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TO THE READERS OF
OVERFLOWINGBRA

HI, GUYS! FIRSTLY, I WANT TO EXPRESS MY GRATITUDE FOR YOUR
FEEDBACK ON PART I OF THIS STORY. UNFORTUNATELY, THIS SITE
DOESN'T ALLOW FOR INDIVIDUAL REPLIES, BUT PLEASE KNOW THAT

I’VE READ YOUR COMMENTS AND APPRECIATE THEM ALL.

I WANT TO CLARIFY THAT ALTHOUGH THIS STORY INVOLVES BREAST
EXPANSION, IT IS NOT SOLELY A STORY ABOUT THAT. IT wAs NOT
ORIGINALLY INTENDED FOR THIS WEBSITE, AND I OFTEN PURPOSELY
AVOID OVERLY TECHNICAL/SPECIFIC DESCRIPTIONS OF SIZES AND
MEASUREMENTS IN FAVOR OF MORE DESCRIPTIVE LANGUAGE THAT
ALLOWS READERS TO VISUALIZE AS THEY PLEASE. HOWEVER, I
ASSURE YOU THAT THE STORY WILL STILL HAVE PLENTY OF GROWTH

AND TRANSFORMATION.

For ME, THIS STORY IS ABOUT EMPOWERMENT, WHILE BREAST
EXPANSION SERVES AS ONE AVENUE FOR ACHIEVING IT. IT's
ABOUT A WOMAN TAKING CONTROL, AND MAKING CHOICES

THAT REFLECT HER INNERMOST DESIRES AND AMBITIONS. ] HOPE
YOU WILL CONTINUE TO FOLLOW EMILY ON HER JOURNEY OF

SELF-EXPLORATION AND GROWTH.
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] APPRECIATE ALL OF THE CONSTRUCTIVE CRITICISM | RECEIVED AFTER
MY FIRST POST, AND ] CAN ASSURE YOU THAT ['VE TAKEN IT TO HEART
AND WILL USE IT TO IMPROVE MY FUTURE WRITING (HOWEVER, ALL THE
PARTS OF THIS NOVEL HAVE ALREADY BEEN WRITTEN, SO [ WILL KEEP
POSTING THEM AS IS). THE COMMENT THAT HIT ME THE HARDEST WAS
REGARDING THE STRAWMAN FEMINIST CHARACTER, AS ] AM A FEMINIST
MYSELF AND DON'T WANT TO PERPETUATE HURTFUL STEREOTYPES.
1JUST WANTED TO CREATE TENSION FOR EMILY'S JOURNEY, BUT |

UNDERSTAND HOW THAT COULD BE TAKEN THE WRONG WAY.

THAT BEING SAID, IrOPEYOU ENJOY THIS SECOND PART AND CONTINUE
TO FOLLOW ALONG WITH THE STORY. T HANK YOU FOR YOUR SUPPORT

AND CRITICISM!

IF YOU WANT TO READ OTHER STORIES OF MINE, FOLLOW ME ON

DEVIANTART @ DAMIENDEESSE.



CHAPTER EIGHT

HANGOVER
HAZE

SATURDAY - SEPTEMBER 3RD, 2022

mily stirred as the first rays of sunlight peeked through her
bedroom window. The memories of the previous night were hazy
at best, and she was barely aware of the pounding headache that
accompanied her rude awakening. Just as she sat up, the bedroom door

swung open, revealing her fuming mother.

“Emily! What on earth were you thinking?” Susan demanded, her
eyes darting from Emily’s disheveled hair to her clothes, which were
still damp and stained from last night’s revelry. Most damning of all,
however, was the absence of the sports bra Emily had been wearing just

the day before—a clear sign of her debauchery.

“I... I don’t know,” Emily mumbled, wincing at the sound of her own

voice.
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Susan’s expression softened, shifting from anger to a mix of disappointment
and concern. “Emily, you know better than this. You know how dangerous it

can be to drink, especially in your state. What if something had happened?”

Emily’s cheeks flushed with shame at her mother’s words, and she struggled
to piece together the events of the night. She remembered the party, the
attention, and the freedom she had felt... but she also recalled the car ride with

John, their shared secrets, and the unspoken desires that had surfaced.

“I'm sorry, Mom,” Emily whispered, tears threatening to spill from her eyes.

“It won’t happen again.”

Susan sighed, her anger dissipating as she took in her daughter’s remorseful
expression. “Just promise me, Emily, that you’ll be more careful in the future.

I don’t want to see you hurt.”
Emily nodded, her heart heavy with guilt. “I promise.”

Susan shook her head, her heart torn between her concern for Emily’s
well-being and her frustration at her daughter’s reckless behavior. “We’ll deal
with the consequences of your actions later, but for now, you need to get

cleaned up and get ready to face the day.”

As her mother closed the door, she left Emily to face the aftermath of her
actions—not only the physical consequences of her night of indulgences but
also the emotional ones. The tangled web of secrets and temptations that had
begun to ensnare her and John would not dissipate so easily, and she knew that

navigating these newfound complexities would test the bonds of her family.

The morning light continued to filter into the room, illuminating not just
the mess of the previous night but also the uncertain path that lay ahead for

Emily and those close to her.
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As she stumbled out of bed and into the bathroom, she couldn’t help but feel
another wave of apprehension crash over her. She had risked everything, from
her relationships with her friends and family to her own reputation, all for a
fleeting, intoxicating taste of power and self-indulgence. Now, as she stared
into the mirror, she knew she would have to confront the aftermath of her

actions—and that the fallout was only just beginning.

Despite her mother’s apparent forgiveness, tension filled the air as Emily,
John, and Susan sat down for breakfast. The clinking of silverware against
plates seemed to echo in the strained silence that enveloped them. Emily,
struggling to maintain her composure, avoided John’s gaze, her heart
pounding in her chest as she couldn’t get the vague memories of the
vulnerable and provocative confessions she had made to him out of her
head. Meanwhile, John was a bundle of nerves, his discomfort palpable as he

weighed the consequences of revealing the truth to Susan.

Susan, sensing the underlying tension between her husband and daughter,
tried to engage them both in light conversation, but her attempts fell flat
as Emily and John exchanged awkward, forced smiles and brief, evasive

responses.

As the meal wore on, the unspoken secrets between Emily and John loomed
over them like a massive cloud, casting a shadow on their once simple and
innocent relationship. Both of them knew that navigating the uncertain
waters of their new dynamic would demand a delicate discretion, as the threat

of Susan’s discovery loomed ominously in the background.

In the end, breakfast was a quiet, tense affair, a stark contrast to the warmth
and laughter that usually filled their family gatherings. As they each retreated
to their respective corners of the house to process the events and revelations

of the night before, one thing was crystal clear for Emily: her family had been
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forever changed, and there was no going back. The fragile balance of
their relationships had shifted, and the challenge would now be to move

forward without shattering the bonds that held them together.

Emily retreated to her room, her heart heavy with the weight of the
secrets she now shared with her stepfather. Her mind raced, replaying
the events of the previous night on a never-ending loop as she mulled
over the implications and consequences of her actions. Overwhelmed by
her thoughts, she sank onto her bed, feeling the oppressive burden of her

newfound desires and the treacherous territory they had entered.

Desperate for understanding and guidance, Emily reached for her phone,
her fingers hovering over the screen as she instinctively navigated to the
group chat with her best friends, Rachel and Sarah. As she typed out a
message, secking solace and support from those who knew her best, she
hesitated. Doubt gnawed at her, as she wondered if her friends would
truly grasp the complex emotions coursing through her, or if they would

dismiss her concerns as mere drunken ramblings.

As Emily pondered her next move, her mind drifted to Erica. She had
an air of confidence and fearlessness that Emily admired, and she would
probably better understand the intricacies of navigating change, desire,
and vulnerability. With a mix of trepidation and hope, Emily sent a

message to Erica.

“Hey Erica, I know we’re not super close, but something’s been weighing

on my mind, and I feel like you might understand. Can we talk?”

As she pressed send, Emily couldn’t help but feel a sense of relief wash
over her, the simple act of reaching out a small but significant step towards

confronting the challenges she now faced. She knew that the road ahead
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would be fraught with uncertainty, but she still hoped to find the strength

to embrace the person she was becoming.

Erica’s response came swiftly, her message glowing on the screen with a

reassuring warmth that quelled Emily’s anxiety.
“Of course, Emily! 'm here for you. What’s on your mind?”

With her heart pounding in her chest, Emily hesitantly typed out the truth
about her intimate conversation with her stepdad. As she hit send, she braced
herself for judgement, fearing the repercussions of her confession. But to her

surprise, Erica’s response was nothing like what she had anticipated.

“OMG, Em! I never knew you had such a wild side! That’s hilarious and

kinda amazing! No judgement here, girl.”

Emily’s tension began to dissipate, replaced by a strange sense of relief at
Erica’s light-hearted reaction. Encouraged by the supportive response, Emily

continued to share more of her story.
“Lol, Erica! This is serious! What do you think I should do?”

Erica continued with her easygoing, nonjudgmental approach, “Honestly,
just have fun with it! But remember to be careful, of course. Btw, what does

your stepdad look like? ”

Still reeling from the shock of Erica’s carefree response, Emily hesitated before

sending a picture of John.

“Wow, he’s hot! If he were my stepdad, I'd probably be flirting with him too!

LOL, just be safe and remember where the boundaries are.”

Emily couldn’t help but feel reassured by Erica’s lighthearted attitude. In a

way, it removed the stress and guilt that had been suffocating her, enabling
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her to breathe easier and feel better about herself. As they continued to chat
and laugh, Emily thought that maybe, just maybe, she could navigate the
challenges ahead without losing herself in the process. She felt a surge of
newfound confidence and, for the first time, a sense of acceptance of her

desires.

Encouraged by their conversation, she decided to share another secret with
Erica. As she typed out the confession, her heart raced with a mix of fear and
excitement. She hit send, uncertain of Erica’s reaction but hopeful that she

would continue to be understanding and supportive.

“Erica, there’s something else I did... I actually called my surgeon when I was
drunk and asked him to give me even bigger implants. I know it sounds crazy,

but that’s the truth.”

Much to Emily’s surprise, Erica’s reaction was nothing short of enthusiastic.

“OMG, Emily! That’s wild, but I can’t lie. I kind of love it! Think about
how hot you’ll look and all the fun we’ll have together at parties! You’ll be

unstoppable!”

As Emily read Erica’s message, she couldn’t help but feel a swell of excitement
in her chest, fueled by Erica’s unabashed enthusiasm for the idea. Deep down,
Emily wondered if she had unconsciously known that Erica would react this
way, and whether that was why she had reached out to her instead of her best

friends, who would no doubt have tried to talk her out of it.

The more she contemplated Erica’s response, the more Emily felt validated
in her desires and open to the possibilities that her changed appearance
could bring. Despite the risks, she now felt a sense of empowerment and
freedom—a newfound understanding that she could make her own choices

and embrace her desires without fear of judgement.
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As Emily continued to chat with Erica, the seeds of self-acceptance and
autonomy kept taking root within her. However, a knot of worry forming
in her chest. Her mother’s disapproval weighed as heavily on Emily’s mind
as her implants did on her chest, and she couldn’t help but fear how Susan
would react to the fact that she was considering even bigger ones. Hesitantly,

she shared this concern with Erica.

“Erica, I'm really worried about how my mom would react. She hates my
implants already and want me to get them removed. I don’t know how I'd

handle it if she found out about all of this.”

Erica, exhibiting her usual understanding and supportive demeanor, replied
thoughtfully, “Yeah, I get it. Parents can be tough. But remember, Em, it’s
your body and your choice. You’re 18 now, and you have to live your life for

yourself, not for someone else.”

She continued, offering practical advice this time, “Maybe try to keep it a
secret for a couple of days, see how you feel about it, and if you decide to
go through with it, figure out a way to break it to your mom gently. Just
remember that no matter what you decide, I'm here for you and I support

your choice!”

Emily felt comforted by Erica’s words, grateful for the understanding and
acceptance that enveloped her like a warm blanket. While she knew that her
mother’s reaction was a valid concern, she also realized the importance of

asserting her own autonomy and deciding for herself.

“Thanks, Erica. You’re the best! I'll think about what you said and weigh my

options.”

As they continued to chat, Emily found solace in their open and honest

dialogue, finding strength and courage in Erica’s unwavering support. It was
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clear that she had found an ally in Erica—someone who would
stand by her side as she faced the complexities of self-discovery and
transformation. And with that newfound sense of support, Emily felt
better equipped to handle whatever challenges and obstacles lay ahead,

knowing she wouldn’t have to face them alone.

For most of the day, Emily just lay in her bed, the dim light casting soft
shadows across her room. Her thoughts swirled like a tempest, a torrent

of emotions and considerations that left her deeply conflicted.

Emily had never been the object of boys’ attention before. She usually
filled her days with books, gadgets, and a close-knit circle of friends
who shared her intellectual pursuits. Suddenly, with her new breasts, the
landscape of her social life had shifted dramatically, and the prospect of

male attention was no longer out of reach.

She wrestled with the thoughts of what Rachel and Sarah would say,
knowing they would disapprove of her decisions and the changes she was
making to her body. The potential loss of their support gave her pause,

sowing seeds of doubt and uncertainty.

Yet, she couldn’t dispel the memory of her heartache when that Max
guy had rejected her for the big-breasted Jessica. The sting of jealousy
and rejection still lingered, and now that she was presented with the
opportunity to change the rules of the game, she couldn’t help but be

tempted by it.

As she lay there, the shadows dancing across her face, a transformation
was slowly taking shape within her. Something new was brewing, a
mysterious concoction of temptation, desire, and a hint of empowerment

that simmered just beneath the surface of her consciousness.
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With each passing moment, the timid and submissive girl she had once been
began to give way to a bolder, more daring version of herself, one who would
be unafraid to pursue her desires and embrace the potential of her newfound

allure.

Emily, still hesitant and conflicted, found herself teetering on the edge of a
precipice, torn between her old self and the exciting promise of the unknown
beckoning from the shadows. As the day wore on, her thoughts danced
and mingled, entwining her in a web of indecision and intrigue, her heart
and mind locked in a battle from which there could be no easy victory.
The struggle between her ideals and the seductive lure of temptation would
continue to test her resolve, forcing her to confront the essence of who she
was and who she might yet become. But deep down, she knew what she had
to do. She had to follow her own wishes, no matter what Rachel, Sarah and

her mom might think.



CHAPTER NINE

THE BIGGER, TH
BETTER

MONDAY - SEPTEMBER 5TH, 2022

T he morning of the surgery arrived with a heavy air of anticipation
hanging over the household. The tension was palpable as Emily and
her mother prepared to face the day, each with their respective expectations

of the upcoming procedure.

As they sat down for breakfast, Susan regarded her daughter kindly, her eyes
filled with an almost maternal concern. “Sweetie, I know it might be a bit
daunting, but I'm sure you must be looking forward to finally having those

implants removed, right?”

Emily’s heart raced, her nerves fraying at the edges as she realized she could no
longer keep her secret. She had never stood up to her mother before, and the
prospect of doing so now filled her with trepidation. Taking a deep breath,
she steeled herself for the confrontation that was to come and spoke the truth,

her voice trembling with a mix of fear and resolve.
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“Mom, IL... I have to tell you something. I’'m not removing my implants

today. ’m... ’'m actually replacing them... With bigger ones.”

Susan’s reaction was a combination of shock and disgust, her eyes
widening as her face twisted into a mask of disbelief. “What?! Emily,

don’t be ridiculous! Is this some kind of joke?”

Emily, her resolve threatening to dissolve under the pressure of her
mother’s wrath, replied as steadily as she could manage, “No, Mom, it’s
not a joke. This is what I want, and I’ve thought about it long and hard.

I know you won’t understand, but I need to do this for myself.”

Susan’s expression shifted to one of anger, her words dripping with
disbelief. “You’re throwing away everything we taught you about

self-respect and dignity for some ridiculous, superficial desire?”

Fighting the urge to shrink back and give up, Emily held her ground. “I
respect and value the lessons you’ve taught me, Mom. But this is about
more than just what others think or the way Ilook. It’s about my personal

growth, and embracing the person I truly am.”

The room seemed to quiver with tension as Susan struggled to contain
her fury, her eyes glistening with the tears of a heartbroken mother. “Do
you have any idea what you’re doing, Emily? You’re ruining your body...
Your future! I don’t understand how you could be this selfish! I can’t

support this decision - I won’t!”

Despite the turmoil that threatened to engulf her, Emily managed to
keep her composure. “I know you don’t approve, Mom, but I’'m not
seeking your approval. I'm just asking for your understanding. I'm 18
now; I have to make my own choices,” she said, her words barely audible,

but clear and resolute.
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The air was thick with the tumult of emotions that erupted between
mother and daughter. Susan, realizing that she was on the verge of saying
something she would regret, turned away from Emily, her body shaking
with suppressed sobs. With tears streaming down her cheeks, she stormed
out of the room, leaving Emily standing alone, her heart heavy but her

resolve unbroken.

The silence was suffocating, a testament to the emotional upheaval
that had just transpired. Emily was left to gather her things, her hands

trembling as she prepared for her appointment.

With Susan unwilling to accompany her, it fell to John to take on the
responsibility of driving her to the clinic. They both knew that the

situation was far from ideal, but there was no other option.

As they climbed into the car, the atmosphere between them was fraught
with tension and unspoken words, each acutely aware of the awkwardness

that had seeped into their relationship since that fateful conversation.

John, ever the kind and supportive parental figure, tried to break the
silence, his voice gentle yet firm. “Emily, I know things are tough right
now, but please try not to worry too much. Your mom just needs some
time to come to terms with this. And regardless of what happens, I want

you to know that I’'m here for you.”

Emily looked over at her stepfather, her eyes glistening with unshed tears.
“Thank you, John,” she whispered, her voice choked with emotion. “I...

I just never expected it to be this hard.”

As they drove towards the clinic, the air inside the car seemed to lighten
ever so slightly, the quiet hum of the engine and the gentle thrum of the

tires on the road providing a soothing backdrop to their conversation.
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John, sensing Emily’s unease, continued to offer words of comfort, doing
his best to reassure her amid the turmoil that surrounded them. “I can’t
pretend to understand what you’re going through, but I believe in your
right to make choices about your own body. You’re strong, Emily, and

you’ll get through this.”

His words seemed to wrap around her like a warm embrace, offering
Emily a small measure of solace and strength. The tension in
the car gradually dissipated as their conversation flowed, displacing

awkwardness with a sense of connection and understanding.

As they pulled up to the clinic, the looming appointment seemed a little

less daunting, the uncertainty just a bit more manageable.

Stepping out of the car, the clinic’s sterile facade looming before her,
Emily couldn’t help but reflect on the stark contrast between John’s
kindness and her mother’s furious reaction. Gratitude towards John
welled up within her, bringing with it a twinge of bitterness directed at

Susan.

Her thoughts swirled, churning up a maelstrom of emotions that fueled
her defiance. Why did her mother not understand her need for autonomy
and control over her own body? Why could she not extend the same

support and understanding that had come so easily to John?

In that instant, Emily felt the first flicker of a defiant fire sparking to
life deep within her. Instead of dampening her resolve, her mother’s
rejection served only to fan the flames of her determination. Driven by
a desire to reclaim the power that her mother sought to wrest from her,
Emily found herself wanting, more than ever, to assert her right to make

choices about her own body.
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As she walked towards the clinic doors, the fire inside her roared, its heat
spreading through every fiber of her being. Each step became a small act
of defiance, an affirmation of her determination to forge her own path,

regardless of the obstacles that stood in her way.

Entering the clinic, Emily felt the fire burn away at her fears and
insecurities, leaving in its wake a sense of clarity and purpose unlike
anything she had experienced. She somehow knew, with unwavering
certainty, that nothing would deter her; that this fire would not be

extinguished.

Emily strode purposefully through the clinic’s gleaming halls, her eyes
fixed on the operating room that awaited her. The fire was crackling and

seething, a potent reminder of her determination.

Upon her arrival in the operating room, Dr. Ross greeted her. His

expression was shadowed with concern, his eyes never leaving Emily’s face.

“Emily,” Dr. Ross began cautiously, his voice heavy with apprehension,
“I wanted to talk to you about your decision. I worry that this sudden
change of heart might be driven by emotional turmoil, rather than a
well-considered choice. After all, it wasn’t long ago that you wanted

nothing more than to return to your natural state.”

His words, spoken with genuine concern, ignited the ember of anger
within Emily. Until now, it had been a smoldering, contained force, but
Dr. Ross’s words acted as a catalyst, igniting her rage with an intensity that
could no longer be suppressed. She couldn’t believe that even her surgeon,
the very person whose literal job was to carry out her wishes, would now
question her decision. Her patience finally reached its limit, and the rage

that had been simmering inside her erupted in a torrent of fury.
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“Fuck you!” Emily seethed. “You have no right to question my choices or my
emotions. I made this decision, and I expect you to respect it, not to patronize
me with your misgivings. You... You of all people, you’re the one who got me

into this mess in the first place!”

Dr. Ross flinched, the harshness of Emily’s words striking him like a physical
blow. But Emily was relentless, her anger pouring forth in an unstoppable

torrent.

She stared Dr. Ross down, her eyes ablaze with indignation, and continued,
“You’re going to put the biggest implants inside of me you can fit, and you’re
going to do it without question or hesitation. If anything goes wrong, if I feel
like you haven’t executed my wishes to the fullest, I won’t hesitate to sue you

into oblivion. You won’t ever see the inside of an operating room again.”

The tension in the room was electric, crackling and snapping like a live wire.
Dr. Ross, taken aback by the vehemence of Emily’s response, could only nod
rapidly, his face pale as the realization of the gravity of the situation settled

upon him.

“I understand, Emily,” he stammered, his voice barely audible over the
cacophony of her anger. “I won’t question your decision again. I just... I just

wanted to make sure that you were absolutely certain about this.”

Emily held his gaze, her eyes shining with the fierce light of her determination.
“From now on,” she commanded, “you will follow my wishes without
question, and you will not undermine my decisions. My body, my

choice—remember that.”

Emily’s chest heaved with the remnants of her rage as Dr. Ross nodded
in agreement, chastened and subdued, before exiting the operating room.

The flames within her had been quelled... for now. She had stood up to her
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mother, her surgeon, and the entire world that sought to dictate the terms of
her existence. She couldn’t deny that there was something exhilarating about

this feeling.

Emily lay down on the cold, sterile surface of the operating table, her heart still
racing from the fierce exchange she’d had with Dr. Ross. The room seemed to
echo with the lingering intensity of her words. It was so unlike her, standing

up so fiercely to an authority figure, and yet... it felt empowering.

Until this moment, Emily had been a timid, unassuming girl, always striving
to please others and avoid conflict. And yet, standing up for herself—asserting
her desires and wielding that newfound power over another person—had

awakened something strange within her.

The memory of the encounter played on a loop in her mind, and she could
almost feel the lingering heat of her anger, the flush of her cheeks as she’d
stared up at the trembling doctor. A shiver of pleasure ran through her,
unexpectedly mingling with residual anger that still simmered beneath her

skin.

Before she could stop herself, Emily’s hand idly drifted down between her
legs, fingers lightly tracing the contours of her body as she continued to replay
the scene in her head. She gasped in surprise, both at the sensation and at the

realization that her defiance, her newfound power, had made her aroused.

A flicker of concern sparked through her mind, a moment of unease as she
confronted yet another unfamiliar aspect of herself. Who was this person,
baring her teeth and asserting her dominance? Was Emily confronting an
unfamiliar aspect of herself, or was it some strange, unheard-of alter ego she’d
hidden away until now? Was she really going to give in to these impulses, right

here and now?
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Emily’s fingers hesitated, hovering above her throbbing heat, the delicate lace
of her panties the only barrier between her desire and her uncertainty. This
sudden, intense craving for power and control was so far removed from her

usual shy and submissive nature that it left her both breathless and fearful.

Taking a deep, steadying breath, she reminded herself of the reckless courage
she’d displayed in her confrontation with Dr. Ross. The liberation that came
with standing up for herself had unlocked a new realm of excitement and

pleasure—a realm she was now all too eager to explore.

Summoning up that same courage, Emily decisively slipped her trembling
fingers beneath the lace, tracing the slick, swollen folds that awaited her touch.
A barely audible gasp escaped her lips as she made contact, and the hesitance
she’d felt just moments ago seemed to vaporize in the face of the exquisite

sensation that rippled through her body.

Her eyes fluttered closed as she continued to tease herself, each slow,
deliberate stroke sending shivers of ecstasy down her spine. The more she
delved into this unfamiliar territory, the more enticing it became; she quickly
found herself lost, intoxicated by the discovery of her hidden desires and the

realization that there was a darker, more sensual aspect to her personality.

Each touch, each moan, seemed only to fuel her arousal and deepen her
newfound hunger for more, her exploration of this uncharted side of her
nature. Her breaths became labored and heavier as she skirted ever closer to

the edge of ecstasy, her body trembling with anticipation and raw desire.

The innocent, timid girl seemed to dissolve in the face of some kind of
awakening, her initial unease forgotten as her fingers continued their sensual
dance. This newfound side of her both frightened and thrilled her, yet she

knew that embracing these desires was as necessary as breathing.
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As Emily surrendered to the siren call of her passion, she realized she
was no longer content to be just who she had once been. The defiance
she had displayed had added fuel to the fire within her, a fire that now
consumed her entire being and demanded that she seize the reins of her

own life—and pleasure.

Dr. Ross reentered the room just as Emily pulled her hand away from
her crotch, her heart pounding as she fought to regain her composure.
She was still breathless from her intimate session, her chest heaving in a

tantalizing, albeit unintended, display.

As he approached, Dr. Ross hesitated for a moment, his nostrils flaring
as he caught a faint, inexplicable scent that seemed to hang in the air.
Emily’s cheeks flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and excitement,
her inner turmoil only fueling her arousal further. She could hardly
believe that the scent of her own sex was filling the room, and that Dr.
Ross was unknowingly breathing itin senta forbidden thrill racing down

her spine.

Trying to maintain a professional demeanor, Dr. Ross began discussing
the details of the upcoming procedure. “Emily, the largest implants we
can safely provide you with are 500cc, up from your current 300cc. Are
you sure you want to proceed with this size?” He seemed to give her one

last opportunity to change her mind, despite her earlier insistence.

Emily hesitated as she considered Dr. Ross’s words. She knew that 500cc
was a significant increase, but as her confidence grew, so too did her

convictions. She knew in her heart that it was not enough.

Without a second thought, she turned to Dr. Ross. “I want to go bigger.

I want you to fill them up to 650cc.”
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Dr. Ross’s eyes widened, a hint of surprise and concern evident in his
expression. “650cc is a huge jump. It might look too unnatural, and could

cause health complications...”

Emily slammed a hand onto the table, cutting him off mid-sentence. She

wouldn’t be deterred, not now that she had a clear vision of what she wanted.

“I don’t care about any of that!” she exclaimed. “I want everyone to see that
they’re fake. That I made myself this way, that I didn’t happen to be born like

it. I want my breasts to be a statement, not just some slight enhancement.”

Dr. Ross seemed to recognize the stubbornness in her tone, and hesitantly
agreed to carry out her request, emphasizing the risks and potential
complications. But Emily was unshakeable; her mind was set, and nothing he

said would deter her.

As Emily braced herself for the procedure, Dr. Ross cleared his throat, his
voice tinged with a hint of concern. “Emily, I need to inform you of something
important regarding your surgery. Since your previous augmentation was
only a few weeks ago, your body will require an extended period of anesthesia.
You’ll be under for approximately two days to ensure that your body can
properly adapt to the new implants. Additionally, you should be prepared for

a significant amount of pain upon waking up.”

Eyebrows furrowed, Emily looked at him quizzically. “P-pain? I don’t

understand.”

Dr. Ross’s expression turned serious as he explained. “You see, when breast
implants are replaced within such a short time frame, the body’s natural
healing process can be disrupted. The initial surgery would have caused
microtrauma to the surrounding tissues, which would have stimulated an

inflammatory response. With the presence of the first set of implants, your
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body was already working hard to adapt to the foreign material and to repair

the injured tissue.”

He took a deep breath before continuing, “By replacing the implants
so soon, we’re essentially interrupting this natural process. The rapid
changes, combined with the increased size of the new implants, can put
additional stress on the body’s healing mechanisms. To counteract this, we’ll
administer a specialized anesthetic tailored to mitigate the inflammation and
promote tissue regeneration. This anesthetic requires a lengthier period of

administration, hence the two-day duration.”

Emily nodded thoughtfully, trying to absorb the complex information. “I

understand. And the pain?”

Dr. Ross sighed, his voice laden with sympathy. “The pain upon waking
is because the new, larger implants will stretch the tissues and muscles
surrounding them to a greater extent, causing additional strain on the nerves
and blood vessels in the area. While we’ll do our best to manage your pain with

medication, it’s important for you to be aware of the potential discomfort.”

Emily took a deep breath, her determination unwavering. “Thank you for
explaining, Dr. Ross. Even with the risks and pain, I still want to go through

with it. I’'ve made my decision.”

Dr. Ross studied her for a moment, his eyes trying to gauge the depth of
her resolve. He nodded in acquiescence. “Very well, Emily. I'll proceed with
the utmost care and attentiveness. Rest assured that I'll do everything in our

power to ensure your safety and comfort.”

As Emily breathed in the sterile embrace of the operating room, the harsh
lights above seemed to gleam with both promise and foreboding. She

lay down on the surgical table, her heart pounding in anticipation and
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trepidation. Though her nerves threatened to overwhelm her, she clung

to the exhilaration of taking this bold, defiant step, refusing to let fear
hold her back.

Dr. Ross, his demeanor calm and professional, began prepping Emily for
the anesthesia. He attached monitors to her body, their rhythmic beeps

and soft whirs a constant reminder of the gravity of the process about to

unfold.

As he prepared the anesthetic, Dr. Ross spoke to Emily to put her at ease.
“Alright, Emily. I’'m going to administer the anesthesia now. You might

feel a slight cold sensation as it enters your bloodstream.”

Emily’s gaze remained fixed on the ceiling above, her breaths measured
and steady. She felt the cool liquid snake its way through her veins, her

body growing heavier and more languid with each passing moment.

Dr. Ross continued, his voice taking on a soothing quality. “I want you to
count backward from 100, Emily. Focus on the numbers and let yourself

drift off. I’ll be here to take care of everything while you’re under.”

With a nod of understanding, Emily began counting in a barely
audible whisper, her voice strained with anticipation. “100... 99...
98...” The surreal sensation of the anesthesia gradually stole away her
consciousness, as if the numbers themselves were constructing a bridge

between the realms of wakefulness and slumber.

As Emily’s mind grew foggy, her excitement and apprehension melded
into one indistinguishable emotion, a testament to the complex,

transformative journey she had embarked upon. “97... 96... 95...”

Her whisper grew quieter, her count faltering as she succumbed to the steady

embrace of unconsciousness. Upon reaching “91,” the final fragments of
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Emily’s awareness melted away entirely, her body and mind surrendering to

the anesthesia.



CHAPTER TEN

A HOUSE
DIVIDED

TUESDAY - SEPTEMBER 6TH, 2022

mily’s slow and uncertain awakening felt like surfacing from a
deep, dark ocean, the crushing water giving way to an ethereal
weightlessness. As consciousness returned to her, she initially struggled

to remember where she was, or why her chest felt so heavy and sore.

Blinking against the harsh glare of the operating room lights, she was
surprised to see Dr. Ross staring at her in shock. His eyes were wide
with disbelief as he approached her, clearly taken aback by her premature

awakening.

“Emily, this shouldn’t be possible,” he stammered, his voice thick
with concern. “You were supposed to be under for another day. The
anesthesia should have kept you unconscious to ensure your body’s

proper adjustment to the implants.”
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Emily, still disoriented and drowsy, tried to make sense of his words. She
had no explanation for her early reemergence, and her body ached with

an intensity that confirmed Dr. Ross’s fears about the potential pain.

Dr. Ross shook his head, his mind racing with explanations. “We need to
get you into an MRI scanner immediately. There’s a chance your body
could be rejecting the anesthesia, and we need to figure out the cause

before the situation becomes critical.”

His urgency only intensified Emily’s own fears, but she choked out a

weak “Okay, Doctor.”

Dr. Ross wasted no time, carefully helping her off the operating table and
onto a gurney. He wheeled her through the clinic’s labyrinthine hallways,
each turn leading her further into the heart of the medical facility.
Emily’s mind swirled with a dangerous cocktail of fear and confusion,

but she clung to the unwavering determination that had led her here.

As they entered the dimly lit room housing the MRI scanner, Dr. Ross
explained the procedure in hushed tones, his voice barely audible above
the hum of the machine. “We’ll perform a full-body scan to determine
if the anesthesia is being metabolized too quickly or if there are any

underlying issues causing this premature awakening.”

Emily nodded, her brow furrowed with worry as she attempted to
quell the tidal wave of uncertainty threatening to engulf her. As Dr.
Ross guided her onto the scanner bed, she could only hope that this
unforeseen complication wouldn’t jeopardize the life she had fought so

hard to reclaim.

As the MRI whirred to life and Emily found herself enveloped in a cocoon of

noise and magnetic vibrations, she couldn’t stop herself from contemplating
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that she would never forgive herself if she had just sacrificed soccer and a

scoliosis-free life for a pair of bigger breasts.

As Dr. Ross ran the MRI scan on Emily, he couldn’t believe his own eyes. He
hadn’t seen anything like it. Her bones were stronger and denser than any he
had ever seen before. The synthetic peptide that had been used in her scoliosis
treatment had triggered a massive influx of osteoblasts, the bone-building

cells. But that wasn’t the only surprise.

Continuing to examine the MRI images, he noticed something even more
astonishing. Emily’s body was producing an incredibly high number of
osteoclasts as well, the cells responsible for breaking down old bone tissue.
This was why Emily had woken up from anesthesia so quickly after her breast
augmentation. Her body was already working at peak efliciency, repairing any

damage as soon as it occurred.

Dr. Ross was in shock. The experimental scoliosis treatment had clearly had a
profound impact on Emily’s body, but he had no idea how it was possible. As
he tried to explain the situation to Emily, he stumbled over his words, unable

to fully grasp the implications of what he was seeing.

As he tried to explain the situation to Emily, Dr. Ross stumbled over his
words. “It’s remarkable,” he said, his voice shaking. “Your bones think they’re
healing, but they’re actually improving. It’s almost as if...as if they’re not

human.”

Emily’s eyes widened in shock, and she sat up straighter on the examination
table. “What do you mean, not human?” she asked, her voice quivering with

fear.

Dr. Ross took a deep breath and tried to compose himself. “I mean,” he

said slowly, “that the treatment we used on your scoliosis...it seems to have
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activated some kind of...I don’t know... unnatural ability in your body.

Your body is healing at a rate that’s almost beyond explanation.”

Emily stared at him in disbelief. “Are you saying that 'm... some kind of

mutant?” she asked, her voice rising in panic.

Dr. Ross shook his head quickly. “No, no, not at all,” he said, his voice
soothing. “It’s just... we don’t know what’s going on. This is uncharted
territory. I just don’t know what the long-term effects could be. It seems
like the treatment didn’t just strengthen and increase the flexibility of
your spine, but also activated previously unknown genetic pathways in

your nerves.

It was clear from Emily’s face that she didn’t understand a thing, but Dr.

Ross kept rambling.

“T-the osteoblasts... the peptide has been binding to them, triggering a
cascade of cellular signaling pathways, thereby enhancing the production
of extracellular matrix proteins and activating the expressions of key
transcription factors that promote... not only bone and cartilage growth,

but a dramatic increase in the rate of tissue regeneration.”

Emily’s face fell, and she looked down at her hands, which were shaking.

“W-what does this all mean? What have you done to me?”

Dr. Ross reached out a hand to comfort her, but then withdrew it,
knowing that he had crossed a line. He had performed an unauthorized
experimental surgery on his patient, and now he had no idea what the
consequences could be. He felt a cold sweat break out on his forehead as

he realized he was in over his head.

“How do you feel?” he asked, his voice filled with concern.
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Emily took a deep breath, her eyes wide as she tried to process what was
happening to her. She looked back up at the doctor and shook her head. “I-I

don’t really feel any pain,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Dr. Ross couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He had performed countless
breast augmentations over the years and he knew that this was not normal.
The pain that Emily should be feeling right now was excruciating, but she

looked as though she was completely fine.

As he looked closer at the MRI scan, he noticed something else that made
his heart skip a beat. The osteoblasts were not just concentrated in the spine.
They had seeped out all over Emily’s body somehow, evolving and working to
repair and rebuild any damage that had been done during the surgery. That’s
how it had all happened.

Dr. Ross suggested taking off Emily’s bandage to examine the breasts, and
she hesitantly agreed. As Dr. Ross carefully unwrapped the bandages from
Emily’s chest, he couldn’t help but feel his heart pounding in his chest. What
he saw left him absolutely stunned. Not only were her breasts perfect, but

there was not a single trace of any incision or scar.

He muttered to himself in disbelief as he examined Emily’s chest. This
couldn’t be happening. It was impossible. Yet, as he continued to stare at her

breasts in complete amazement, he couldn’t deny what he was seeing.

“E-Emily, this is incredible,” he said, still staring at her chest. “Your scars are

completely gone. There’s no sign that you ever had surgery at all.”

Emily looked down at her own chest, just as shocked as the doctor. She had
hoped that the surgery would go well, but she never expected anything like
this. She couldn’t feel any pain, her scars were gone, and her breasts looked

better than they ever had before.



THE AWAKENING OF EMILY BROWN 37

Dr. Ross tried to compose himself, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that
something incredible and inexplicable had just happened. As a scientist, he
knew he needed to get to the bottom of this, but he also couldn’t ignore the

overwhelming feeling of wonder and excitement that he felt.

“Emily, I need to do some more tests,” he said, his voice shaking with emotion.
“This is incredible, and I can’t explain it yet, but we need to figure out what’s

going on.”

As Dr. Ross continued to examine Emily, he couldn’t help but think about
the possibilities. Could this result from the experimental scoliosis treatment
he had given her? Were the osteoblasts responsible for this incredible and
seemingly impossible healing process? He knew he had to find out, no matter

what it took.

Dr. Ross” words droned on as Emily’s attention drifted away from him.
Her gaze had become fixated on her chest, the newly implanted curves
commanding her complete focus. Her fingers traced over the delicate
contours, testing their weight and firmness. She searched for any evidence
of scars, but found none; the procedure had left her unblemished, a perfect

canvas for her new, enhanced form.

Initially, Emily had been anxious about the experimental treatment and its
impact on her body. But now, as she savored the voluptuous curves and the
tantalizing feeling of her own skin against the new contours, her reservations
melted away. She rose from the bench, reveling in the lack of pain, and walked

towards a mirrored wall.

Her reflection revealed a stunning transformation. She couldn’t stop herself
from smiling, knowing that she did indeed look good. Dr. Ross, in the

background, failed to hide his own admiration.
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Emily inhaled sharply, feeling the heaviness of her new breasts in her hands
as she interrupted Dr. Ross’s rambling. “What do you think?” she asked, her

voice surprisingly confident as she looked up at the doctor.

For a moment, Dr. Ross was stunned, his eyes widening as he took in the
sight of the topless 18-year-old girl standing before him. Emily’s own boldness
surprised her - it was completely unlike her to be so direct, let alone to be
topless in front of a stranger. But there was something about her new breasts

that made her feel more in control, more confident in her own skin.

Dr. Ross stammered and mumbled, not quite knowing what to say. Emily
couldn’t help but enjoy the way he was squirming in her presence. She could
see the effect she was having on him and it made her feel desirable, powerful

even.

Finally, Dr. Ross just about composed himself. “Uh, well, Emily, needless to
say, your breasts are healing nicely. The incisions are literally invisible and
there doesn’t appear to be any sign of infection. In fact, I'd say they’re looking

better than expected.”

Emily felt a flush of pleasure spread through her body at his words, her
confidence swelling even more. She smiled smugly, feeling more in control
of the situation than ever before. “Thank you, Dr. Ross,” she said, her voice
almost a purr as she let her hands fall from her breasts. “I’m really happy with

the result.”

Dr. Ross nodded, his eyes lingering on Emily’s chest for a moment longer
than was strictly professional. Emily didn’t mind - in fact, she found it all

rather thrilling.

He cleared his throat, trying to bring their conversation back on track. “Emily,

we need to run more tests to make sure everything is okay.”
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Emily’s happiness quickly turned into fear, and the color drained from
her face. Her mind raced with the possibilities of what additional tests
might entail, and the thought of being cooped up in the clinic for any
prolonged period made her stomach churn. But as her distress reached a

fever pitch, a strange sense of calm descended upon her.

She looked at Dr. Ross with a newfound confidence, and with a sudden

smile, she asked, “Or what?”

Dr. Ross was taken aback by her sudden change in demeanor, unsure of
where this was going. Emily drifted towards him, her enhanced breasts

almost grazing his lab coat as she spoke in a low, determined voice.

“I mean, you can’t tell me what to do, can you?” Emily continued, her
voice shaking, but growing stronger with each passing moment. “You
did something illegal to me. You abused me with this... this experimental
treatment and gave me breast implants without my consent. I can go to

the authorities.”

Dr. Ross cursed himself silently for losing control of the situation.
As Emily continued to make her case, her voice growing stronger and
more confident with each passing moment, Dr. Ross could only stare in

disbelief. He had never expected this twist, and he wasn’t sure how to

handle it.
“Emily, please, I'm sorry. What do you want?” he pleaded.

Emily smiled triumphantly, knowing that she had the upper hand. “I

want to go home, and if I’'m ever coming back here, it’ll be on my terms.”

Dr. Ross nodded, defeated. He knew he had miscalculated the consequences
of his actions. But as Emily finished speaking, a strange sense of admiration

slowly replaced his initial fear. He knew he needed to tread carefully, but there
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was a part of him that was secretly thrilled by the prospect of this young girl

challenging him like that.

“Okay, Emily, I’ll have the nurse release you. You're free to go,” he said,

looking down at his shoes.

As the tension dissipated, Emily and Dr. Ross locked eyes, a new
understanding settling between them. She felta wave of relief wash over her as

she realized she had won. She got up from the scanner bed and walked towards

the door, her head held high.

Emily strode confidently out of the clinic, her new breasts feeling heavy on
her chest as she relished the sensation of feeling them sway with each step.
The crisp air of the autumn evening brushed against her skin, sending shivers
down her spine. The weight of them was both exhilarating and intimidating,
but she couldn’t deny the rush of confidence that came with them. God, what
was happening to her? A few weeks ago, she was devastated by Dr. Ross’s
mistake, but now she reveled in her new body. Was this really her? The shy,

nerdy girl who never felt quite comfortable in her own skin?

John’s car was parked just outside, and she made her way over to him. His
eyes widened in disbelief as he took in her new curves. Her breasts, now a
staggering 650cc, were more than twice the size of her previous implants.
How was she already discharged only a day after her augmentation? Emily

could feel his gaze burning into her, but she refused to shy away.

John struggled to keep his composure as Emily slipped into the passenger seat.
His eyes darted back and forth between the road and her ample chest, but
Emily didn’t miss a beat. She could feel John’s eyes on her, but she didn’t

mind. She was too busy feeling powerful and in control.

“You okay?” John asked, trying to keep his eyes on the road.
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Emily grinned, feeling a sudden urge to show off. “Never been better,” she
said, tracing a finger down the neckline of her shirt. “I feel like I can take on

the world.”

John laughed, a warm sound that filled the car. “T have no doubt about that,”

he said, reaching over to squeeze her knee.

Emily beamed, feeling a rush of affection for John. He’d been there for her
through everything, and she knew she could always count on him. As they
drove away from the clinic, she couldn’t avoid the feeling that she was leaving

behind a part of herself... But that was okay.

“Thanks for picking me up, John,” Emily said with a shy smile. “I really

appreciate it.”
“Of course, Emily,” John replied warmly. “Anything for you.”

Emily’s heart fluttered at his words. He was such a good person, and he
deserved to have what he wanted. It wasn’t like she was doing anything wrong

by showing them oft a little, especially since her mother hated them so much.

Emily couldn’t understand why Susan was so against breast implants when
they clearly had the ability to bring so much happiness to people. And why
couldn’t Susan get implants herself when John had expressed his desire for

her to have them? It was selfish and inconsiderate of her.

Emily pushed her arms subtly together, causing her new breasts to protrude
even more. John couldn’t resist taking a peek, but quickly averted his eyes
when Emily caught him. She was undeniably proud of her new assets and the
attention they were drawing, but she also felt a pang of annoyance towards
her mother’s disapproval. She deserved to enjoy her body and show it off to
someone who appreciated it, someone like John, who had been so kind and

supportive through everything.
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She wanted him to be happy and felt that he deserved to look at her new assets
after all he had done for her. Besides, she rationalized, she wasn’t really doing
anything wrong. She was just giving John a glimpse of what he could never

have with her mother.

Emily couldn’t ignore the thrill at the attention, and she pushed her arms
together again, enjoying the sensation of her breasts rubbing against each

other.

Her mind swirled with conflicting emotions, but the adrenaline from
standing up to Dr. Ross still lingered. She couldn’t help but think she wasn’t
doing anything wrong. She was still the same Emily on the inside, just with a

little extra on the outside.

Emily sat in the passenger seat, feeling the weight of her new breasts pressing
against her chest and having them bounce slightly as the car hita bump in the
road. It was an exhilarating sensation, and the changes in her body actually
excited her. She was nervous, too, though. She knew that she was shifting in

ways she couldn’t fully comprehend.

Emily tried to convince herself that she hadn’t changed, that she was still the
same. She was still the innocent and shy girl she had always been, right? But
deep down, she knew that wasn’t entirely true. She was more aware of her
body now, more aware of how she could use it to get what she wanted. She
repeatedly caught John stealing glances at her chest, and instead of feeling
embarrassed, she pushed her arms subtly together again and again to show
more cleavage. It was all a bit sexy, even naughty, teasing her stepfather with
her new cleavage. It was a rush, and she even wondered, for only a moment,

what it would be like to take things further.

But at the same time, there was a part of Emily that was refused to

acknowledge her changes. She didn’t want to admit to herself how much she
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enjoyed the attention, how much she enjoyed teasing John. It was all so new

to her, and she wasn’t sure how to handle it.

“Again, thanks for coming with me, John,” Emily said, trying to sound casual.

“I don’t know what I would have done without you.”

John chuckled. “I’m just glad I could be here for you, Em. That’s what

families do.”

Emily smiled at him, feeling a warmth spreading through her chest that had
nothing to do with her implants. She liked the way John said “family.” It made

her feel safe, like nothing bad could happen to her as long as he was around.

Emily breathed in deeply, feeling her cheeks flush as she caught him gazing at
her chestagain.. “They feel weird, you know,” she admitted. “But good weird,

if that makes sense. It’s like they’re a part of me now.”
John nodded, his eyes still on her chest. “They look great, Em. Really great.”

Emily bit her lip, feeling a thrill run through her. She knew what he was doing,
and... she liked it. She shifted in her seat, pretending to adjust her seatbelt, and

felt John’s eyes on her again.

“Do you think I’'m a bad person for wanting this?” Emily asked suddenly,

turning to face John. “I mean, it’s not like me to be so... vain.”

John shook his head. “Of course not, Em. You deserve to feel good about

yourself. To feel comfortable.”

Emily smiled at him, feeling a warmth spreading through her. “Thanks, John.

You’re the best.”

John smiled back at her, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Anytime, Em.”
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Emily leaned back in her seat, feeling a sense of contentment wash over her.
She was still Emily, but maybe a little sexier. And John wanted to appreciate

that, she saw nothing wrong with it.

However, as the car pulled up to the house and she stepped out of the
car, Emily knew deep down that she was changing, that she was becoming
someone different, someone... more. Was she becoming someone she didn’t
recognize, someone more confident and assertive? It was a thrilling but scary

thought.

For now, she would hold on to the idea that she was still the same Emily, even

as she felt the stirrings of something new inside her.

Emily and John arrived home to find Susan standing at the kitchen counter,
her eyes red and puffy while she was putting away the dishes. As soon as she
turned around to see Emily’s breasts, the dish she was holding slipped from
her hand, shattering into a million pieces on the ground. Tears streamed down

her face as she stumbled towards Emily, trying to reach out for her.

Emily froze as she saw the tears streaming down her mother’s face. For a
moment, she felt a pang of guilt in her chest. But as she looked at her mother’s

face, she couldn’t stifle a little thrill of defiance.
“What’s wrong, mom?” Emily asked, feigning innocence.

“It’s just... I just can’t believe my little girl would do this,” Susan sobbed, her

voice breaking.

“Mom, it’s not a big deal,” Emily said, trying to sound nonchalant. “Lots of

girls get breast implants.”

“But I always thought we were on the same wavelength. I just don’t

understand,” Susan said, her eyes pleading with Emily.
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Emily shrugged. “I just wanted to try something new. I'm still me, Mom. I'm

still your daughter.”

As she spoke, Emily felt a sense of satisfaction at her mother’s reaction. She
told herself that Susan was just jealous of her newfound confidence and
beauty. She turned to John, batting her eyelashes at him as she said, “Isn’t that
right, John?”

John’s eyes widened as he realized what Emily was doing, but he quickly

regained his composure and played along. “Um, y-yeah, of course, Emily.”

Emily smiled, feeling a rush of excitement as she saw her mother’s face contort
with pain. For a moment, she felt guilty for enjoying her mother’s suffering,
but then she pushed the feeling aside. She was too busy reveling in her

newfound confidence.

Emily was overwhelmed by some sense of superiority now that she compared
their breast sizes. She did want to comfort her mother, but still, she enjoyed

having the upper hand for once.

John, sensing the tension in the room, stepped forward and put a reassuring
hand on Susan’s shoulder. Emily watched as her mother collapsed into his

arms, her tears soaking through his shirt.

As Emily watched the scene unfold, she couldn’t help but to feel a sense of
detachment from it all. She had changed so much in such a short amount
of time, and her mother’s reaction seemed so inconsequential in the grand

scheme of things.

Emily slowly walked up the stairs to her room, the sound of her heels clicking
on the hardwood floor echoing through the house. She could feel the weight
of her mother’s disappointment heavy on her shoulders, but she couldn’t

bring herself to feel guilty about her choices. As she reached the landing, she
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paused, glancing back down the stairs to where her mother stood, tears still
streaming down her face. Emily’s heart twisted with conflicting emotions,
but the thrill of rebellion and defiance still simmered within her. She couldn’t
stop thinking that her mother was just jealous of her newfound confidence

and femininity.

Taking a deep breath, Emily turned and continued down the hallway to her
bedroom. As she closed the door behind her, she leaned against it and let out
asigh. The room felt different somehow, and Emily realized it was because of
her childhood belongings. She looked around at the stuffed animals on her
bed, the posters on the wall, and the pink curtains hanging over the window.

Suddenly, it all felt juvenile and outdated.

Emily walked over to her dresser and looked at her reflection in the mirror. She
pushed her shoulders back, feeling the weight of her new enhancements, and
couldn’t help but feeling a thrill of excitement.. She was changing - growing

-into a new version of herself, and there was something liberating about it.

As she changed into her pajamas, feeling it stretch over her new breasts,
her nipples poking at the thin fabric, Emily’s thoughts drifted to John. She
wondered what he was doing right now, and if he was thinking about her.
She tried to push the thought out of her head, telling herself that it was just
a harmless crush, but she couldn’t deny the way her heart fluttered at the

thought of him.

Finally, Emily climbed into bed and pulled the covers up to her chin. She
couldn’t wait to see what the future held for her, but she also couldn’t shake
the feeling that things were going to get complicated. For now, though, she
allowed herself to bask in the excitement of her new body and the thrill of her
forbidden desires. With a smile on her face, she closed her eyes and drifted off

to sleep.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

FINDING HER
VOICE

WEDNESDAY - SEPTEMBER /TH, 2022

mily woke up early and prepared herself for the day, excited yet
apprehensive about what awaited her at school. It had been only a day
since her surgery, and her body was still adjusting to the new implants. She
donned a comfortable sweater and jeans that hid her enhanced chest, hoping

to catch Rachel and Sarah off-guard during their study session.

As she headed to school, Emily’s thoughts drifted to how her friends would
react. She knew Rachel would be furious about the implants, but Sarah was
more of a wildcard. Would she be supportive, or would she side with Rachel?

Emily took a deep breath and resolved to face whatever came her way.

Upon arriving at school, Emily made her way to the library where she and her
friends were supposed to meet. As she walked through the corridors, she felt

a bit self-conscious, as if everyone was staring at her new chest. But she kept

her head held high and reminded herself that this was her body, her decision.
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When she finally arrived at the library, Emily saw Rachel and Sarah
sitting at a table, poring over their textbooks. They looked up and smiled
when they saw Emily, but their smiles quickly turned to shock when they

realized her breasts were noticeably larger.
“Emily, what the hell?” Rachel exclaimed.
Sarah’s eyes widened in surprise. “L... I thought you had them removed.”

Emily felt a twinge of guilt for not telling them beforehand, but also

pride for her new body. “Surprise,” she said with a grin.

Rachel scowled. “I can’t believe you did this. You know how I feel about

plastic surgery!”

Sarah put a hand on Rachel’s shoulder, trying to defuse the tension.

“Let’s not fight, guys. It’s Emily’s decision, and we should respect that.”
Emily nodded, grateful for Sarah’s support. “Thank you.”

Rachel turned to Emily and said, “I can’t just pretend, Em. You know
how I feel about society’s beauty standards and the pressure on women
to conform to them. And now you’ve gone and done this to yourself.

You’re only perpetuating the problem.”

Emily could sense Rachel’s anger and disappointment. “I understand
your perspective, Rachel, but this is something I did for myself. I feel

more confident and comfortable in my own skin now.”

“Butat what cost?” Rachel retorted. “You’re buying into the patriarchy’s
idea that women should look a certain way to be considered beautiful or

valuable. And you’re erasing your own natural body in the process.”
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Emily’s smile faded as Rachel continued. “What’s next? Lip fillers? Butt

implants? Where does it end, Emily?”

Sarah stepped in, trying to calm Rachel down. “Rach, Emily’s body is her
own, and she has the right to do what she wants with it. We should respect

her choices.”

Rachel’s face turned red with frustration. “Respect her choices? What about
respecting ourselves as women? As individuals? We shouldn’t have to change

ourselves to fit into society’s narrow definition of beauty.”

Emily could feel her own frustration rising. She had always respected Rachel’s
opinions, but now it felt like Rachel was attacking her. “I didn’t do this to fit

into society’s definition of beauty. I did this for myself. Can’t you see that?”

Rachel scoffed, clearly not convinced. “That’s what they all say. But you’re
not just making a personal choice here. You’re contributing to a culture that
objectifies women and tells us that our worth is based on our looks. And don’t

even get me started on the health risks associated with plastic surgery.”

Emily’s temper kept rising, but she tried to stay calm. “I appreciate your
opinion, Rachel, but I don’t think it’s fair to judge me based on my decision.

Everyone should make their own choices about their body.”

Rachel rolled her eyes. “Of course you would say that. You’re always so quick
to defend the status quo, even when it’s harmful to women. You should
use your voice and your platform to fight back against these toxic beauty

standards, not conforming to them.”

Emily sighed, feeling deflated. She knew Rachel was passionate about her
beliefs, but it was hard to hear her friend criticize her personal choices. She
could see that Rachel was beyond reasoning with, but for some reason, she

didn’t want to end the conversation. The ember of defiance that had already
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made her stand up to Dr. Ross and her mother was still lit, and she knew

Rachel was next in line.

“You know what, Rachel? I don’t think it’s fair to reduce my decision to
conforming to patriarchal beauty standards. It’s not that simple. Feminism is
about giving women the agency and autonomy to make choices about their
own bodies, without fear of judgment or shame. My decision to get breast

implants doesn’t contradict that belief.”

Rachel looked flustered and struggled to find a response. “Well, no, maybe

not, but—*

“But nothing,” Emily interrupted. “I made this decision for myself, based on
my own desires and priorities. I'm not saying that everyone should go out
and get breast implants, but I am saying that we should respect each other’s

choices and not shame people for doing what they feel is best for themselves.”

Rachel didn’t have a response, and Emily continued. “Feminism isn’t about
shaming women for their choices, Rach, whether that choice is to get plastic
surgery or not. It’s about recognizing that women have the right to make

those choices for themselves, without fear of judgment or backlash.”

Rachel looked stunned, realizing that for the first time in her life, she couldn’t
come up with a counter-argument. She stayed quiet for the rest of the study
session, and Emily couldn’t ignore the sense of satisfaction. She had stood
up for herself and her beliefs, and maybe even challenged Rachel’s own

perspective on feminism.

As they finished their study session and packed up their bags, Emily decided

she didn’t want to conceal her new assets anymore, not even from Rachel.

“Hey, Rach, can you hold on a sec?” Emily asked as she reached for the hem

of her sweater.
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Rachel turned around, confusion etched on her face. “Uh, sure, Em. What’s

up?”

Emily took a deep breath as she peeled off her sweater, revealing a white tank
top that clung to her curves. Her new breasts were proudly on display, as
she had decided against wearing the sports bra her mother had bought her

to cover up her assets.

Rachel’s eyes widened in surprise, but Emily held her gaze steady. “I know you
have concerns about my decision, Rachel, but I hope you can respect now

that it’s my choice to make.”

Sarah’s eyes darted between the two of them, and Emily thought she detected
a flicker of something in her friend’s eyes. It almost looked like... lust? No,
that couldn’t be right. Sarah had never expressed any interest in girls before,

and Emily didn’t want to make assumptions.

Rachel sighed, but then nodded. “Sure, Em. I may not agree with it, but I

trust you know what you’re doing.”

As they walked out of the library, Sarah couldn’t resist stealing glances at
Emily’s figure. She tried to hide her reaction, but her eyes lingered a moment
too long, and Emily wondered if there was more to her friend’s expression

than what she let on.

She noticed the stares and whispers from her classmates as she strutted
through the hallway. Just earlier today, this would have made her feel
self-conscious and uncomfortable, but now she enjoyed the attention. She
held her head high and walked with confidence, relishing in the newfound

power that came with her enhanced figure.

Rachel and Sarah followed close behind, with Rachel still a bit stunned by

the turn of events. As they walked, Emily looked backwards and wondered if
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there was a subtle jealousy in Rachel’s eyes. It was a peculiar feeling, knowing
that her own best friend was envious of her, but it also gave her a feeling of

validation and satisfaction.

As she walked past a group of boys, Emily overheard one of them say, “Damn,
did you see Emily’s rack? It’s like two giant melons.” Normally, Emily would
have been mortified by such comments, but today was different. She smiled

to herself, feeling a sense of validation and power from the attention.

Sarah caught up with her in the hallway, looking both concerned and
intrigued. “Emily, are you sure you want to do this? You know how people

can be.”

Emily shrugged. “I don’t care anymore, Sarah. This is my body and I can do
whatever I want with it. If people can’t handle it, that’s their problem, not

mine.”

Rachel caught up to them, looking a bit sheepish. “Emily, I’'m sorry for what
I'said earlier. I didn’t mean to attack you like that. I just don’t want you to be

taken advantage of.”

Emily smiled. “I appreciate that, Rach, but I can take care of myself. And
besides, what’s wrong with embracing my sexuality and my body? Why
should I have to hide who I am and what I look like?”

Rachel looked stunned, once more unable to come up with a response.
Emily gave her a reassuring smile and continued walking, feeling free and

empowered in a way she had never done before.

When they reached Emily’s locker, she turned to her friends with a
mischievous smile. “T’ll see you guys in class,” she said, before turning and
strutting down the hallway, reveling in the confidence that came with her new

assets.
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The class began and Emily did her best to focus on the lesson, but she
just kept feeling distracted by all the attention she was getting. As the
class ended and she idly walked to her next one, Emily couldn’t wait to

see what the rest of the day had in store for her.

When the bell signalled the end of the school day, Emily gathered her
belongings and prepared to leave. As she made her way to the door,
she noticed Max standing by the exit, looking at her expectantly. Emily
remembered him as the boy she met at the soccer team’s party, who had
rejected her for the busty Jessica, and who had inadvertently sparked her

desire for larger breasts.

Max approached her with an apologetic expression on his face. “Hey,
Emily, I just wanted to say sorry about the party. I didn’t mean to hurt

your feelings.”

Emily tried to hide her smile. She knew that her new assets had made Max
interested in her again, but she was okay with that. It was a confidence

boost, and she was happy to be noticed.
“It’s okay, Max. I’'m over it,” Emily replied, trying to sound nonchalant.
Max shifted uncomfortably. “So, uh, what happened to your... um...2”

“My breasts?” Emily finished for him, lifting her chin with pride.

Max nodded, his cheeks turning pink. “Yeah, those. I mean, they look

great.”
Emily smiled. “Thank you.”

Max looked at her with a newfound appreciation. “So, are you free this

weekend? I was thinking we could go see a movie or something.”
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Emily felt a surge of excitement. Max was asking her out on a date. She had
never been on an actual date before, and the thought of spending time with

Max made her feel giddy.
“Sure, that sounds fun. But what about Jessica?” Emily asked.

Max shrugged. “We’re not really a thing anymore. She’s kind of high

maintenance, you know?”
Emily nodded, though she didn’t really know. “I'see.”

She felt a twinge of satisfaction. She couldn’t help but feel a sense of victory
over the girl who had once been the object of Max’s affection. As she walked
out of the school and into the warm autumn air, she knew she had a lot to

think about. But for now, she was just going to enjoy the feeling of being desir



CHAPTER TWELVE

BEYOND
INNOCENCE

SATURDAY - SEPTEMBER 10TH, 2022

he morning light filtered through Emily’s window, illuminating her
T bedroom with a soft glow. She stretched out her arms, feeling the
cool sheets under her fingers as she let out a contented sigh. It was a
peaceful morning, one without the usual turbulence that came with her

breast implants.

Emily had spent yesterday playing board games with Sarah and Rachel. They
had talked and laughed, and for once, her new breasts had not been the topic

of discussion. It was nice to feel a sense of normalcy amidst the chaos.

Her mother still barely talked to her, but Emily knew it was only a matter
of time before she would have to come around. Susan’s lack of support only

made John’s feel even more important.

As she lay there, lostin thought, a message from Erica flashed across her phone

screen. “Hey party girl, doing anything tonight?” the message read. Emily felt
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her heart flutter and her cheeks blush. Erica was so fun and outgoing, and

Emily hadn’t seen her since the party.
“Not really. What’s up?” she answered.

Memories of the previous week’s drunken escapade crept into her thoughts.
She remembered feeling weightless, carefree, and invincible. But she also
remembered getting too drunk and feeling humiliated after being rejected by
Max.

Her phone buzzed again, and she saw Erica had sent another message: “You

should come to this party my sister is throwing. And bring your new boobs ”

Emily felt a spark of excitement ignite in her chest, and she grinned from
ear to ear. Suddenly, studying seemed less important. Just the thought of
drinking alcohol and feeling its effects again sent a shiver down her spine. She
imagined the burning sensation of cheap punch hitting her tongue, and the
sweet and sour notes of cocktails of which she had no idea what contained.
She longed for that feeling again, the feeling of being alive and free from her

problems.

With a smile on her face, Emily typed back to Erica, “God, Erica Okay, 'm
in!” She couldn’t wait to spend the night dancing, drinking, and laughing
with her friend. Tonight was going to be epic, and Emily was ready to

embrace it with open arms.

A pang of guilt tugged at her chest as she thought about the studying she had
planned for the day, but the lure of a wild night out was too strong to resist.
She tossed her phone aside and stretched her arms above her head, relishing

in her muscles loosening after a long week.

She gotout of bed and started getting ready for the night ahead. As she applied

her makeup, she glimpsed herself in the mirror. The reflection looking back
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at her was so different from the one she was used to, but she couldn’t deny

that it made her feel good.

Emily put on her favorite dress, feeling the soft fabric against her skin. She
took a deep breath, feeling the anticipation building within her. Tonight was

going to be a night to remember, a chance to let go and just be herself.

Her eyes traced over the curves of her body, taking in the sight before her. Her
favorite dress, a once-modest piece, now hugged her in all the right places.
The snug fabric almost dug into her body, emphasizing every contour, every
swell. It was a reminder of how much she had changed and how much she

had grown.

She remembered when she had first received the breast implants, how they
had felt so foreign and heavy on her chest. But now, as she looked at herself in
the mirror, she couldn’t imagine ever going back to her old self. Her enhanced
curves made her feel powerful, confident, and sexy. And the fact that her

favorite dress no longer fit her only seemed to make her like them even more.

Emily’s eyes lingered on the dress for a moment longer before she reached
out to touch it. It was a light, summery fabric with tiny white flowers printed
all over it, and it had a flowing skirt that ended just above her knees. The
top of the dress was fitted, with thin straps that criss-crossed over her back,
leaving her shoulders bare. Emily knew the dress was meant for someone with
a smaller chest, but she couldn’t resist how pretty it looked on her, with her
new breasts pushing against the fabric, creating an enticing curve she couldn’t
help but admire. She ran her hands down the sides of the dress, feeling the
softness of the fabric against her skin, reveling in the way it hugged her curves.

She knew she looked good in it, much better than she’'d ever done before.

As Emily entered the living room, her mother was sitting on the couch,

reading a book. Susan looked up from her book and gave her daughter a
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once-over, noticing how the summer dress hugged her body tightly. She felt

a twinge of annoyance, but decided not to mention it.
“I'won’t be staying home today after all,” Emily said, trying to sound casual.

Susan’s smile faltered for a moment before she composed herself. “Where are

you going?” she asked, her tone more cautious than accusing.

Emily hesitated before answering. “Erica invited me to a party. I promise I

won’t drink too much like last time,” she said, hoping to ease Susan’s worries.

Susan sighed heavily before speaking. “Emily, I’'m not going to stop you from
going out and having fun, but please be responsible. You know how worried

I get,” she said, her voice tinged with concern.
g 8

Emily nodded, knowing that Susan was only looking out for her. “I know,

Mom. I’ll be careful,” she said, trying to reassure her.

Susan’s gaze once again drifted to Emily’s chest, and for a moment, Emily
thought she was going to bring up her implants. But instead, her mother
just nodded and returned to her book. Emily breathed a small sigh of relief,

grateful that the conversation had gone better than expected.

Emily turned to head back to her room, but as she did, she ran rightinto John.
Her nipples shivered as they brushed against his chest, and she couldn’t help
but feel a little giddy. “Whoa, hey there,” he said with a grin.

“Sorry,” Emily said, stepping back. “I didn’t see you there.”
“No worries,” John said, still smiling. “Just on my way to see your mom.”

Emily couldn’t help but notice the way his eyes lingered on her chest, and she
fought back a blush. “So, what do you think of the dress?” she asked, hoping

to change the subject.
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John’s eyes flicked back up to meet hers. “It looks great on you,” he said, his
voice low and playful. “But Thope I don’t have to pick you up again if you get

too drunk tonight.”

Emily laughed, feeling her cheeks grow warm. “Don’t worry, ll be on my best

behavior,” she said, trying to sound confident.

John raised an eyebrow, a mischievous look in his eyes. “I’ll believe it when I

see it,” he said, before turning and heading towards the living room.

Emily watched him go, feeling a flutter in her stomach. She knew the way she
felt about him was wrong, but there was something about him that made her
heartrace. She couldn’t deny the way her body reacted when she bumped into
him, but she convinced herself that it was just a physical response, nothing
more. Emily shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts, before heading back

to her room to finish getting ready.

As she reached the top of the stairs, she heard her mother’s voice drifting
up from the living room below. Emily paused, eavesdropping on the

conversation.

“I'wish you wouldn’t encourage her to drink so much,” Susan was saying, her

voice tight with worry.

“I'm not encouraging her,” John replied, his tone defensive. “I'm just trying

to keep things light.”

Emily felt a surge of affection for John, grateful that he was standing up for
her, even if it meant going against her mother’s wishes. It was a small thing,

but it made her feel so special.

As she walked into her room and saw her reflection in the mirror, she couldn’t

help but wonder what John really thought of her. Did he find her attractive?
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Would he be disappointed if she didn’t get drunk enough to need his help

again?

* k%

As Emily made her way to the address Erica had given her, the gentle breeze
tugged at the hem of her summer dress. But as she approached the house, a
strange feeling washed over her. It was too quiet, too still. There were no signs
of life, no music, no laughter. Had she been given the wrong address? Her

heart racing, she pressed the doorbell and waited anxiously.

“Em!Hi!” A giddy hug accompanied Erica’s greeting, but then her eyes flicked
downwards and widened in disbelief. “Uh, your boobs... they’re huge!” she

exclaimed, her eyes moving up to meet Emily’s.

Emily let out a giggle, feeling her cheeks flush at the compliment. “Yeah, I told

you I went bigger,” she said, twirling a lock of hair around her finger.

Erica’s jaw had nearly hit the floor, still processing their new size. “Em, you’re
so crazy! I just can’t believe you went through with it,” she gasped, before

ushering Emily inside.

“I can’t quite believe it either... But Erica, wasn’t there supposed to be a party

here?” Emily questioned as she took in her surroundings.

Erica chuckled, “Oh, we’re pre-gaming here. Liquid courage and all that. Let’s

have some drinks before we hit the party scene.”

Emily nodded, her stomach fluttering with excitement as she followed Erica

deeper into the house.
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“So, you boobie monster, what changed?” Erica pried, her eyes alight

with curiosity.

Emily’s cheeks flushed again as she leaned back against the cushions.
“Well, they’re bigger, obviously,” she giggled. “But after a while they

started to feel... different. Better, somehow.”
Erica tilted her head to the side. “Different how?”

Emily struggled to find the right words to describe the sensation. “It’s
like... they’re a part of me, you know? Like they belong there. Getting

rid of them just felt wrong.”
Erica nodded slowly, in awe of Emily’s words.

As they settled into the living room, Erica handed Emily a drink and sat
down next to her. “So, about the party,” she said. “It’s actually a college
party. My sister goes to college and all her friends will be there. The boys

are so much hotter than high school boys, trust me.”

Emily’s heart skipped a beat. She had never hung out with college
students before, let alone gone to a college party. “R-really? I don’t know

if 'm ready for that,” she said nervously, fidgeting with her glass.

Erica chuckled. “Come on, Em, don’t be such a baby. You’ll have a great
time. And don’t worry, I’ll be with you the whole time,” she said, placing

a reassuring hand on Emily’s shoulder.

But Emily couldn’t shake off her self-consciousness. She knew she wasn’t
as experienced as college students, and it made her feel insecure. “I don’t

know, Erica. What if they think I’'m a kid?” she said, her voice trembling.
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Erica laughed and put her arm around Emily. “With breasts like those,
nobody’s gonna think you’re a kid, Em,” she said. “Trust me, the boys are

gonna be drooling over you.”

Erica’s eyes sparkled mischievously as she sensed Emily’s unease. “Hey Em,

let’s play a game!” she suggested.

Emily wasn’t sure about the idea, but she didn’t want to be a wet blanket.

“What game?” she asked.

“Never have I ever,” Erica replied, smiling mischievously. “It’s easy. If you’ve

done something, you take a shot. If you haven’t, you don’t.”

Emily gulped nervously. She hoped her lack of experience wouldn’t make her

look like a bore in front of Erica. She hadn’t done much of anything.

“Okay, I'll go first,” Erica said. “Never have I ever made out with three boys

in one night.” She quickly took a shot, grinning at Emily.

Emily’s eyes widened at her friend’s confession. She didn’t know that Erica

was so wild.
“Your turn,” Erica said, nudging Emily.

Emily hesitated for a moment. “Never have I ever ditched a class,” she said
quietly, not wanting to draw attention to herself. She didn’t drink while Erica

downed another shot.

“Wow, Em, you’ve never skipped a class?” Erica asked, surprised. “You’re such

agood girl!”

Erica thought for a moment. “Hmm, let’s see... never have I ever fucked a

college student!” she announced.
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They looked at each other, but none of them took a drink.
Erica laughed. “Oh well, I guess we have to do our best today then!”

Emily felt her insecurities rising to the surface. She inhaled slowly, deciding to

be honest. “Never have I ever... had sex,” she mumbled.

Erica’s eyes widened in surprise as she took a shot. “Em! Are you telling me

that the girl with the best tits in school hasn’t had sex?”

Emily felt her face turn red. She wanted to explain that she had always had
insecurities about her body, but she couldn’t bring herself to say it. She just
shrugged and took a sip of her drink, hoping that the subject would change

soon.

Erica let out a low whistle, shaking her head in disbelief. “Well, we’ll have to
change that at the party later,” she said with a playful grin, nudging Emily’s

shoulder. “Don’t worry, I'll make sure you have some fun tonight.”

Emily felt her cheeks flush at Erica’s words. She had always been the quiet one,
content to sit back and watch her friends have fun. But something about the

way Erica was looking at her now made her feel like maybe, just maybe, things

could be different.

As the game went on, Erica’s words slurred and her movements became
increasingly unsteady. Emily watched as her friend’s cheeks turned rosy from
the alcohol, and her giggles grew louder and more frequent. When it was her
turn again, Emily searched her mind for something she had done that would

impress Erica, but failing.

“Never have I ever kissed anyone,” she ended up saying, her voice barely above

a whisper.
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Erica’s reaction was immediate and extreme. She gasped loudly and nearly fell
off her chair in shock. “Em, are you a nun or something? That’s insane!” Erica
exclaimed, her words slurring together. Emily felt a wave of embarrassment
wash over her, but Erica continued talking. “Girl, you gotta live a little! You

can’t go through life never having been kissed. We gotta change that tonight!”

Emily’s face grew even redder at the thought. She had never thought about
kissing anyone before. Boys had never shown interest in her, and she had
always been too shy to make a move herself. But now, with her newfound
confidence and a friend by her side, maybe she could finally experience

something new.

Erica took another shot and leaned in close to Emily, her breath smelling
strongly of alcohol. “T’ll teach you how to kiss,” she whispered, her eyes

gleaming mischievously. “It’s easy, trust me.”

Erica stumbled over to Emily, her movements unsteady as she approached the
couch. Emily’s heart raced as she watched her friend draw closer, her mind
struggling to keep up with the whirlwind of sensations she was experiencing.
When Erica finally straddled her, Emily could feel her heart pounding in her
chest. She couldn’t believe what was happening, couldn’t believe that Erica

was actually doing this.

Erica gazed deeply into Emily’s eyes, her own gaze intense and probing. She
brushed Emily’s hair back behind her ear, her touch sending shivers down
Emily’s spine. “Do you want me to show you?” she whispered, her voice

husky and seductive.

Emily sat there frozen, almost in a trance. She could barely believe what was
happening, could hardly believe that Erica was actually making a move on her.

“Y-yes, please,” she stammered nervously, her words barely above a whisper.
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As Erica leaned in to kiss her, Emily’s mind went blank. She could feel the
warmth of Erica’s body against hers, could taste the alcohol on her breath,
could smell the sweet scent of her perfume. All around her, the world seemed

to fade away, leaving only Erica and the intensity of the moment.

Erica stopped in her tracks, her lips just inches away from Emily’s. The air
crackled with anticipation, and Emily’s breath hitched as she stared into her
friend’s eyes. “Do you know what the best part of kissing is?” Erica asked,
her voice low and seductive. Emily shook her head, her heart pounding in her

chest.

“It’s the unspoken battle that occurs within the kiss,” Erica whispered, a sly
smile playing on her lips. “The battle for domination and submission. There’s
always a winner.” Emily’s eyes widened as Erica leaned in and claimed her lips

in a fierce, dominant kiss.

The heat between them was palpable, and Emily could feel herself being
swept away by Erica’s commanding presence. Her hands slid up to tangle in
Erica’s hair as she surrendered to the sensations coursing through her body.
Erica’s tongue darted out to trace Emily’s lips, demanding entrance, and
Emily eagerly granted it. The kiss deepened, becoming more and more intense

as Erica took control.

Emily moaned into the kiss, feeling her body respond to Erica’s touch. She
was lost in a sea of desire, completely consumed by the heat of the moment.
When they finally broke apart, gasping for breath, Emily trembled with need.
Erica gazed at her with a satisfied smirk, her hair falling in waves around her
face as she leaned in to whisper in Emily’s ear. “Check this out,” she breathed

before once again demonstrating the power of her tongue.

Erica’s kiss was like a whirlwind of passion that left Emily feeling dizzy

and completely under her control. As Erica’s tongue slithered around inside
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Emily’s mouth, it was almost as if it had a life of its own, exploring every inch
and crevice with an insatiable hunger. Emily’s mind was a blur as she tried to
keep up with the intensity of the kiss, feeling like she was being devoured by

Erica’s dominant presence.

Erica’s lips were demanding and forceful, and every time Emily tried to assert
herself, Erica would overpower her with a fierce and possessive kiss. Emily felt
her resistance melt away as Erica’s tongue continued to explore and dominate
her mouth, leaving her completely vulnerable and powerless. The unspoken
battle for dominance and submission that Erica had described earlier was in

full swing, and Erica was the clear winner.

As Erica finally pulled away, Emily was left gasping for air, her heart racing
and her body trembling with desire. She felt like she had just been swept away
by a powerful force, completely at the mercy of Erica’s intoxicating kiss. Her
first kiss was one she would never forget, and one that left her yearning for

more.

Erica, emboldened by the rush of alcohol and adrenaline, savored the
tantalizing effect she had on Emily. Her lips curved into a sly smile as she
leaned closer to Emily, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Looks like I win,”
she purred, her voice low and throaty. “And you know what they say about

the spoils of victory...”

With slow, deliberate movements, Erica’s hand slid down Emily’s neck,
leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. Her fingers curled around the swell
of Emily’s breasts, eliciting a soft gasp from the young girl. Emily’s skin felt
hot and flushed under Erica’s touch, and her breaths came in short, ragged

pants.

Erica’s lips descended on Emily’s with a fierce hunger once more, claiming

her mouth in a kiss that was at once demanding and possessive. Emily’s
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body arched up into Erica’s, eager to feel more of her touch. As they kissed,
Erica’s hand continued to caress Emily’s breasts through the thin fabric of her
summer dress, tracing slow, lazy circles around her nipples until they grew

hard and sensitive.

The scent of alcohol and perfume mingled in the air, intermingling with the
sound of their ragged breathing and the soft rustle of fabric. Emily’s skin
prickled with the sensation of Erica’s touch, and she felt a sudden heat pooling
between her thighs. The sensation was new and thrilling, and she couldn’t
help but whimper softly as Erica’s hand moved lower, teasing the hem of her

dress with a playful flick of her fingers.

“Is this what you wanted, Emily?” Erica murmured against her lips. “To
feel wanted, to feel alive?” Emily could only nod, her voice stolen by the
intensity of the moment. With Erica’s hands on her body, she felt like she

could conquer the world.

Erica’s fingers gripped Emily’s breasts with increasing force, causing Emily to
whimper in pleasure. “God, Emily,” Erica breathed, her voice low and sultry.
“Your tits are fucking amazing. I can’t wait for you to realize your power.
That’s what they are, Em. Power. Power to shape your destiny, power over

others. That’s why women run the world.”

Erica’s lips were inches from Emily’s ear, and her heart raced as she felt the

weight of Erica’s words and the intensity of her touch.

Emily could barely focus. She had never felt such intense arousal before.
As Erica gave her left breast a tight squeeze, Emily’s mind went blank with
pleasure. Her eyes were half-closed, lost in the sensations that Erica was
eliciting in her. But then, with a sudden jolt, Erica’s touch brought her back to
reality. Emily’s body shook with anticipation as Erica trailed her index finger

down to the neckline of her summer dress.
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“Do you want to unleash your power, Em?” Erica asked, her voice

dripping with desire.
“Y-yes,” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper.

Slowly, teasingly, Erica pulled the neckline of Emily’s dress down,
exposing her nipple. Emily gasped at the sudden rush of cool air on her
exposed flesh. Erica’s tongue flicked out, tracing the curve of Emily’s
breast before closing her lips around her nipple. Emily’s body trembled
as she let out a moan of pleasure. Erica’s hand moved to Emily’s other
breast, teasing and squeezing it, making Emily feel more alive and more

powerful than ever before.

Erica’s hands roamed over Emily’s breasts with confidence and control,
kneading them firmly and making Emily gasp with each squeeze. Her
touch was expert, as if she had been doing this for years. Emily felt a wave

of arousal wash over her and let out a soft moan.

Erica leaned in closer and took one of Emily’s nipples between her lips,
sucking on it gently. Emily’s eyes fluttered closed as she arched her back

in pleasure, her hands clutching at Erica’s shoulders.

As she kissed and licked Emily’s breast, Erica whispered in a sultry voice,
“You like that, don’t you? You like feeling powerless, at my mercy. That’s

why you let me take control, why you let me kiss you like this.”

Emily’s body was on fire, every nerve ending alive with pleasure. She
could feel herself getting wetter and wetter, aching for more of Erica’s
touch. She whimpered as Erica released her breast, moving her hand
down between Emily’s legs. “Let me show you how good it can feel to

give up control,” she murmured, slipping a hand under Emily’s dress.
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As she slid her hand down Emily’s stomach and under the hem of her dress,
Emily gasped at the sudden contact, but Erica just chuckled and continued

to explore.

Emily gasped as Erica’s fingers brushed against her underwear, circling her clit
slowly. She was in a daze of pleasure, unable to think or speak. All she could
do was feel the waves of ecstasy washing over her, driven higher and higher by

Erica’s expert touch.

Erica’s other hand kept up its ministrations on Emily’s other breast, and
Emily felt herself getting lost in the sensation. She couldn’t believe how good

it felt, how much power Erica was exerting over her body.

Erica switched between sucking and nibbling on Emily’s nipple, her tongue
tracing lazy circles around it. Emily was completely under her spell, unable to

do anything but moan and writhe with pleasure.

Finally, Erica pulled back and looked up at Emily with a wicked grin. “You’re

mine now, Em,” she whispered. “All mine.”

Suddenly, Erica pulled away just before Emily’s orgasm hit her. Asif a bucket
of ice-cold water had been dumped over her head, Emily snapped out of
her lustful haze. She was left with an ache between her legs and a sense of
confusion, wondering if what had just happened was real or just a drunken
dream. Erica’s abrupt departure had left her wanting and unfulfilled, but also

feeling a strange sense of clarity as the sweat glistened on her skin.

Before Emily could even catch her breath, Erica stood up and started
straightening her clothes, completely unfazed by what had just happened
between them. Emily looked at her, confused and trying to process what had
just happened. To her, this had been the biggest thing to happen in her life.

But to Erica, it seemed so ordinary. Just another drunken fling.
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“Come on, Em,” Erica said with a smirk. “We’ve got a party to go to.”

Emily’s breathing was heavy as she tried to come down from the high Erica
had brought her to. She couldn’t believe what had just happened, her mind
reeling with the realization that her new friend had just taken her in ways she

had never imagined.

As Erica grabbed her hand and pulled her up from the couch, Emily felt a
pang of longing deep in her chest. She wanted more, so much more. She

wanted to explore this feeling, to have it flowing through her veins.

But as Emily’s breathing slowed, she realized Erica had been wrong about one
thing. It wasn’t the loss of control that had made her so incredibly turned
on. It was the raw power Erica had wielded over her. Emily was awakened to
the possibility of being in control, of having that power herself. The thought
made her body pulse with a newfound intensity, stirring something deep

inside Emily.

The idea of being the one to dominate, to bend someone to her will, was
exhilarating. She knew she would do anything to explore this side of herself

further.

As they arrived at the party, Emily felt a renewed confidence and sense of self.
She was no longer the timid girl who had never been kissed, but someone who
had tasted the thrill of desire. It had awakened something in her, something

primal and raw, and she was hungry for more.

Xk %

Emily stumbled a bt as she followed Erica through the door of the frat house,

the loud thumping bass of the music inside almost making her ears ring.
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The smell of alcohol and sweat permeated the air, and the combined noise
of drunken chatter and laughter made her feel like she was being assaulted
from all angles. Despite the alcohol coursing through her veins, Emily

couldn’t shake the nervousness in the pit of her stomach.

Erica, on the other hand, was practically bouncing with excitement as she
led Emily through the crowd of people. “Isn’t this awesome?” she practically
shouted over the noise. “My sister’s parties are always the best! And tonight

is going to be even better because you’re going to lose your V-card!”

Emily’s face flushed red with embarrassment, and she fidgeted nervously
with the hem of her dress. “Shut up, Erica,” she said, her voice barely audible

1»

over the din. “You didn’t tell me that this was a frat party!

Erica rolled her eyes, clearly not taking Emily’s concerns seriously. “Well,
you didn’t ask, Em,” she said, grabbing Emily’s hand and pulling her
towards the makeshift bar. “You’re going to have so much fun tonight! I

promise.”

Emily allowed herself to be dragged along, trying her best to ignore the
unease in her stomach. As they approached the bar, she noticed a guy staring
at her from across the room. He was tall and muscular, with a chiseled jaw
and a smoldering gaze that made her feel like she was the only person in the
room. Emily’s cheeks flushed with heat, and she quickly averted her gaze,

hoping he hadn’t noticed her staring.

Erica, however, had definitely noticed. “Ooh, Em,” she said, nudging Emily

in the side. “Look at that hottie over there. He’s totally checking you out!”

Emily’s heart raced at Erica’s words, causing an indescribable excitement to
rise within her. She stole another glance at the guy and saw that he was still

looking at her, a small smile playing at the corners of his lips. Despite her
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nerves, Emily felt a surge of desire as she imagined what it would be like

to be with him.

The scene around them continued to blur and sway as the night went
on, and Emily got lost in the music, the alcohol, and the thrill of the
unknown. She and Erica flirted with a few guys, danced with a few more,
and took more shots than Emily could count. And all the while, the

handsome stranger continued to watch Emily from across the room.

Eventually, Erica forced the issue and took Emily by the hand. “Come on,
Em,” she said, her voice slurring slightly. “Let’s go find that guy you’ve

been eyeballing all night.”

Emily’s heart raced as they made their way towards him, and she could feel
the butterflies in her stomach turning into a full-fledged swarm. When

they finally reached him, Erica wasted no time in introducing them.

“This is my friend, Emily,” she said, gesturing towards Emily with a

drunken flourish. “She thinks you’re cute.”

The stranger smiled, and Emily could feel her face growing hot with
embarrassment. “Well, I think you’re cute too, Emily,” he said, his voice

low and seductive.

Emily sank further into the plush cushions of a couch, trying to shake off
the fog of alcohol-induced nervousness. She felt a little disoriented, her

head still spinning from the dizzying lights and sounds of the party.

Erica stumbled over to the two on the couch, a lopsided grin on her face.
“Hey Em, I’m gonna go get another drink. You two keep each other
company, alright?” She gave Emily a mischievous wink and staggered

away.
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Emily turned back to the boy, feeling her heart racing in her chest. She
tried to calm herself down, but her nerves were getting the best of her. He,
however, seemed perfectly at ease. He smiled at her, his brown eyes warm

and inviting.

The handsome boy cleared his throat. “Hi, I’'m Tyler,” he said, his warm

brown eyes meeting hers.

Emily’s heart rate picked up. She couldn’t deny that he was attractive: tall,
with a toned physique and a friendly smile. Despite her nerves, she smiled

back at him.

“I'm Emily,” she replied.

Tyler chuckled. “I know. Erica just said so.”

Emily felt a flush rising to her cheeks. Why did she have to be so nervous?
“So, what brings you to this party?” Tyler asked, breaking the silence.

“I'm here with Erica. She’s my friend from school,” Emily replied, trying

to sound confident.

“And what about you? Do you go to college?”

Tyler nodded. “Yeah, I’'m on a soccer scholarship.”

Emily’s eyes litup. “No way! I play soccer too. I’'m on the high school team.”
Tyler grinned. “That’s awesome. What position do you play?”
“Midfield,” Emily replied. “What about you?”

“Forward,” Tyler said. “I love the rush of scoring a goal.”



74 BY DAMIEN DEESSE

Emily felt a flutter in her stomach as she realized how much she had in
common with Tyler. They chatted about soccer for a while, comparing
their favorite players and teams. Emily felt her nerves melting away as they

talked, and she laughed and smiling more than she had all night.

As they chatted for a while, the conversation was flowing easily. Emily

relaxed in Tyler’s company, feeling more and more at ease.

As the night wore on, Emily felt a growing sense of attraction to Tyler. He
seemed to feel the same way, and their conversation gradually shifted from
lighthearted banter to something more charged with chemistry. Emily’s
heart pounded as she leaned in closer to him, drawn in by his magnetic

presence.

Emily could feel the heat of his body next to hers, and she wondered if he
was going to make a move. She glanced up at him, and their eyes met. For

amoment, everything else faded away as they gazed into each other’s eyes.

Then Tyler spoke, his voice low and husky. “You know, Emily, I really

enjoy talking to you. You’re smart and funny and beautiful.”

Emily felt her cheeks flush as Tyler’s words washed over her. She had never
felt this way before, and she knew she wanted to spend more time with
him. As the party raged on around them, Emily and Tyler continued to

talk and flirt, their connection growing stronger by the minute.

As Emily and Tyler chatted, three girls suddenly appeared out of nowhere,
encircling them. Each of the girls was stunning in their own way, with
long hair and flawless skin. Emily’s heart skipped a beat as she realized how
out of her league they were. They looked like they belonged in a magazine
spread, with their perfectly coiffed hair and designer outfits. The way they

eyed her made her feel like an outsider, and she knew she wasn’t their type.
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Emily’s heart sank as the trio of beautiful girls closed in on her and Tyler,
squeezing themselves onto the couch with a practiced ease. One of them
draped herself over Tyler’s shoulder, stroking his chest suggestively, while
another pressed herself so close to Emily that she could feel her hot breath
on her neck. The third stood behind Tyler, wrapping her arms around him

and pressing her ample breasts against his back.

“Hey, Tyler,” one of the girls purred, running a finger down his arm. “Who’s

your new friend? You like them young, huh?”

Tyler looked uncomfortable as he introduced Emily. “Uh, this is Emily. She’s

a friend of Erica’s.”

The girls looked Emily up and down, and Emily could tell they were sizing
her up. “Oh, so you brought a high schooler to the party,” the one with her
arms wrapped around his neck said with a smirk, making Emily feel even more

self-conscious. “And with fake boobs, no less! How original.”

As the girls exchanged glances, one of them looked at Emily’s chest and raised

an eyebrow. “Unless those are real?”
Emily felt herself blush. “Uh, no. T-they’re implants.”

The gitls tittered with laughter, and Emily could feel the heat rising in her
cheeks. “Oh, how cute,” one of them said, flicking a piece of lint off her skirt.
“A high schooler who’s barely old enough to carry her fake tits. Tyler, are you

getting that desperate?”

Emily felt her face grow hot. She knew she wasn’t in the same league as these
girls, but she didn’t like being talked about as if she wasn’t even there. Tears
formed at the corners of her eyes, and Emily just wanted to run away, to hide,

to forget that she was ever at this stupid party.
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“So, what’s with the tits, girl?” another one sneered, making a hand
gesture that showed large breasts. “Did you get lost on the way to the

strip club?”

Emily felt her cheeks heat with embarrassment, but she refused to back
down. “No, I-I just like them,” she said defiantly, glancing at Tyler for

Support.

Tyler’s face had turned beet red, and Emily realized with a sinking
feeling that he was uncomfortable with the situation. She felt a pang of
disappointment - she had been having such a great time talking to him,

and now everything was ruined.

One girl with jet black hair and a piercing gaze smirked. “So Tyler, 'm
glad to see that you’ve finally given up on college girls and moved onto

high schoolers with body dysmorphia.”

Suddenly, one of the girls, a tall brunette with a seemingly friendly smile,
leaned in and said, “Sorry about that. They were just messing with you.

So, what are you planning to study?”

Emily felt relieved by the change in tone, and she cleared her throat
before answering. “I’m still undecided, but I’'m thinking about maybe

majoring in English or psychology.”

One of the other girls suddenly seemed to change her tune as well and
put on a friendly smile. “Oh, that’s really cool,” one of the girls said, a
fake smile plastered on her face. “I’'m actually a psychology major myself.

Maybe I can help you out.”

Emily smiled nervously, feeling a little intimidated by the girl’s sudden

friendliness. “Uh, sure,” she said.
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The girl leaned in, her eyes shining with malice. “Okay, then,” she said.
“Let’s start with a simple question. What is the difference between

classical and operant conditioning?”

Emily’s brow furrowed in confusion. She had read about these concepts
in her high school psychology class, but she couldn’t remember the

details. “Um, I’'m not sure,” she said, feeling a little embarrassed.

The girl’s smile turned into a smirk. “That’s okay,” she said. “It’s a
tough question for a high school kid. Maybe we should talk about
something even more surface-level. Like... What do you know about

Pavlov’s classical conditioning?”

Emily’s mind went blank. She knew she had learned about this in school
as well, but couldn’t remember the specifics. “Uh, well,” she stammered,

“I know it has to do with learning and... reactions...?”

The girls exchanged a look, and the one who had asked the question let
outa condescending laugh. “Wow, I thought you said you were interested
in psychology. Looks like we’ve got a bit of a ditz on our hands, doesn’t

it?”

Emily felt a lump form in her throat as the girls laughed and exchanged
knowing glances. She had always prided herself on her intelligence, butin
that moment she felt small and insignificant compared to these beautiful,

self-assured women.

She watched as Tyler’s expression gradually shifted from casual flirtation
to discomfort. He quickly disentangled himself from the girls and stood

up, his eyes downcast.

“E-excuse me,” he muttered, “I need to use the restroom.”



78 BY DAMIEN DEESSE

Emily watched in silence as Tyler excused himself from the group and hurried
towards the bathroom. The girls giggled and whispered amongst themselves,
casting sidelong glances at Emily. She felt a pang of anxiety in her chest,

wondering if Tyler would even return.

She turned to the girls and noticed their snide smirks. Emily felt a wave of
anger and embarrassment wash over her. She wanted to tell them off, to put

them in their place, but instead, she just sat there, feeling small and powerless.

The minutes ticked by, and Emily grew increasingly anxious. She couldn’t
shake the feeling that Tyler wasn’t coming back. She wondered if she had done

something wrong, if she had said something to offend him.

The loud thumping of the music was making Emily head spin, and she felt
trapped in the small, crowded room. She wanted to leave, to go home and curl
up in her bed, but she didn’t want to seem like a coward in front of these girls

who were taunting her.

Emily’s eyes flicked to the bathroom door, hoping to see Tyler emerge. But it
remained closed, and she wondered if he had gotten lost or had abandoned
her. She wanted to believe that he would come back, but doubt had creptinto
her mind. She shifted uncomfortably on the couch, feeling the weight of the

other girls’ stares on her.
“Looks like your boy has ditched you,” the blonde said, a sly smile on her lips.

Emily felta surge of anger at the girl’s words. She wanted to retort, to stand up
for herself, but her courage failed her. Instead, she simply looked away, trying

to ignore the girls’ taunts.

Tyler finally reappeared from the bathroom, and Emily felt relief flood
through her. But as he walked past them, he didn’t even glance in her

direction, and Emily’s heart sank. He didn’t return to the couch, and she
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watched as he made his way across the room to join a group of guys
playing beer pong. Emily felt a lump form in her throat, realizing that

he wasn’t coming back.

The girls giggled, and one of them whispered to Emily, “Seems like
you’re not as irresistible as you thought.” Emily felt her face flush with

embarrassment and anger, and she stood up abruptly.

Butjust then, Emily felta sharp pain in her arm as one of the girls grabbed

her tightly. She tried to pull away, but the grip only tightened.

Emily tried to yank her arm free, but the girl’s grip was surprisingly

strong. “What do you want?” she asked, her voice quivering.

“I just have a question,” the girl said sweetly, though her eyes were cold.
“If you hate your body so much that you had to get fake boobs, why
didn’t you fix your face while you were at it? I mean, you’re just so plain

and forgettable. No wonder Tyler didn’t come back to you.”

Emily felt a hot, angry tear roll down her cheek. She looked around
frantically for Erica, hoping for some kind of rescue. But her friend was
even more drunk than earlier, lost in a passionate embrace with some guy

in the corner of the room.
“Let go of me,” she said through gritted teeth.

The girl only tightened her grip. “I’m just trying to help you, honey. You
could be so much more attractive if you just did something about that

face.”

Emily felt like someone had slapped her in the face. She had always been
self-conscious about her looks, but to have someone say it out loud in such a

cruel and mocking way was unbearable. Her face turned red with anger and
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humiliation. “What the hell is wrong with you?” she spat, trying to pull her

arm away.

The girl only tightened her grip. “Oh, come on,” she said. “I'm just being
honest. You’re not exactly turning any heads with that face of yours. If you

want to land a guy like Tyler, you’re going to have to do better than that.”

Emily feltsick to her stomach. She wanted to lash out, to scream at the girl and
make her regret ever talking to her, but she knew it would only make things
worse. Instead, she took a deep breath and tried to remain calm. “Let. Go!”

she repeated.

The girl rolled her eyes and finally released Emily’s arm. Emily stumbled back,

rubbing her sore wrist.

Emily felt her throat tighten and her eyes burn with unshed tears. She had to
get out of here, away from these people who had made her feel so worthless.
She stumbled out of the living room, pushing her way through the throngs

of party-goers.

Emily was shaking with anger and humiliation as she wandered into the
empty kitchen. Her eyes scanned the room until they landed on a half-empty

bottle of vodka sitting on the counter.

Without thinking twice, Emily grabbed the bottle and unscrewed the cap, not
caring if it belonged to someone else or if anyone saw her. She raised it to her

lips and started chugging, feeling the alcohol burn down her throat.

The liquid gave her a warm feeling in her stomach, and Emily closed her
eyes, taking another long swig. She couldn’t believe how awful the night had
turned out. She had been so excited to come to this party, to finally experience
something new and exciting, and now she was alone, feeling more miserable

than ever.
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As she chugged the vodka, Emily felt her mind spin, and she knew she was
getting drunk. But she didn’t care. Right now, all she wanted was to forget
about the party and everything that had happened, even if just for a little

while.

Emily’s vision swam and her head spun as the vodka coursed through her
veins. She leaned against the bar for a moment, trying to steady herself.
The goal of the night had been to lose her virginity, and now she felt more

determined than ever to make it happen.

As she stumbled through the crowd, she saw a scrawny-looking guy standing
alone, nursing a drink. He looked up as she approached, his eyes widening in

surprise as she grabbed him by the hand and said, “You. With me.”

With a sudden jerk, Emily turned on her heel and bolted up the staircase,
tugging the hapless guy behind her with an iron grip. Clutching the
half-empty vodka bottle tightly in her other hand, she drew long swigs from
its neck as she made her ascent, each gulp making her head spin with dizzying

euphoria.

When she reached the top of the stairs, Emily flung open the nearest door and
dragged the guy inside, slamming the door shut behind them with a satisfying
thud.

Her eyes bore into the guy’s, flashing with an intense, almost feral energy. She
could feel the primal thirst for satisfaction pulsing through her veins, driving

her on with a feverish need.

“Strip,” she commanded him, her voice slurring, but still with a hint of her

power.

The guy fumbled with his belt, looking nervous and uncertain. Emily

watched with a mixture of impatience and disgust as he began to undress,



82 BY DAMIEN DEESSE

revealing a scrawny and pale body. Nothing like what she imagined was

underneath Tyler’s clothes.

Emily took a final swig from the vodka bottle, feeling a burning sensation
in her throat. She could feel the alcohol taking effect, dulling her senses
and making her dizzy. The empty bottle flew from her grasp, exploding

against the wall in a shower of glass—but Emily didn’t even flinch.

Her lips met his, but it was an awkward, hesitant kiss. She was unsure of
herself, not knowing where to put her hands or how to move her lips.
With frenzied hands, she tore at his clothes, revealing more of his pale,

bony frame.

As the guy finished undressing, Emily pushed him onto the bed. She
could sense his heart racing beneath her, and for a moment she hesitated.

Was this really what she wanted?

But then she thought about the girls at the party, how they had made fun
of her and teased her. She thought about Tyler, who had left her alone.

She thought about all the times she had been invisible and unwanted.

‘No.’ This was what she wanted. She wanted to feel desired, even if it was
just for one night. But as she gazed at him, her bravado wavered, and her

alcohol-fueled confidence dissipated.
“I'm sorry,” she said, looking down at him. “I’ve never done this before.”

The nerdy boy paused, his eyes searching hers for any sign of hesitation.

“W-we don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” he said softly.

Emily shook her head, determination taking over. “I want to,” she said,

more to convince herself than him.
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With a sudden burst of confidence, Emily grabbed the nerd and pulled
him towards her. Their lips met in a clumsy, awkward kiss, but Emily

was too drunk to care. She wanted this, and she wanted it now.

He lay Emily down on the bed on her back, kissing her neck with hesitant
lips before slowly pulling up her dress. As he kissed her, Emily felt a surge

of arousal mixed with anxiety. She wanted this, but she was scared.

She closed her eyes, focusing on the sensations, the roughness of the
sheets against her skin, the warm weight of the boy’s body pressing
against hers. She stifled a jolt of pleasure as he stroked her thigh, his

fingers tracing patterns that sent shivers up her spine.

“I-T’ll be gentle,” he whispered, his breath hot on her ear. Emily nodded,
her body trembling with anticipation and fear. As he entered her, she
gasped, the feeling of him filling her overwhelming and strange. But as
he began to move, a primal energy took over, and Emily felt herself lose

control, lost in the rhythm and the ecstasy.

Outside, the sound of the party had faded away, and Emily was consumed
by the sensation of being with someone, of being wanted and desired. For
amoment, all the pain and frustration of the night disappeared, replaced

by a sweet and intoxicating pleasure.

The young man moved slowly, taking his time to explore her body and
learn what made her feel good. Emily closed her eyes and surrendered to
the sensations, a warmth spreading throughout her body as the pleasure

intensified.

But as the minutes passed, Emily’s thoughts started to drift. She couldn’t stop

thinking of the three girls who had humiliated her, and her anger grew. She felt
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asudden urge to assert herself, to prove that she was not the shy and awkward

girl they had made her out to be.

Without warning, she grabbed her companion’s hair and pulled him towards
her, her kisses becoming more aggressive as her movements became more
urgent. He was taken aback by her sudden change in demeanor, but he was

also excited by her newfound enthusiasm.

Emily’s mind was consumed by a mixture of anger and arousal as she moved
with a frenzied intensity. The control she had over the young man empowered

her, and she was determined to show him just how much she was capable of.

Emily and the nerdy boy rolled over, and she found herself on top. Her body
felt light, and the adrenaline surging through her veins was making her giddy..
She kept rocking her hips against him, but her movements became more
urgent, more insistent. Her breathing was ragged, and she let out a moan as

she clumsily pulled off her dress to reveal her fake breasts.

Emily leaned down, her breasts swaying as she giggled uncontrollably. “You

like them?” she asked, seeking validation.

He nodded, his hands gently cupping her breasts. Emily’s eyes closed,
relishing the sensation. She let out a moan as he squeezed and played with
them. The alcohol made her feel free, uninhibited. She was finally getting

what she wanted - the attention she deserved.

Her movements grew clumsier, but she didn’t care. She was in control, and he
was just 2 means to an end. Emily leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear

as she whispered, a cloud of lust in every word. “You want me to ride you?”

Without waiting for a response, Emily’s movements became rough and
ferocious, fueled by the humiliation she had faced from the other girls. She

used all frustration anger to pound on him, harder and harder with each
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thrust. It was like she had shed every ounce of her former self, to embrace this

new, more powerful version.

The bed sheets were clenched tight in her fists, her knuckles almost white
with the effort of holding on as she pounded down on him with increasing
ferocity. The sensations coursing through her body were overwhelming,

all-encompassing,

Leaning down, Emily attacked his lips with hungry, probing kisses. They were
more like Erica’s kiss now. The alcohol had shredded away her inhibitions,
leaving her to explore the immense pleasure of this experience. Her hands
tightened in his hair and she pushed into him harder, lost in the moment.

Every thrust was like a release, every motion an ecstasy.

Closing her eyes, she moaned loudly, lost in pleasure as she ground down
against his body. The fleeting sensation of rough shame mixed with the raw

pleasure of the wildly passionate moment.

Suddenly, her hand shot down to her breasts, groping them. She let out a low
moan, her voice husky from exertion and desire. “They’re perfect,” she said,
her fingertips tracing the curves of her breasts. “I just love the way they fill my
hands.” Each mass was heavy and full, trembling under her touch as if they

knew how truly luscious they were.

The boy watched in amazement as she touched herself, still moving up and
down on him. Emily seemed unhinged, speaking incoherently about her
breasts and how they looked and felt. He could tell that the alcohol was really

affecting her, and her inhibitions were slowly slipping away.

Suddenly, Emily leaned forward, her hair falling over her face as she continued
to bounce up and down on him. “You like them, right?” she asked, looking

down at him with a drunken grin. “Tell me you like them.”
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The boy nodded, his eyes fixed on her bouncing chest. “I-I like them,” he

said, his voice barely audible over her moans. “They’re amazing.”

Emily laughed, a wild, uninhibited sound that echoed through the room.
She leaned down and pressed her breasts into his face, letting him play with
them as she continued to ride him. It was a wild, reckless moment, and
Emily was completely lost in it, consumed by the sensations and her own

desire.

The nerd’s face was red and his eyes were wide with surprise as Emily
grabbed his hands and placed them on her breasts. She was so drunk that
her mind was completely focused on them, and she just kept talking about

them.

“Can you feel how fake they are?” she asked him. “I mean, they’re huge,

right? But they’re not real. I like them, though.”

The guy didn’t respond, still in shock from Emily’s sudden aggression. She
bounced up and down on him, her enhanced breasts jiggling with each
movement. Emily’s mind was consumed with thoughts of her appearance,
and she started to grope her own breasts, cupping them in her hands and

squeezing them.

“They’re so big,” she said, laughing drunkenly. “I love them. I love how

they feel. Do you love them?”

As contemptuous silence filled the air, Emily’s ferocious aggression
intensified. Her lithe body convulsed as waves of pleasure engulfed every
inch of flesh, carelessly riding the man beneath her to exhaustion. Every
fiber of Emily’s being resonated with sensual euphoria, as she rose and fell
atop her prey with rapid, rhythmic motions, swiftly darting her eyes over to

the open window, as if daring anyone to peer in at her moaning silhouette.
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Lost in pleasure, the nerdy boy beneath her became a living function of the
frenzied acts of pleasure. He was nothing but an object, a tool, forfeit of

purpose to do anything else but worship at the shrine of Emily’s lust.

Emily kept riding him, her body becoming more and more tense as she got
closer and closer to climax. She was lost in the sensation, the rush of power,
the validation of her own beauty. She was barely aware of the guy underneath
her, except for the occasional grunt or moan. It was all about her, and she

loved it.

As Emily rode him hard, her movements became even more forceful, her body
slamming down against his with reckless abandon. Suddenly, she threw her
head back and let out a throaty laugh, her hand reaching down to grasp her

impressive breasts before giving them a tight squeeze.

“Imean, look at these tits,” she said, her voice slurred with alcohol. “Ibet those

bitches are just jealous.”

The nerdy guy groaned, his body writhing beneath hers, completely under
her spell. Just minutes before, this girl had been so shy and insecure, but now

she had transformed into this powerful and irresistible force.

Emily was lost in the moment, her eyes closed and her breath coming in sharp

gasps. She was so close to orgasm, and yet...

Just as she was about to reach her peak, the nerdy guy groaned and climaxed,
collapsing beneath her in a heap. Emily felt a surge of frustration as she
realized she had been so lost in her dominating state of arousal that she had

forgotten to ensure her own satisfaction.

She sat up, her chest heaving as she caught her breath, feeling a mix of anger
and disappointment. She looked over at the nerdy guy to see him passed out

from the alcohol and the intensity of his orgasm, and felt a sense of disgust.
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She felt unsatisfied and unfulfilled, still lost in thought and feeling angry

about the girls who had humiliated her earlier.

Emily started to mutter to herself, her words slurred and indistinct. “He
wanted me,” she said to herself. “And he liked my breasts, he really did.”
She squeezed them again, feeling a perverse thrill at the validation she had

received.

As she touched herself, Emily’s thoughts became more and more muddled.
She couldn’t remember why she had come to this party in the first place, or
why she had been so upset by those girls. All she could focus on now were

her breasts, and the way they made her feel.

Emily caught a glimpse of herself in a full-length mirror next to the bed.
She gazed at herself, transfixed by her new breasts, barely registering the
unconscious college student beneath her. Without a thought, Emily began
to bounce atop him, letting out muffled grunts and moans as she used
the sight of her own perfect reflection to work herself into a frenzy of
self-worship. She didn’t care that the guy was passed out underneath her or
that anyone could come across her in this state. All she cared about was her

own pleasure - something that had been missing from her life for too long.

The newfound sensuality in Emily’s glance and erratic movements blocked
outany rational thought, as did the desire to see how her beautiful reflection
responded to each movement. The mirror showed her how beautiful and
irresistible she was, and the sight of her bouncing up and down on top of

the young man caused some narcissistic instinct to crescendo.

Her grunts grew louder and more passionate, matching the rhythm of
her hips. Emily shuddered, the intensity of watching herself doing this
heightening with the nearing pleasure. As the anticipation built to a feverish

pitch, she could hardly contain her lustful mewls. Her breath grew ragged as
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every motion drove her towards an intense orgasm like an unstoppable freight

train.

She was so consumed by her own reflection, her frenzied movements pushing
her closer and closer to the edge. With a loud cry, Emily felt the explosive
release coursing through her, her body convulsing with the newfound thrill

of her own irresistibility.

Emily collapsed on top of the unconscious college student, her body still
shaking with post-orgasmic tremors. She felt an intoxicating sense of power
as her juices seeped out, drenching the unconscious form beneath her. The
sight of her lustful moisture dripping onto his body was almost too much for

her to bear, and she allowed herself to sink into these sensations even deeper.

The wetness was spreading across his chest, a slick trail seeping out from her
still pulsating body. Emily looked down at the evidence of their passion and

felt a sense of ownership come over her.

Reaching down between, Emily ran her fingers through the juices and
brought them up to her nose, breathing in deeply. Then, without thinking,
she began to smear the juices over the guy’s chest, as if she was marking him

as her property.

As she started to come back to reality, Emily felt a twinge of disappointment
that he hadn’t come inside her, but then shrugged it off. She didn’t need him,
anyway. All she needed was herself, and her breasts.

With a sigh, Emily rolled off of him and sat up, her head spinning from
the alcohol. She looked down at herself and saw her breasts still jutting
out, a reminder of the power she had just wielded. She smiled, feeling both

exhilarated and empty at the same time.

“Well,” she said to herself, “that was fun.”
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As she pulled back and examined her companion, now marked with her own
essence, Emily laughed to herself. She doubted he would remember anything
that just happened, but she would keep the memory, and the power it gave

her, close to the depths of her own desires.

Emily sat next to the unconscious body of her first, her mind still reeling from
what had just happened. A mixture of emotions swirled within her, but the
predominant feeling was one of power. For once, she had been the one in
control, the one who had used someone else to get what she wanted. It was
a heady feeling, and she couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride in herself for
being able to do something so bold. He was just lying there, like a... like a

discarded toy.

She quickly felt a sense of guilt accompany the feeling. What she had done was
wrong, she knew it. She had objectified this poor boy, using him as a tool to

satisfy her own desires. It was selfish, and she was ashamed of herself.

Despite this, the empowering feeling was still stirring within her, refusing to
be quelled completely. It was as if a new part of herself had been unleashed, a
side that she had never known before. And although she tried to fight it, she

was intrigued by this newfound power.

As she sat there, lost in thought, she couldn’t help but wonder what other

boundaries she could push, what other things she was capable of.

Emily stumbled out of the room, her body quivering with the aftereffects
of alcohol and the wild abandon of the act she had just committed. With
a playful and giggly blown kiss to the unconscious boy, she made her way

downstairs, swaying with every drunk step.

As she descended the stairs, Tyler appeared, his chiseled jawline softened by a

look of contrition. “Hey, Emily, I'm sorry I left you like that. Can we talk?”
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Emily turned to face him, her eyes flickering with a mixture of anger and
hurt. She could feel the weight of the three girls” disdainful glares, their
lips curled in disgust. “Fuck off, Tyler,” she spat. “I don’t need a man

who won’t even defend me.”

Without another word, Emily strode past them and out the front door,
the cool night air a welcome relief from the hot, sweaty chaos of the party.
She took a deep breath, savoring the sweet smell of freshly cut grass and

blooming flowers as her flimsy summer dress was dancing in the breeze.

Her senses heightened from the dizzying effects of alcohol, she basked in
the warmth of her mischievous glow. Her mind drifted back to the last
party when John had rescued her, her heart racing at the thought of their
daring conversation. She fumbled for her phone, her fingers slipping on
the smooth surface. With a devilish grin, she lifted it to her ear and waited

for him to answer.

“Hey, Johnny boy,” Emily purred, feeling the familiar tingle of desire

coursing through her veins. “What are you up to?”
“Just watching TV. What about you?”

Emily giggled, swaying on her feet as a jolt of mischievous energy rushed

through her.. “Oh, you know me. Just out and about, causing trouble.”

John chuckled, the sound sending shivers down Emily’s spine. “You’re

always getting into trouble, aren’t you?”

Emily rolled her eyes playfully, the words tumbling from her lips without
hesitation. “What can I say? It’s my superpower. Hey, John, how drunk

do you think I'd have to be for you to come pick me up?”
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John’s laughter echoed through the phone, warm and infectious. “I don’t

know, Em. How drunk are you?”

Emily’s lips curled into a smirk, her mind already spinning with possibilities.

“Let’s just say... 'm in dire need of a knight in shining armor.”

John chuckled again, the sound like music to Emily’s ears. “Well, in that case,

I guess I better come pick you up. Where are you?”

Emily stumbled over the name of the street, the words tumbling from her lips
in a drunken slur. John promised to be there soon, and Emily hung up the

phone with a sigh of relief.

As Emily waited for John, she leaned against the wall and took a deep breath
of the cool night air. She felt a sense of relief wash over her as she knew he
would take care of her. A few moments later, John’s car pulled up to the curb,

and he stepped out.
“Hey, kiddo,” he said, flashing a warm smile. “Are you okay?”

Emily shrugged, trying to put on a brave face. “Just a little drunk,” she said.

“I didn’t know who else to call.”

John’s expression softened as he put an arm around her. “It’s okay,” he said.

“Let’s get you home.”
“Is... is Mom mad?” Emily asked hesitantly.

John’s eyes softened. “No, she’s working late. She doesn’t even know I'm

picking you up.”

Emily let out a relieved sigh. “Thank god. Can you not tell her? Please?” she

asked, giving him a coy smile.
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John raised an eyebrow. “Are you asking me to lie to your mother?”

Emily grinned, feeling a little daring. “Of course not, John. I'm just asking

you to keep a secret. We can have our little conspiracy.”

John chuckled, shaking his head. “I don’t know, Emily. Your mom would

kill me if she found out.”

“Oh, come on,” Emily said, moving a little closer to him. “It’s not like

we’re doing anything wrong. Just keeping a little secret between us.”

John swallowed hard, feeling a little uncomfortable with the way Emily

was looking at him. “I'don’tknow, Em. This feels a little too risky for me.”

Emily leaned in even closer, her breath warm on his neck. “Are you afraid

of a little risk, John? Or are you just afraid of her?”

John felt his heart racing as Emily’s words sent shivers down his spine. He
knew he shouldn’t be having these thoughts, but he couldn’t help feeling

a little aroused by her boldness.

“I'm not afraid of her, Em,” he said, his voice a little husky. “But we have

to be careful. Your mom trusts me to look after you.”

Emily smiled, feeling a sense of satisfaction at the effect she was having on

him. “T know you’ll look after me, John. You always do.”

They stood there for a moment, their eyes locked in a silent conversation.
John knew he should leave, but he couldn’t bring himself to move away

from her. Emily was like a drug, intoxicating and irresistible.

Finally, he pulled away, clearing his throat. “Come on, let’s get you

home.”
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As John drove Emily back home, she stared out of the car window at the
passing streetlights. Her mind was still buzzing from the conversation
they had just had. She felt guilty for flirting with her stepfather, but at

the same time, the thrill of it was undeniable.

She couldn’t help but wonder why it felt so good to engage in such taboo
behavior. Was it the excitement of doing something forbidden? Was it
the danger of getting caught? Or was it something deeper, something she

didn’t quite understand yet?

Emily sighed and leaned back in her seat. She knew that nothing would
ever come of her attraction to John, but that didn’t stop her from
enjoying the flirty conversations they had now and then. It was like a

secret they shared, something that no one else knew about.

She wondered what it would be like to actually act on those feelings,
to feel his hands on her skin and his lips on hers. But the thought was
quickly dismissed. It was wrong, so wrong. Yet, the idea still lingered in

her mind, tempting her.

Lostin thought, Emily suddenly turned to John and asked, “Hey, do you
remember where I got this dress?” She gestured to the yellow summer

dress with white flowers that clung to her curves.

John shook his head, his eyes focused on the road. “No, I don’t. Why do

you ask?”

“I got it from you and Mom for my 16th birthday,” Emily replied with a

small smile. “It’s my favorite dress.”

John chuckled. “Well, I’'m glad you like it. It looks great,” he said, his eyes

lingering on her curves.
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Emily noticed the way he was looking at her and felt a little thrill of
excitement. She leaned in closer to him, pointing to her chest. “It’s gotten a

little small on me lately,” she said suggestively, her eyes locking onto his.

John’s face turned red as he averted his gaze, suddenly feeling uncomfortable.

“Uh, well, ’'m sure we can get you a new one,” he said, his voice a little shaky.

Emily smiled. “Maybe, but I kinda like the way it fits now,” she said, looking

down at her chest.

John cleared his throat, his eyes darting away from her. “Uh, yeah. I'm sure

we can find a new one that fits just as well, though.”

Emily chuckled, enjoying the way she could make him squirm. “You’re sossilly,

John,” she said, reaching over to give his arm a playful punch.

John chuckled nervously, his eyes flickering back to her. “Yeah, well, I guess

that’s just one of my many charms,” he said, trying to play it cool.

“I'mjustalittle too big for it now,” Emily said, shifting in her seat and turning
her gaze towards John. “But I was just wondering...do you think I would still

fitinto it if I got bigger implants?”

John’s eyes widened in shock, and he stammered in disbelief. “B-bigger? You

already have implants, Em.”
Emily giggled. “Yeah, but I mean really big ones. Like, porn star big.”

“Emily, I... T don’t think that’s a good idea. You already have implants, and

your mother doesn’t even approve of those.”

Emily shrugged nonchalantly, running a hand through her hair. “So what?
It’s my body. 'm 18, I can make my own decisions. Besides, I kind of like

having biggg breasts. They make me feel more confident.”
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John shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his eyes darting to meet hers. “Emily,
I don’t know if that’s a good idea. Your mother would be furious if she

found out, and besides, you don’t want to risk any health complications.”

John’s grip tightened on the steering wheel, and Emily could feel the
tension in the car rising. But she couldn’t stop herself now. She lifted her
arms up and squeezed her breasts, pushing them together to give John a

better view.

“I know, I know, you’re probably right... Even if the dress still fit on my
chest, big boobs like that would probably lift it up way too much. Just think

how scandalously short it would be,” she said with a coy look.

As if to emphasize her point, Emily pulled the hem of her dress up along her
thigh, revealing more of her pale legs. She watched as John’s eyes followed
the movement, his breath catching in his throat. Emily couldn’t help but

feel a sense of power in the way he looked at her.

She finally sighed, rolling her eyes. “But still... I just can’t help feeling like I

want to be bigger, you know? Like, I want to be sexier and more desirable.”

John’s cheeks flushed a deep shade of red, and he cleared his throat. “I... I
think you’re beautiful just the way you are, Emily. You don’t need to change

a thing.”

Emily leaned closer to him, a flirtatious smile spreading across her lips. “Are
you calling me sexy, John?” she asked teasingly, knowing full well the effect

it would have on him.

John’s breath caught in his throat, his eyes flickering nervously between
Emily’s face and the road ahead. He struggled to find the right words, his

mind racing with conflicting thoughts and desires.
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Before he could respond, Emily burst out laughing, the sound ringing
out through the quiet of the car. “I’'m just kidding, John,” she said, still

giggling. “You should have seen your face!”

John let out a breath he didn’t know he was holding, relieved that Emily
was just joking. “You had me there for a second,” he chuckled, his nerves

finally settling.

Emily’s playful banter with John made her feel alive and rebellious. She
knew it was wrong, but she couldn’t help the thrill she got from flirting
with her stepfather. As they drove down the quiet road, Emily couldn’t
help but wonder what would happen if she took things further. But for

now, she was content with their secret little flirtation.

As they pulled into the driveway, Emily felt a pang of disappointment
that their drive had come to an end. She turned to John with a hint of a
mischievous smile, “You know, John, I really enjoy these late-night drives

with you. It’s nice to have someone to talk to.”

John’s eyes flickered with uncertainty, surprised by Emily’s suggestive
tone. “Y-yes, it’s good to have some company,” he stammered, his voice

betraying his nerves.

Emily giggled, the sound ringing like music in the quiet night air as they
walked towards the house. “Don’t worry, John. I won’t tell anyone about

our secret little drives,” she laughed, biting her bottom lip coquettishly.

John’s face flushed as he shifted his weight from one foot to the other,
his eyes fixed on the ground. “It’s not a secret, Emily. I'm just driving

you home, that’s all,” he said, his voice gentle but guarded.
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Emily leaned closer to John, her hand resting on his arm. “Of course, John.
I’m just glad I can be here for you when Mom’s not around. You know, keep

you company so you don’t feel too lonely,” she said, her tone light and teasing.

John’s throat went dry, his mind racing with the implications of Emily’s
words. He cleared his throat, trying to hide the sudden lump that had formed
there. “Well, I appreciate it, Emily. It’s nice to have you around,” he said, his

voice tinged with a hint of longing.

“Goodnight, John,” Emily said, smiling at him as she took off her shoes and

walked towards the stairs. “Thanks again for everything.”

“Goodnight, Emily,” he replied, his heart racing as he watched her disappear

up the staircase.

She stumbled into her bedroom, locking the door behind her. She leaned
against it, her hands pressed against the wooden surface as she laughed
drunkenly to herself. It had been exhilarating, the way she had toyed with
John’s nerves, keeping him on edge with her teasing. She knew she had pushed
the boundaries, but it had all been perfectly balanced between flirty and

innocent enough to keep him on his toes.

She took a deep breath and walked over to her bed, collapsing onto it with
a sigh. The room spun around her, but she didn’t mind. The alcohol had
numbed her senses, and she felt free to be whoever she wanted to be. Her mind
was racing with thoughts of what could have happened if she had pushed
things just a little further, if she had let her guard down and allowed John to

make a move on her.

But she knew that could never happen. John was her stepfather, and even if
he did have feelings for her, it was wrong on so many levels. Still, it was hard to

care when everything felt so good. The thrill of the chase, the rush of flirting
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with danger, it all made her feel alive. And the thought of his eyes on her, the
way he had stumbled over his words in response to her flirty comments, made

her pulse race with excitement.

She laughed to herself, thinking about how anyone would think John was a
crazy creep if he ever tried to tell someone about what she had said. Emily
knew she had him wrapped around her finger, and it gave her a sense of power

that she had never experienced before.

As she drifted off to sleep, Emily couldn’t help but wonder how far she could
push him before he broke.



