Drink Me

Written By Sebbo, Based upon art by Thunderchild


“How the hell does she do it?” Chelsea was pissed. Her sister had grown again. Her breasts had to be Ds now. She felt pissed, really pissed of this thought. It couldn’t happen naturally, it had to be something else. She stumbled into the bathroom to apply some makeup to her partly tear driven face. She opened one of the mirrored cabinets to get her kit out. 

“Shit,” she thought, as she couldn’t find it in its usual place. This could mean only one thing; Melinda must’ve borrowed it. Chelsea opened her side of the cabinet and rooted through the various bottles in search for her damn makeup. She knocked a large bottle bueried at the back of the cabinet. She caught it as it rotated to show a label. 

Chelsea looked at the label of the bottle and wondered. “ACME BE Liquor”. She picked it up to look at the label more closely. 

“Can improve bust lines up to 300%. Take Recommended daily dosage only. Can cause excessive Lactation.”


“The bitch! This must’ve been how she had been doing it all this time!”

Chelsea looked for the recommended dosage on the bottle, to find there was none. Instead, only dried glue from where a portion of the label had been ripped off. Chelsea pulled on the cork, and took a quick sniff of the contents. The thick milky substance inside smelled of something similar to yoghurt, but not quite as fruity. It couldn’t hurt to take a little sip, could it?

Chelsea took another sip, and brought the bottle to her lips. She let the thick fluid touch her lips and then her tongue. The fluid washed around her mouth, then, was swallowed. Chelsea’s eyes lit up. It was delicious! Chelsea brought the bottle up higher to her lips and continued to drink. She stopped for a breather. She couldn’t see anything happening to her breasts. The bottle was now half empty. Chelsea picked up the cork, and proceeded to her bedroom across the way. 

Chelsea took off her top to reveal her perky A cup breasts. She rubbed them delicately, feeling the tender flesh beneath, and making her moan, ever so slightly with slight pleasure. She looked at the bottle again and brought it to her lips again. She finished off the liquid and threw the bottle on the floor. 

She burped slightly. The bottle was easily 1 litre, and had to be pretty much full when she began to drink. She burped again. The liquid was not settling in her stomach well. Another belch forced its way out, leaving a tingling all the way up her throat. Chelsea felt sick now. She jammed her fingers down her throat, with no avail. She continued to burp and the tingling continued to spread deep into her chest and into the ends of her nipples. This startled Chelsea completely. She grabbed both of her breasts, only to feel a tightening of the muscle around them. Her nipples felt very hot to the touch. Then it began. 

Chelsea cupped her breasts, trying to contain the incredible tingling in both of her mammaries. A new sensation occurred. One that felt more like an increased pressure more than anything. It spread into her breasts, and into her nipples, which puffed up slightly, becoming completely erect. Her nipples then swelled to touch the palm of her hand. Chelsea looked down to see that it wasn’t her nipples that were swelling to touch her palm, but the flesh underneath. She squeezed the flesh of her bosom, only to feel it pushing back with increased pressure. She stared down in completely amazement as her breasts continued to swell filling her palms completely. She screamed out in delight. 

“Holy shit, its actually working. My breasts, they really are growing.”

Chelsea hugged her slowly expanding breasts and laughed as they filled the space between her arms as she hugged them tightly. For the first time, she could actually feel the underside of her breasts. There was actually enough flesh there to need a proper bra. Chelsea felt their growing weight, and guessed at a C cup. She moved her arms to watch her newly formed twin peaks swell out of her body. Both globes expanding like slowly inflating water balloons. She almost wished they were water balloons. Suddenly, she shuddered. As a surge of pleasure ran through her body. Both of her breasts rubbed against each other, causing immense and unexpected pleasure to run through her entire body. Chelsea collapsed onto the bed. Her E cup mams slapping her in the chin. Chelsea felt wetness on her face. She glanced upon the gorged nipples hanging near her chin and watch them swell out slightly, becoming almost tubular. She watched as a hole appeared in both of her nipples. 

“What the fuck is this?” Chelsea sat up, her mams flopped again this time against her stomach. She felt her nipples and winced as the pleasure raced through her body. Both of her breasts had become easily as sensitive as her untouched pussy. She watched both breasts continue growing without a sign of stopping. “Shit, how big are these going to get?” Again she hugged her new assets, she felt the pressure increasingly push back on her arms. “Come on, this is big enough, you know you want to stop.” Chelsea wished her tits could hear her command as they began to break past the pumpkin size range. Chelsea arched her back, as the strain of the increasing weight began to take its toll. She slid onto the carpet and lay down with her tits to the floor, her body resting on the growing mounds. 

The soft shag pile carpet felt wonderful against the soft skin of her breasts. She felt the massive breast flesh swell under her body, obstructing movement of her arms, and causing her to breathe very heavily. The weight was seriously big. Chelsea strained to lean back to an upright position. Her breasts slid along her legs to rest on her thighs. The battery sized nipples becoming more engorged with every minute that passed. Chelsea tried to shove her arms past the mass of flesh to touch her nipples. A single finger made it. She tickled the flesh of her nipple. Massive waves of pleasure rushed through her body causing her to buck slightly as the waves rushed into her nipples. They exploded with a massive surge of milk. Chelsea gasped as a pressure was lifted from her. But she continued to grow. Chelsea began to cry. 

“Why? Why are they growing like this? I am a fucking freak now. Ill never be able to leave the house again.” 

Chelsea flopped onto the floor again, her breasts resting on their undersides. Flattening out to take the weight of Chelsea and of the masses of milk building up inside of her. She dint fall far. Her breasts touched the floor instantly, causing her to sit up, and forcing her to reposition her legs. She straddled them, almost being able to stand up completely, resting on the expanding flesh. A thought popped into her head. With her hands, she rubbed the skin trying to see what it felt like, another thunderous surge of pleasure rocked through her, causing a reaction in both her vagina and in her nipples. 

“Well, if I am going to be this big, I might as well enjoy it.” Chelsea positioned her legs around the flesh, and dug her heels into the flesh. She then rolled over onto the top of the breasts. Her nipples were almost 3 feet off the floor, with her breasts being almost 6 foot high. She looked over the masses of flesh into the mirrors on her wardrobe. She looked beautiful. A breast goddess. Her knees rested against the flesh, the majority of the mass being forced forwards. Her nipples were gigantic. They could easily hold a cabbage in each of their milk ducts. The bulbous flesh protruding a nice foots from the Aureole, which in themselves were a good 3-foot in diameter, each. 
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She was seriously impressed with her vision in the mirror. But that was nothing. She watched the mass spread across the carpet as they continued swelling.

“Oh my, I think they are still growing!” She shouted. The flesh was nice and warm against her stomach and her legs, very sensual. 

The front door banged downstairs, it was her sister. Chelsea shouted.

“Melinda! HELP ME!!!” 

There was a loud thudding as Melinda ran up the stairs and into Chelsea’s room. 

“Holy shit Chelsea. Wha…. Wha… What the fuck happened to you?” Melinda looked at the floor to the right of Chelsea. “Oh you didn’t.” She walked to the empty bottle. “Shit, you did. And you drank the lot!” Melinda looked Chelsea in the face. “I see you found your birthday present then.” Chelsea looked very guilty. Her breast flesh rubbed against Melinda as it grew towards her. “And shit, you are still growing?”

“Please, help me”

“How much did you drink?” Chelsea looked even guiltier as she moved her arms to rest cross armed on the mass of flesh. Her chin resting on her forearms. 

“Errm, pretty much all of it. Why didn’t it do anything to you?”

“What do you mean to me? I haven’t touched it!” Chelsea moaned as her left tit brushed against the textured wallpaper. “I feel like I am going to pop.” 

“I can see what you mean, you are impossibly huge.”

“Please, Melinda, rub my nipples. I have to let some pressure off.” 

“Errrm, ok.” Melinda stood in front of the massive nipples, and stroked the skin of each, provoking an instant response from Chelsea. She screamed loudly in intense pleasure. Her vaginal juices flowing down her legs, making her slip slightly. The slippage caused the nipples to point towards Melinda, flooding her with two massive jets of milk. She spluttered as both jets caught her square in the face, in particular the mouth. She was forced to swallow. 

“Woah, that feels so good, keep going Mel.” The jets slowed to a drip. Melinda was completely drenched in a thick milky liquid. 

“That isn’t milk. Takes more like yoghurt. Damn beautiful though. I need more.” Melinda walked to Chelsea’s head sized right nipple, and stroked the bumpy flesh. She rested her mouth against the opening, the fluid gushed. Chelsea moaned again. 

“Please don’t stop Mel, please.” Orgasm after orgasm rocked though her body. 

10 minutes later, Chelsea’s orgasms has slowed to one a minute. She was out of breath. She clambered up the flesh mountain, and leant her head on her hands. “Hey mel, I think my breasts have finally stopped growing. It worked (” Melinda didn’t reply. Chelsea looked down at Melinda whose bulging belly and soaked t-shirt showed Chelsea exactly what she had done. “You drank my milk?” The gorged Melinda replied,

“It wasn’t milk, I think it was the contents of the bottle. I just drank enough of it to probably make me grow forever.” Melinda sighed depressively. 

“Oh shit…” Said Chelsea as she slipped down her mams and hid her head in the cleavage. 

To be continued
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