again then, Doctor Holland.”

“It’s been my pleasure. We’ll see you in one week sharp. Your sister here told me that she’ll take care of you on the way out, so everything is fine. Take care now.”

“Bye.”


The return home was uneventful. Jay chitchatted with Kathy while Mary slumbered in the front seat, daydreaming while eying her larger bosom.
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The week passed quickly and Mary was running out of pain pills. Those damn things were hurting like crazy, like they were burning all the time. She had watched them for what seemed like hours and even kneaded them a bit. Apart from their larger size, they were almost as beautiful as the natural ones were before the procedure. You just couldn’t hide all the little scars here and there, but that was it.

Mary went to meet with Doctor Holland. Everything turned out to be absolutely normal. Breast tenderness was expected and pain should subside in the next few weeks. He again prescribed her a whole bunch of pain pills to get through it. She filled in all the questionnaires and the required study papers before leaving. The next appointment was scheduled around one month afterwards.


Kathy was there for Mary. Even if the older sister spent all her days home and the younger at work or with her new boyfriend, every free second Kathy had, she would share it with Mary. She inquired about how she was feeling. Was she feeling different? Did she have more fun already? It went on and on. Mary didn’t mind though.

Mary saw a few of her friends a couple of times, and even her parents. She told them all that everything was fine, no pain and no complication. That was of course all a lie. Mary struggled to contain her tears at times when the stinging feeling got too strong. It just wouldn’t quit. It even woke her up at night, her limbs shaking and chilled to the bone. She would grab her pain pills and down them as fast she could, hoping that she might at least get back to sleep instead of rolling around in her bed, suffering.


Not only the ache was hard to manage, but when they actually weren’t hurting, they were itching. It could get almost as annoying and disruptive as the soreness. Her new breasts also felt extra plump. When she had first came back home from the surgery and had taken a look at her new womanhood, they indeed had looked like full C-cup. But now, after two weeks, they were almost like strong D-cup instead. She even had to buy a new bunch of larger brassieres.

She needed to remind herself of this fact and ask the doctor if it was normal or not. At least, as predicted, the pain she was experiencing in both breasts was slowly abating. By the end of the month, she actually didn’t need the pain pills anymore.


Meeting again with Doctor Holland proved somewhat dull. The doctor seemed to be preoccupied with something. Mary was way too shy and respectful to ask what was wrong. She told him about the extra chubbiness she was experiencing. Mary explained that they went from the post-operative C-cup to a now overflowing D-cup. In fact, she feared that she soon would need to go out and buy a couple of E-cup! 


Doctor Holland smiled reassuringly but his index finger was tapping rapidly on his desk, betraying his nervousness. Mary didn’t really notice. He said that it was all customary, that the tissue that was grafted was still expending, which was not that anomalous as it had happened thrice during the animal testing. It should be over soon as the data was clear that after 4 to 6 weeks, all post-operative growth will have stopped, the tissues regularizing when the body’s natural cycle would kick in. 


Mary was glad then that her new assets will be larger than they were before and that everything was normal. If it was to end soon, she silently hoped to go even bigger, maybe a full E-cup, but that might be somewhat extreme. Well, maybe not after all.

The next meeting was scheduled in six months. Mary went back home with a confident stride, happy that this whole breast thing was over and that the fun would soon begin. She had no idea how much that statement was true. 
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Mary went back to work approximately eight weeks after the operation was completed. Her breasts weren’t hurting anymore and the itching had lessened to almost a standstill. Her nipple sensitivity was great and both mammary were looking pretty damn good after all. Even the scars were fading. She sent an email to Doctor Holland to tell him so.
It was almost feeling like nothing had ever happened. 

Well, almost nothing. Her boobs had slowly stopped growing but had attained the respectable size of a bit overfilled D-cup and had been stable this way for the last two weeks. Mary was quite happy with the final results and would readily recommend Doctor Holland or his procedure to anyone living a similar case as hers.

She got more looks than she was used to. Her new voluptuous shape had a kind of disinhibition effect on her. She was proud of it and almost flaunted it in the open with suggestive dresses and shirts. Obviously, this demeanour attracted men’s attention and she loved it. It didn’t occur to her that this was somewhat unlike her old self, which had been more shy and conservative.

Kathy noticed and told her about it. Mary shrugged it off, pretending that if Kathy wanted bigger boobs; she just had to ask Jay to benefit from the same procedure. Kathy frowned and asked what was wrong with her these days. Her older sister took time to think about it and concluded that nothing was wrong, except that having been depressed, lived through it, and obtained a larger bosom afterwards made her joyful and gave her a confidence she was lacking before. She loved it.


They left it at that, not pushing the point. Mary at least became a bit more conscientious about the way she dressed, but not too much.


That night, Mary had a dream. A most peculiar one where she felt every nerve in her new breasts and that, as time went by, they kept getting more and more sensitive. She saw herself grabbing her tits and sensing them grow bigger, much larger than a D-cup. As the dream rolled on, she gained the look of a professional stripper. This vision of herself got her excited to the point of climaxing until she actually did, waking herself up with the powerful pleasure coursing through her limbs.


She was drenched in sweat and love juice. It had felt so wonderful and amazing. It was the first time ever she experienced a wet dream. It was in a sense way better than regular sex, as if her body was in command and she just had to let this thing run its course while she enjoyed the ride.

Mary was fast asleep after that and had no more dreams whatsoever. The morning light woke her up. She showered and got dressed. She pushed her breasts inside her brassiere and moved them around to be more comfortable. She wasn’t. She moved them around again and still things felt not right. Looking at herself in the mirror, she noticed that her boobs were spilling out of the top of her cups more than usual. “What the hell?”


Were they… bigger? They seemed to be. Mary chose the slackest D-cup bra she owned and finally managed to get everything inside. Her tits were pushing the fabric forward and her nipples were clearly visible. The doctor had told her that the tissue expansion would stop and it did. So what happened today?


Maybe it was her coming period that puffed them up like this. That must be it. She finally dismissed the whole ordeal as non important and went to work.
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Her period was over but her breasts were now clearly overflowing her loose bra. There was something wrong. Mary highly suspected, and with reason, that the implanted tissue was still growing, and this may somehow end up being out of proportion.

She asked her sister to invite Jay, so she could have a talk with him. Kathy looked crestfallen and somewhat alarmed. For all she knew, Jay had disappeared two days ago. He had not returned any of her calls, or emails or even her facebook messages. 

Kathy didn’t want to call the police since she didn’t want to rouse the authorities for nothing. What if Jay only went to see his family, or had some kind of emergency? Mary suggested that she contact the lab where he worked, and asked at the same time to speak with the doc if she gets a hold of him. Kathy eventually managed to speak with his professor, Doctor Holland. He hadn’t seen Jay in a couple of days, even for a longer period of time than Kathy. He’s been around the lab in a last few weeks but that’s all he knew.
Mary asked to speak with him but for other issues. Kathy handed the phone to her sister. She talked a bit with him and requested to know if there might be a possibility that the tissue she received might still be expanding. There was a long silence in the handset until she heard a sigh. He answered a weak “yes”. Mary sat down in shock.
“How much bigger my breasts will grow?” she asked anxiously.

“I don’t have any definite answer to that question, unfortunately. My latest calculations indicated that the tissue implant, in a human host, do not react the same way as in the animals. Our morphology is missing the floating enzyme that inhibits further development of the implant, thus leading to unstoppable growth. On the other subjects, one man had an ocular implant that was finally removed due to excruciating pain. Another man with a leg muscle transplant ended up with a serious disproportional problem.”

“And exactly when were you planning to tell me?” shouted Mary, infuriated.

“I… I, I thought that you might be different and that it would not happen the same way. From all I knew, the growth had all but stopped a few weeks ago, as you confirmed in your email.”

“Well, it RESUMED. What am I going to do with ever-expanding tits? Do you at least have any solution for this?”

“We can, ahem… remove the implanted tissue. But… ahem, since it’s been growing, it might have reached parts of your ribcage that I could simply not close afterward, thus risking your life in the procedure.”

“You mean that I’m STUCK like this? Damn it! Trusting you must have been the worst decision I made of my life!”

“Wait Mary, we have no idea what will happen, but I think that it will eventually stop. You see-“

“Screw you.”


Mary hung up the phone crudely. She was fuming. This bastard Frankenstein doctor turned her into a monster. She finally sighed. Wait things out. She’d have to wait things out. What could she do other than that anyway?


Kathy was staring at Mary with her mouth opened; Mary’s left breast had jumped out of her bra cup when she had slapped the phone down, and was hanging rather headily over the seam of her dress. The older sister finally noticed and put everything back inside her constricting clothes.

“What?”

“Nothing sis…“ Kathy answered. “You did say that those were going to get bigger? It’s going to be freakish.”
“Tell me about it! So,” Mary was trying to rapidly change the subject, “are you going to continue searching for Jay?”

“Yeah I will,” answered Kathy, who had to ask in return: “Are you sure you’re going to be ok sis?”

“I will. Don’t worry about me, I’ll manage. I’m the bigger sister, remember?”

“Ohhh, for that I must agree, you’re obviously the bigger sister now.”


The tension melted away as both girls started to laugh wildly. The first having a serious breast growth problem and the other having a lost boyfriend. They hugged and laughed. They twisted around and cried. That certainly became a day to remember.
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“Jay! Thank god! Where have you been?”

“I don’t want to talk about it on the phone right now. But let’s say I’ve encountered a serious problem with the experimental tissue replacement therapy. I can’t come to your place to see you until I figure out a way to solve this.”

“Solve what? You disappeared for four days and you need to solve something? What’s wrong Jay? Something happened between you and the professor?”

“No, nothing of the like; it’s more of a personal problem. Listen, I’ll call you as soon as things get better, ok?”

“Why won’t you tell me what’s wrong?”

“I can’t. Not for now. I’ll call I promise. Love ya.”

“Jay, wait! Jay? That damn… damn… UGH!”


Kathy was angry, but also scared. Jay had been so cryptic and after four days without any news, he only offered her this weak explanation, which actually explained nothing. He told her that she just have to wait until he could solve his problem. What kind of BS was that? “I bet he’s with another girl, the bastard.”


Mary was hearing her sister irritated comments from her bedroom. She was absolutely sympathetic with her, but what could she do about it? Nothing. 

Anyhow, she had enough issues of her own without having to manage those of others. She was having trouble just trying to push her still enlarging bosom into her E-cup brassiere. Only two days, TWO! And she had grown another full cup size. This was getting really out of hand, no pun intended.

Her nipples had also grown bigger and her areolas size increased accordingly. At least they weren’t sagging and all the scar marks had melted away. Small compensation for turning into a monster. She stood in front of her body mirror watching her shapely legs and tight ass and those huge knockers. She was really starting to look like a porn starlet. What was she going to do? She had no idea.
She dressed up and went to work. The stares, and the comments, were beginning to get annoying. Even the other girls at the office were now whispering behind her back. People forget oh so quickly that she had been friend with them not so long ago and that those… expanding watermelons were an unwanted collateral damage.

Her boss was eyeing her with apprehension and maybe some kind of lust. He was an old man and she wanted naught from him. Then it happened. Her boss asked her what was happening with her chest. She wanted to explain that she had participated in a legit experiment about a new tissue replacement therapy and that her boobs were now ever growing. But she didn’t. She simply answered that she had implants recently. She thought to herself: “What a dumb answer Mary. What will he say in a couple of days from now when he notices that the implants are getting out of proportion?”

She couldn’t retract her explanation and just endured everything a woman who has large breasts has to endure. One of her female co-worker also said with enough force that strippers belong into night clubs and not into a respectable office. She almost screamed at her, but she refused to play a part into this woman’s pathetic and obscure view on life.
She wanted to have more fun, well her wish was granted: her life was now as “fun” as it would ever get.

It was late afternoon and her bra was killing her. Those damn tits were now over compressed into the E sized cups. Mary made a beeline for the ladies restroom and entered the first stall on the left. She removed her vest and shirt to witness the most engorged boobs she had ever witnessed in her life.

She removed the undergarment with difficulty but eventually managed to free both Willy. “Oh. My. God…” Mary was completely speechless. Her breasts were absolutely, amazingly, huge. She wasn’t even sure that they would fit into a F-cup bra. Veins were criss-crossing the surface and her nipples, now as big as thumbs, were sticking straight out. She cupped them and felt their heaviness. They were massive to say the least.

Mary rotated her shoulders backward; she was starting to experience light back pain from the augmented weight. She touched them, hugged them, patted them and even kissed them. She sighed. No matter why and how this was all happening, they felt great. Always warm to the touch, filled with milk ducts and other breast tissues, with not too much fat. They looked and felt perfect. 
She soon realised that she was still at work, half naked and in the women’s restroom. No way was she going to put those humongous babies inside that bra again. She dressed up and put her brassiere into her purse. Stepping out of the stall and watching herself in the mirror confirmed that her breasts were big enough to push her shirt forward and her vest sideways. It wouldn’t even close anymore. “Shit.”

Her nipples were poking out with a vengeance. She pushed on them but it only served to slightly arouse her. She sighed and shrugged it off. She quickly got back to her office desk and called to her boss that she had a personal emergency and had to leave hurriedly. “Mary, wait up, I…” Too late, Mary had left the building.
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The following day, Mary called sick for the rest of the week, and the week after. She had no solution and had no idea what to do. Sitting on the living room sofa, she just couldn’t keep her eyes off her assets. She had the distinct feeling that they were growing right there in front of her. She had measured them and they were reaching almost 7 inches in front of ribcage, making them a true, full F-cup. Will it ever stop? Apparently, no.
The sisters were drinking red wine and enjoyed it as best they could, especially in front of their respective problems. They had just started on their second bottle.
Kathy was sitting across from Mary, sulking and wiping a tear in silence once in a while. Jay had still given no news and she felt so pathetic that she wouldn’t go near the university. She skipped her classes. She hardly had the energy to work at the café and thinking that she actually had to go work the next morning was appalling. 
Mary smiled sadly. They certainly were a happy bunch. The doorbell rang loudly. Both girls jumped out of their seat in sudden fright.

“I’ll get it,” offered Mary. 


She went to answer the door and surprise, Jay was standing on the porch, wearing a large coat and some ugly baggy pants. He seemed nervous and surprised to see Mary. In fact, especially Mary’s massive attributes. Tearing his eyes off from Mary’s chest, he found back his tongue.
“Is Kathy there?”

“Yeah sure, stop drooling and come right in,” Mary stepped back to let him inside.

“Thanks”

“Jay…?” Kathy saw her boyfriend and ran to jump in his arms. “Damn it Jay, that was not funny, where have you been? Are you alright? Have you been cheating on me?”

“What? Whoa… slow down. No, I’ve not been cheating on you, far from it.”

“Why were you gone for so long then?”


Jay looked around and saw Mary sitting on the sofa, looking at the young couple with interest, also wanting to know what happened.

“Can we go in your room?”

“No need. Mary can hear everything you have to say. Anyway, even if we isolate ourselves, I would simply tell her everything afterwards.”
“Hmm, ok then,” he wasn’t sure but he finally made up his mind to go ahead anyway. “I’ve been a fool.”

“You bet you were.”

“No, not for that… well, for that too, but for a far more idiotic reason in fact. I’ve… err… used on myself, implanted if you want, some of the tissue replacement therapy.”
“You what? I’m not following you here. What implant?” Kathy frowned with incomprehension.
“Let me show you, it’ll be simpler.”

Jay dropped his pants to his ankles and showed his boxers to both women. His underwear seemed to be over inflated. Kathy squinted a bit in front of her semi-naked boyfriend.
“And what am I looking at exactly here?”

“Don’t you see?” Jay seemed a bit exasperated at his girlfriend’s lack of cleverness.

“Your underwear looks like a baggy bathing suit.”

“Ok,” continued the half naked man, “you asked for it…”


Jay dropped his boxers also to the ground, only to reveal the largest human penis ever to be conceived or seen. It seemed to be unrolling right there in front of both sisters. They just looked with a slackened jaw and wide eyes. It was dropping a good 8 inches over his large scrotum.

“Told you.”


Kathy looked at him and finally closed her mouth. She raised one eyebrow and was starting to imagine that this… this thing, attached to her boyfriend’s body was actually real. It even seemed to move on its own. Wait a minute, it WAS moving. Jay was getting an erection.

“Ahem! I am feeling a bit too much scrutinized here. And the fact that you are both extremely beautiful and awesomely sexy is slowly pumping my pipe.”

“Well, you come out of nowhere and show us a penis that’s about three times bigger than last I saw it. I… we’re just a bit upset by all this.”
“How big can it get?” asked Mary, interest rising at the same time as Jay’s appendage.

“Last time I checked, meaning yesterday, I was approaching 13 inches. But like your breasts, it’s been slowly getting bigger, showing no sign of stopping.” His erection was now about halfway up.

“Let’s see then,” invited Kathy, waving at her sister, inviting her to the party.
“Whoa! What are you girls doing? Stop it!”


Kathy went straight for the main prize, grabbing her boyfriend’s manhood with an expert hand. Mary, not far behind, took her time to remove her shirt and brassiere, revealing her pair of massive orbs. They looked glorious, and even bigger than that same morning.


Jay simply mumbled something unintelligible when he saw Mary’s huge assets coming his way. Man, this was going to be so much fun; he nearly ended the show at that precise moment. Both sisters were having a real fun time licking and stroking his now fully erect member.

“Go grab the ruler sis, I’ll keep him busy and in excellent shape,” requested Kathy.

“Sure thing. Hang in there lover boy, we want to measure that beast of yours… for science, you know.” 


Mary went and came back a minute later, completely naked and with the tape ruler in her right hand. Her breasts were bouncing heavily, her nipples on guard duty. She giggled a few times, gulped down her glass of wine and rubbed her pussy with her left hand once or twice. 

“Here we go. Ready handsome?” asked Kathy.

“Just do whatever you girls want… I’m allll yours,” he answered with a smile, the tip of his penis reaching his sternum.
“Ok, let’s see… here we have 6 inches, 7, 8… hmmm, 12… 13… 14 inches! God… 14 inches. No way will any of us be satisfying you today. Heck, it’s as big around as my forearm! See this Mary?”
“Hmm hmm,” answered the older sister, quite occupied with the small apple sized head of the penis in her super stretched mouth.


Kathy also got naked before accompanying her sibling. Jay was dangerously approaching orgasm land and he started thrusting in the air like an animal. He groaned a few times. Mary raised herself higher and pushed her large melons to grab the gigantic meatpole between them. She pumped wildly, trying to coax the juice out of this hose.

“Careful girls, I’m… I’m… cummmmingggggnnn.”


He started to spurt cum all over the girls, literally showering them both and covering their face in spunk. Mary continued to pump for all she was worth, pushing the extra juice out of his cock.


Jay got light headed and dropped backward on the ground. Kathy and Mary couldn’t stop laughing, watching him thrash around, still in the throes of his climax, until it finally died away. Jay was now semiconscious, but otherwise seemed perfectly fine.

Both sisters started kissing and fondling. Maybe Jay was out cold for the night but they certainly weren’t. They licked and laughed, kissed and stroked. Kathy gave Mary’s tits a lot of attention, petting them and sucking them with extra attention.

“It’s unbelievable… keep going. My breasts are incredible, aren’t they? They certainly feel like so. They’re so hot too…they’re growing again. I can sense it. Oh, they are getting heavier by the second it seems,” hushed Mary.
Kathy was kneading them and giving them all the attention super boobs should always benefit from. Mary’s skin was hot to the touch and indeed, they were getting bigger right there in her hands. The nipples were stretching and reaching a point they never reached before. Mary eventually climaxed just by having her little sister play with her massive assets.

It went on and on. They must have given each other ten or more orgasms each. That was the first time they ever had sex together and both also knew that it’ll be their last. They left their worries behind and just enjoyed the magic of the moment.

9
Jay woke up grudgingly. He had the impression of having slept on the carpet. Well, good guess, because that’s where he woke up from. Both sisters were nowhere in sight. He rubbed his eyes. Did they actually leave him there, alone in the living room, naked, with dried cum all over himself? Apparently they did.

He got back on his feet and saw his schlong dangling from left to right and right to left. His balls were sensitive, seeming ready to shoot another massive load. “Not now dick.” He checked his penis and took it in his hand. It looked bigger already than the day before.

“Damn it. I really need to find a solution soon or it’s going to get real ugly.”


He saw the tape ruler on the side. He confirmed his suspicion; it was nearly 10 inches long, fully flaccid. It really had to stop. Well, it seems that after all, he’d have to go back to the lab and confront Doctor Holland with his intentional grafting of tissue. If he had known that he would end up with an ever increasing cock, he might have thought twice before doing something that stupid. He got dressed.

“Kathy? Mary? You girls are here?”

“We’re in our bedrooms silly. We didn’t sleep on the ground, like someone I know,” giggled Kathy. Jay joined her.

“Ha ha ha, really funny. You could have-“ Kathy cut it off.

“Nope, you’re way too heavy for us.”

“Alright then. Where’s Mary?”

“In her room for all I know…”


A scream ripped the somewhat silent apartment. It was Mary. Jay and Kathy raced to her bedroom, expecting to see a bloodbath, but Mary was simply sitting in her bed, naked, with a look of utter surprise and fear on her face.

It seemed that her breasts had continued to grow during the whole night. They were almost touching her lap. They now were what, I-cups? J-cups? Who knew? Mary silently started crying and stuttering.
“Guys, we… we need t… I… there must be a way to fix this.”

“I have the same problem. Get dressed, quick. We’ll go see Doctor Holland; he’ll know what to do.”

“Ok.”


Mary got dressed with the help of her sister. She put on a large t-shirt, having nothing else to cover herself properly. Both got out of the apartment with Jay. His cock was balloting around even in his super baggy pants. Guess they would have to call him horsey sooner or later.


He drove somewhat fast to the university. Then, they ran across the campus lawn (with some difficulty) and entered the lab. With luck, Doctor Holland was in… and alone.

“Professor Holland!” cried in relief Jay.

“Jay! Where have you been my boy? Oh, Mary and her sister too? What’s happening, I was about to… to…”


Charles Holland was shocked when he saw Mary up close, well; her nipples were close, even if the rest of her body still stood a fair distance away from him.
“My guess is that you need help,” he said, looking back at their faces.
“Your guess is absolutely correct,” said Jay. “And I too need help,” he added while pointing at his crotch.
“You didn’t?” smiled Doctor Holland for a second before understanding the truth. “Well apparently you did. Foolhardy to say the least.” Doctor Holland was now regarding his student with a very profound and disapproving look on his face.

“I know… but we have to do something and quick, the tissues implanted are still growing and the process seems to be accelerating.”

“Indeed it would, and they did it seems. Come, I’ve been working late on this and just recently found a way to stop all expansion.”

“Really?” Kathy exclaimed.

“Oh yes. Electrocution adjusts the implant and permits it to finally set itself in correctly, finally adapting to the body’s rules and regulations.” Doctor Holland snickered at his smarty remark. No one else did. He rolled his eyes. “Ok, Jay stand here and Mary over there. Both of you need to be naked, we’re going to have to shock you both a little.”


When everyone and everything was in place and ready, Doctor Holland gave them both electroshocks, directly on the tissues implanted. Mary cried out in pain and Jay held it together, not uttering a single word, with his jaw locked down the whole time.


It was over in a matter of seconds each. 

“Feeling ok?”

“If we can call this ok…” answered Jay with a weird expression of relief and annoyance.

“So doc, did it work?” asked Kathy with apprehension for her sister welfare.

“Let’s see. We need samples. Let me grab those needles here and…”


The samples proved to be all negative to the continuous growth pattern. They all sighed with deep relief. It was over. Mary’s breasts had finally settled at a humongous N-cup size, larger than most strippers. And Jay’s cock ended up flaccid at 12 inches long by 8 inches around. Doctor Holland confirmed that the nightmare was over and that they should all go back home and enjoy some rest; which they did without the slightest complaint.

Epilogue

It has been 6 months since the nightmare had ended. Mary was now happily living a life free of boringness and free of super growing breasts. It’s been a fun ride to say the least. She managed to keep her job but she was thinking of quitting. All the stares and the remarks were slowly driving her crazy. On a brighter side, her parents weren’t judging her, well, not in front of her at least.

Kathy went to live with Jay and she confirmed to her older sister that his huge appendage, nearly 20 inches long by 9 in circumference, was cumbersome and annoying. Jay would get hard and cum, and be unconscious afterwards for 2 hours. But she loved him, and always will, just the way he was, giant dick or not.

Mary was sitting in her living room, enjoying a terror movie and eating popcorn. She was half scared to death, but she enjoyed every moment of it. She always liked terror movies. She scratched her left breast and moved her bra around, feeling uncomfortable. An hour later, she did it again and didn’t seem to find any way to be cosy. “What the hell…”

Her assets could be such a hassle sometimes. She got her shirt off and…

“Oh no… the damn things are bigger!”

