This is a work of adult fiction. This was inspired in part by many other works of BE fiction. This is intended for 18+. You know, people who can legally consent to contracts, and whatnot.

If you’re a minor, you shouldn’t be reading this, but you’re already here. A little boring blurb at the beginning isn’t going to stop you at this point, will it? Don’t come whining to me.

***

“Mistress! Mistress! Are we finally ready to open?” asked the exuberant assistant. After a few decades of working with her boss, Alyssa never got tired of opening a new store. 
The woman spoke softly, “Yes, Alyssa. We finally open tomorrow.  Now tell me, when you chose this location, did you have to put it so close to the high school, when I specifically said I wanted it near a college?”
“Oh Mistress Jiana, don’t be mad! Nothing near the local colleges were available! The best I could do was this overcrowded high school.”

“I suppose we should have had this conversation sooner, but it couldn’t have been helped anyway. Make sure you’re ready for tomorrow.”
***


Whitmore High is the flagship school in the county school district. As a result, it’s the biggest. It was supposed to hold 2,300 students with space to spare, but with the bad economy, there wasn’t enough money to build a new school. Now it holds almost 3,000 students, so it can be easy for people to get lost in a place like this.

The cold of March has given way to the warmth of April, and people are breaking out the warm weather wear; shorts instead of pants, skirts instead of tights, and t-shirts instead of hoodies.


Bethany Shurer was one of many girls not looking forward to Spring. She wasn’t popular, and she didn’t have any features that really stood out. Junior prom is on the horizon, and there wasn’t any hope of being asked out. What was the point? Tiny boobs, and no hips or ass worth talking about. Her best feature was her beautiful hair, courtesy of mom who works in a salon. Her second-best feature was her stunning clothes collection, courtesy of a dad who was a clothing purchaser for Macy’s. Fashion designers would frequently tailor designs that Bethany would like.


Neither of these spared her, or really got her many friends. For as large as Whitmore was, Bethany felt alone; nothing special to make her stand out. Bethany sat down to breakfast in the cafeteria, and looked around. Many of the same groups of people who only sat with each other, rarely did anyone new get to join them. “No one to sit with, as usual,” she said to herself as she sat down to attempt enjoying a solitary breakfast.


“Um, e-excuse me, may I join you?” Came a new voice Bethany didn’t recognize. 

She quickly looked around to make sure that wasn’t directed at someone else; no one else at the table. Standing next to her was this bubbly brunette girl. She looked really young – possibly a Freshman – wearing a sweatshirt and jeans…nothing fancy. “Of course she has a nicer butt than I do,” she thought to herself.


“May I join you?” she asked again.


“Oh, sure! I’m sorry, I’m not used to talking to people,” apologized Bethany.


“It’s no prob!” said the girl, sitting down. “I’m Alyssa. I just transferred to Whitmore today, and I don’t know anyone.”

Bethany remembered her first day of Whitmore – it has 4 floors, and a room numbering system that drives people insane. “Do you need anyone to help you find your classes?”

“Oh my god, that would be the best! I was given a schedule, and that’s IT!” Alyssa handed over her schedule to Bethany.


“Look at that, I’m in 3 of your classes, and you’re near most of my classes anyway. Lucky you!”

***


The more Bethany spent the day talking to Alyssa, the more she caught herself doing something she didn’t do a whole lot: smiling. Alyssa’s stepmom was an entrepreneur. She would set up a shop, get it up and running for a few months, and move to set up another shop.

It was last period, and as can be expected, people are more excited to go home than for the last 20 minutes of school. 


“So you have to go to work instead of going home?” asked Bethany.


Alyssa smiled, “Yes, I like helping my stepmother. She’s really nice. I didn’t expect to make a friend today, so I was looking forward to working until we met.”


The last bell of the day rang. Everyone began packing up their gear. It didn’t occur to Bethany until just now that Alyssa was her friend. This also made her realize: she had to leave her until tomorrow. That might not bother many people, but Bethany felt lost at Whitmore. With a heart growing heavier by the moment, “So I’ll see you tomorrow?”


“Why not come to the shop with me? My stepmother Jiana will be happy to hear I made a friend! You can hang out a little!”

After a quick text to her mom letting her know she’ll be home late to hang out with a new friend, they were on their way to Alyssa’s store.”

***

A bell jingles as the two friends walked through the door of New Designs: Shop of a Brand-New You! 

“Alyssa, are you ready for- Oh! You brought someone with you!” said an older woman – wearing a smart, conservative dress, and a light blue ascot. 

“Stepmother,” Alyssa started in a way Bethany thought was a little strange, “Bethany helped me find things at Whitmore High, I invited her to hang out a little. Is that okay?”

Jiana smiled, “That’s perfectly fine! I’m proud of you for finding a friend so quickly!” Turning to the Junior, “Bethany, you’re the first person aside from Alyssa to come into the store all day. How about you pick something in the store?”

Bethany looked around the small outlet store. There were intricate and fasionable clothes, accessories, perfumes, and shoes. It looked impossibly large on the inside from the meager strip mall exterior. “Surely this should be smaller, right?” thought Bethany.

“I didn’t bring any money. I couldn’t afford anything even if I did.”

“Think nothing of it. You’re the first customer, so I think I can let something fly off the shelf at no cost.” Seeing Bethany’s face contort into a half-frown, Jiana tried something else, “It’s a gift for showing Alyssa around. She doesn’t know the area, and I’ll be too busy making this shop successful to explore this area with her.” Smiling a little more,  “Yes, a gift that in part rewards you for your kindness, and your kindness to come – the perfect way to symbolize the start of a great friendship.”
Bethany conceded, “Well when you put it that way, how can I refuse.” The store felt like it went on and on. “Anything, you say?” 

Alyssa had a big grin.  “That’s what mom said!” Let me help you find something!

They began to walk the aisles. The clothes looked like they belonged on models, not her. The accessories are what really drew Bethany’s attention. 

Bethany knew it when she saw it – a choker with a medium sized, pale-peach and white gem in the middle. The light reflected a little silver as Bethany looked across the gem and saw something she had never seen on a gemstone before. “Hey. What’s the star-looking thing?”

“Oh,” started Alyssa, “that’s a moonstone with an asterism. That happens when the stone is cut in a certain way. We have a really good jeweler who is able to sometimes make that happen. It’s kind of hard, though. Do you want it?”

“Yes. Very much. May I?”

Gingerly taking it off the model, Alyssa walked behind Bethany, and moved her hair a little to get a clear view of the back of her neck. With only a little effort, Alyssa was able to fasten the choker on and put Bethany’s hair back. “There. How does it feel?”

Looking at herself in a small mirror on the shelf, Bethany could see her grin grow from ear to ear. “I love it Alyssa. It looks great on me!”

“I’m glad you like it. I think it’s fitting on you.”

Bethany’s phone buzzed, and saw a text. just got your text. normally yes, but I want you home now, please.
“Shoot. I have to go. Say thanks to your mom, okay?” Said Bethany as she made sure she had her purse and backpack and rushed out the door.

Jiana walked up to her pupil, “You didn’t tell her asterisms are cursed, did you?”

“Of course not, mistress! Where’s the fun in that?”

“It’s better you didn’t – she’ll be in for a surprise, for sure.”

“Pfft! That’s nothing!” Scoffed Alyssa “Wait until she finds out she can’t take it off without either of us to do it for her!”

Jiana chuckled a little. “I never tire of you, Alyssa. This is why I’ve kept you around for so long.”

“Thanks, mistress. Let me take care of the shop. I told some cheerleaders about this place.”

“Very well. See you tomorrow Alyssa.”
***


Bethany came home and suddenly felt like the trip sucked all the energy out of her. Feeling groggy, she put down her backpack and purse, touched her moonstone again. Plopping down on the bed with a smile, she instantly went to sleep.


When Bethany woke up, she no longer felt groggy, but lethargic instead. Famished, too. A look out the window revealed pitch darkness and a glance in the hallway showed her that all of the lights were off. “I bet you mom saved me something from dinner.”

A short series of stumbling in the darkness, and Bethany found herself in the kitchen. She turned the light on, and adjusted her eyes to the light. A note was found on the fridge, “I saw you asleep when I got home. I knew you’d be hungry again sometime tonight. There’s a dish in the microwave for you.”


“Again?” Thought Bethany. She shrugged it off, and brought out the jug of milk…for some reason ‘milk’ was what her body was demanding. A quick look in the microwave, and she found a dish of food like mom said. “That’s a lot of food” Bethany noticed.


Still letting that slide, she turned on the microwave. While she waited for the food, she’s temporarily sate her hunger by a glass of milk. She reached for a glass, and poured a glass. 


As quickly as she poured it, she drank it. “STILL THIRSTY” her body yelled at her. 


Bethany, still partly asleep, didn’t notice the budge made by her breasts, eager to announce their presence. She poured another glass. It disappeared just as fast, and her breasts again grew some. This time, the fabric of her nightshirt squeeked, “When did I change into this?”


If Bethany could see her choker, she’d notice it glowing a little. She wouldn’t have cared right then, because her body demanded more milk, and was still ravenous for the generous serving of chicken and dumplings mom made for dinner.


Another glass, and another series of gulps killed it. This time, her breasts were neither quiet, nor subtle.

RIIIIP went Bethany’s nightshirt as a pair of EE’s emerged. “What in the-” she was trying to ask herself when she touched them. A shiver went through her body. Her curiosity got the better of her.


She poured another glass. Before she could drink it- BEEEP emanated from the microwave. Bethany took the glass and the now-half full jug of milk to the dinner table. She walked back to the microwave for her dinner. Her breasts were barely contained by her burgeoned nightshirt. They jiggled up and down, and rippled in the remaining space they openly fought for.


Bethany sat down, and drank the glass of milk. Slowly, hoping to enjoy the growing sensation longer. “I’m growing boobs! I’ll be noticed! Boys will pay attention to me like they pay attention to the other stacked girls in school!”


Bethany’s hunch was correct, her breasts grew slower, but now they were taking longer to stop finishing, too. The first three glasses gave her bursts of growth, but as Bethany stared, she saw her breasts grow in pulses, synchronizing with her breathing. Tightening the shirt that tried its best to keep itself together. 

The tear down from the stitching on the sides of the shirt made themselves known. Bethany’s thirst subsided a little, enough that she could focus on the food.


The first bite felt like an explosion of flavor. “Sure, mom knows how to cook, but since the pregnancy, she’s really upped her game. Wait. Pregnancy?”

Bethany was eating much faster than her mind was managing her thoughts. She was already a fourth of her way through the enormous plate of food, and was still eating with gusto. Every so often, she would wash down a bite with a sip of milk. Every sip beckoned her breasts just a little larger, just a little larger more.


What Bethany couldn’t see beneath her chest was the growth in her abdomen. Mild at first to start, but it couldn’t possibly remain that way.


The moonstone flashed a little brighter, and Bethany suddenly remembered: she was in chorus back in the fall to make herself look better for college. At a regional competition, she met a boy from out of state who charmed his way into her pants one steamy September night.

They didn’t bother with names or protection. Bethany found out a month later she was pregnant, and quit the chorus.


When Bethany took inventory of her dinner, she was more than half-done, and the jug of milk was approaching empty. Her body cried “MORE” as she looked down to find breasts the size of honeydew melons like her dad would buy. She felt something announce itself onto her lap. She wanted to bring a hand to her stomach, but deep within, a voice forced her, “MORE!” Stomach pangs followed the order.


Bethany again dove into her food, loving each morsel ingested. For every bite, her stomach grew more, her pregnancy advanced. With each sip of milk, her breasts willed themselves larger and larger, now growing even more per sip. Every advance cost Bethany’s shirt a few more stitches.


The girl remembered how in December, the doctor said she was blessed with triplets. Her parents never yelled at her, but only hugged her more; they were always going to have her back. For her birthday that month, they gave her a choker with a beautiful moonstone, symbolizing love and fertility.

One last bite cleared her plate. Her belly lurched forward, upward, and outward. This pushed her enormous breasts up to her chin.


By the time Bethany finished, the milk and food were gone. In their place were huge breasts, heavy and laden with sustenance for the young she carried. Her nightshirt, supposed to be long enough for a woman of 5’1” looked skin-tight. It revealed a maternal womb with the cargo of five children, stretching over a foot in every direction. A sphere of life that ordinarily would have commanded its own attention.

It would have too, if it weren’t for her breasts. Globes of flesh that could never know the meaning of constraint. Even the best reduction bras would only minimize the ripples they made from any motion.


Bethany looked up and saw light coming from the stairs. “Is that my little girl?” asked her dad.


“Hi daddy, I was just-“


“Eating dinner, I know. I don’t get to see much of you lately. I drop you off at school, but you’re so tired at the end of the day I don’t get to talk to you.”


She felt her face warm up in embarrassment. “Daddy, I-“


He cut her off again, “No need, kiddo. Daddy knows.” He hugged her. “I brought you something.” He reached from behind his back to show her a chocolate bar – one of the good ones.”


She gasped, “These are expensive imports.” 


“Now, now,” he smiled. “It’s yours. This is either yours, or your mother finds out, and she’ll eat them. You’ve kept your grades up, and if I want to spoil by giving my baby girl some good chocolate, that’s my business.”

The smell off of this bar was intense. It was dense, rich, like no other flavor she remembered. “Is it okay if I-“


Like clockwork, dad cut her off again, “Go ahead and jump in. You’re eating for six, and I know you want dessert. I just want to see you happy.”


The moonstone gleamed again. Bethany ate and ate this bar. As she ate, she grew again. Her legs, formerly lithe, betrayed themselves. Pound after pound flooded into her thighs. Bethany no longer had legs of someone who walked to and from school every day, but instead had legs of someone who spent much of her time eating. 


Every passing bite saw more opulence emanate into her growing ass, rising her bit by bit, changing her vantage point. 


The flavor of the chocolate melted upon contact with Bethany’s tongue. Every swallow converted the morsel into fat. Her legs soon touched each other, and her ass stuck out in a bubble.


Before Bethany knew it, she was finished and tired again. “Daddy, I’m going to go back to bed. Is it okay if I miss school tomorrow?”


“Of course, honey. I’ll take care of it.”


Bethany started the day 97 pounds. She ended the day 95 pounds heavier.  With breasts that trumpeted their arrival, a belly that required careful navigation, and an ass that acted as a globular ballast, Bethany was the very symbol of fertility. She went to sleep again, content with her existence. Smiling as she rubbed her giant tummy.

***


“Mistress, are you pleased with my progress?”


“Indeed Alyssa. You’ll be able to take over for me yet. Tell me, what curse is on that choker?”

“The deca.”


“Oh, this will be entertaining to see. Did the cheerleaders come by today?”


“No mistress. I think they said they’ll be by later this week.”


“Do be careful with them. You can’t do them like you did poor Bethany.”
