


CHAPTER 3

If Dr. Cooper thought he was busy a couple months ago, that looked like nothing
compared to his schedule now. The word got out, and the masses replied. Women of all kinds,
came from all over, wanting to take Arthur Shaw up on his offer. House wives, trophy wives,
porn stars, trans women, single women; everyone wanted a turn. On top of that, Shaw
continued to send his ‘models’ over, so he could put a best face forward for the FDA and the
board. Women that Shaw had already sent before were making a return trip for an upgrade.
David’s last patient for the week was Natasha bumping herself up to 2000 CCs. As he was
leaving for the day, he ran into Tanya in the reception area.

“Is anything wrong with Natasha that | wasn’t notified about?” David inquired.
“Nothing looking at herself in the bathroom mirror for 20 minutes won’t cure,” she said.

“Ah, yes, of course. I'm sure you'd love to get her back to your rental, so you can start
your weekend.”

“Not really. 1 usually just rest on the weekends.”

“With all the surgeries, | forget that you are busy yourself, with all the liaising. Have you
had a chance to fly back to Texas to visit Arthur?”

“No, he wants me out here to ensure there are no delays.”

“Have you been able to go out on the town or sight see or anything?”
“No, nothing. | don’t know anyone here.”

“Nothing? I’'m so sorry. That is my fault.”

“How could it be your fault?”

“Well, you do know somebody out here; you know me. Which makes me your de facto
host. Cancel your non-existent plans, because Denise and | are having you for dinner tonight.”

Tanya was taken aback by his chivalry, “No, | couldn’t possibly impose. It’s too last
minute for you to have me over.”

“Nonsense! I'll call my wife and tell her to order the best mid-tier pizza that delivers to
our area.”

Tanya guffawed, “Well, if you insist. | accept your invitation.”

“Wonderful. I'll text you our address.”



From down the hall walked Natasha, wearing stiletto heels, and a sleek, long black dress
her new tits could barely cram into. “l don’t want to go back to hotel. Please drop me off at
club. I need to take new girls for spin.”

Tanya and David exchanged knowing looks.

“You have a little something in there,” Denise pointed to a pepperoni in Tonya’s cleavage.

“Oh, thank you,” Tanya delicately removed the slice and placed it in her mouth. “I'm
always findings things in there | hadn’t before.” The two laughed, as they sat at the kitchen
table. David was away in the bathroom.

“Are they a pain to lug around?”

“Not at all. | love them. | was naturally busty before, but now they are perky, with little
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sag.
“So, you are happy your husband had you get them?”
“Had me? No, Arthur didn’t make me do anything. This was his gift to me.”
“Gift? Really? How?”

“Yes, we were once discussing my breasts, (a topic that comes up an embarrassing
amount), and | had told him about being a late bloomer.”

“How late are we talking?”
“I was flat chested until | was 17.”
“No way!”

“It’s true. | was jealous of other girls that had developed. Then one day, | started too.
And by the time | was 18, | was an American D-cup.”

“Holy cow! What was that like?”
“Exhilarating, then scary, the disappointing.”

“Why were you disappointed?”



“At first it was exciting not knowing if my shirt would still fit when | work up every
morning. Eventually | was scared that they wouldn’t stop growing. When they finally did, |
realized that | hadn’t wanted them to stop.”

“So, Arthur wanted to give you that feeling again?”
“Exactly.”

“Thant’s sweet. Did you also want him to go on a quest to implant every woman on the
planet?”

Tanya chuckled, “No, but Arthur is not one for doing things halfhearted. And he is just
giving those women the bodies they desire for themselves. Like David did for you.”

“That was a little different. | was a little fool hardy in my youth.”
“You don’t like the breasts he gave you?”

“Oh, | appreciate them, | do. When | got them, | was so eager not to be treated as a kid
anymore, this was the quickest way to do so, but now...”

“You miss being youthful?”
“Age gives new perspective.”

“Let me say from second hand experience from Arthur, age doesn’t dictate if you can act
like a kid or not.” The two laughed. “And let me say, those look phenomenal. That one movie,
where the alien attacks you in the shower, and you spend the last third of the file fighting it off
while topless? Never in a million years would | have thought those were fake.”

“l can’t believe you saw that one.”

“It ran on cable a bunch when | was young. Whenever it came across it, | would always
watch it to the end.”

“Well, thank you, but that was ages ago. Time has taken its toll.”

“Prove it.”

“What?” Denise was surprised at how forward Tonya’s command was.

“l don’t believe you look bad like you think you do. | need to see them.”
Denise paused in thought for a moment, “Fine, but only if you show me yours.”

“Deal.”



The two women lifted up their shirts, exposing themselves to each other. He two
studied each other intently.

David finally exited the bathroom, “Sorry about that. | got distracted doomscrolling on
my ph-,” David stopped in silence, “How long was | gone for?”

“Doesn’t your wife’s breasts look amazing?” Tonya asked point blank.
“Yeah, she looks amazing. Why are you exposing yourself exactly?”
“Quid pro quo,” Denise answered.

David, not able to comprehend what was happening, excused himself once more, “I
think | forgot to wash my hands. I’'m gonna go do that... for like 20 minutes,” and he stepped
back into the bathroom, closing the door behind him.

The two women started laughing uncontrollably, and pulled their shirts back down.
After gaining their composure, Denise said, “Your breasts look amazing by the way. Even for
being that big, they fit you well.”

“Thank you. Funny enough, | don’t think of them as big anymore.”
“You don’t?” Denise said in disbelief.

“No. |did at first, but to see all the women David has worked on... | don’t know. It’s like
I’'m the worst player on a professional sports team. I’'m good enough to be on the team, and |
could outclass any amateur, but odds are I’ll ride the bench all season. Like, I’'m that flat chested
girl again, and I’'m the smallest chested woman my husband has seen in the last 4 months. | feel
like I'm going unnoticed. Does that make any sense, or is my story too crazy to be relatable?”

“Yeah, it’s relatable,” Denise said looking over at the oversized implants on the coffee
table.

Tanya turned around to see what Denise was looking at, “I see you have Arthur’s ‘gifts’
out on display.” She got up and started walking towards the living room. Denise followed.

“We had them out as a goof, but haven’t had the time to find a proper place for them.
Haven’t even got rid of the big box filled with packing peanuts that they came in either.”

Tanya curiously looked over the implants, “Are these all that were sent?”
“I believe so. Why?”

Before Tanya could answer, David interrupted by jokingly chiming in from the bathroom,
“Is it safe to come out?”



“Get out here, you dork!” Denise beckoned.

David poked his head into the room, “Did | miss anything?”
“Tanya was just admiring our saline art installation,” said Denise.
“And | was just about to take my leave,” Tanya added.

“Oh no! Let me walk you to your car,” David offered.

Denise gave Tanya a big hug. She couldn’t help but note how Tanya’s globes felt pressing
against and dwarfing hers. Once they released their embrace, David walked Tanya out to her
car, while Denise stayed behind to put away leftovers. Tanya thanked David for the wonderful
time, and David sheepishly apologized for spending so much time in the bathroom. They
hugged, and Tanya got in her car, and headed back to her rental home. David walked back into
the house, but Denise was nowhere to be found. He also clocked that the implants from the
coffee table were gone as well.

“Hello?” he probed the ether.

“I need some help!” Denise called back.
David followed her voice, “Are you okay?”
“Please help me!” Denise called again.

David found her voice was coming from the bedroom, “Hello?” David stopped in his
tracks to find Denise standing in their bedroom, wearing nothing but a button up blouse, tied up
at the base around her torso, exposing her waist, and under that a lace bra with two globes of
saline crammed into it.

“I need your help doctor,” she said in a deep sultry voice.
“H-how can | help?”

“My breasts are too small, doctor. Can you please help me? | have your operating table
set up for you.” She motioned to their king size bed, where one side was lined with the other,
larger pairs of implants.

David looked at the bed, and then back to Denise. And while this was the first time he’d
ever seen her stuff her bra like this, he couldn’t help but think she looked so... small. He wanted
to help her. No. He needed to.

“That’s a serious problem miss. Please lie down, and I’ll help correct this horrible
injustice.”



Denise happily jumped on the bed, while David slipped off his shoes and his pants. He
then got on the bed, and straddled her on his knees.

“I promise to be gentile. You won’t feel a thing,” he said.
“I sure hope not,” she said with a grin.

With one hand, he reached into her bra, and delicately pinched out one of the implants,
setting it aside, and then removed the other. He then reached over and grabbed the pair of
SHAW?2000 implants, and stuffed them into the bra, making a noticeable difference.

“l don’t know doctor,” Denise said doubtfully, still in character, “Is that going to be
enough? | see other women going larger every day!”

David removed the implants, this time with less grace, and tossed them aside on the
bed. He the grabbed the SHAW2500 implants, and crammed them in the bra. “How is that,” he
asked.

“I’'m still not sure,” she said with a devilish grin. “Maybe if we could stress test them in
some way. Is there anything | could ride?”

“I have just the thing.”

David moved to one side of Denise while she got up, something she needed help doing,
now carrying an additional 5000 CCs on her chest, which made David hard instantly. He lay in
her place, and she stripped of his boxers, revealing his cock at full attention, and then lowered
herself onto him. David grabbed her by the hips, and immediately began thrusting into her. She
grabbed onto her faker than fake tits to prevent them from popping out, as she bounced on
David’s cock. After a few straight minutes of thrusting, David’s lack of cardio was made
apparent, and he had to throttle back. Denise started to grind hard, and leaned forward,
bracing her hands on the headboard, placing the translucent orbs against David’s face, so close
that he could see the distorted image of her actual breasts though them.

“Think these are big enough?” she cooed.

“No,” he answered bluntly, grabbing her at the waist, and in one swift move, somehow
managed to twist their bodies in unison, to where they had exchanged placed. “They could be
bigger.”

He pulled out the implants, this time with aggressive force, chucked them behind him,
bouncing on the floor at the foot of the bed, and skipped over the SHAW3000 implants for the
SHAW3500’s. At first it was impossible to fit even one of them in her bra, but then he reached
around and unhooked the clasp in the back through her shirt, giving enough slack to wedge the



giant implants in between the bra and Denise’s chest. Even in place, the implants still burst up
and out of Denise’s bra and shirt, up towards her chin.

“Much better,” he said, as he started pumping his dick wildly into her.

Denise braced her hands against the headboard, to prevent her head from being bashed
into it, while 7000 CCs of saline continuously love tapped her under the chin. This was a new
side of David that she had never seen before. It frightened her as much as it excited her. She
played into his urges. “Oh doctor! How soon can you put me back under? | need MORE! |
need to be BIGGER!”

This was pushing David over the edge. He thrusted faster; harder. He knew if he didn’t
finish soon, he’d be dead of a heart attack in minutes.

Denise than stopped bracing her hands against the headboard, grabbed David’s wrists,
and slapped his hands against her plastic mountains, screaming “CUM FOR MEEE!”

David unloaded both barrels, and collapsed onto the saline air bags.

A few minutes later, David regained consciousness, his head resting on one of the 3500
CC implants, while Denise brushed her fingers through his hair.

“How are you doing, hun?” she asked.
“You are an amazing actor. How do you not have all the awards?” he replied.

“l had a great co-lead,” she said. “Now if you don’t mind, | can barely breathe with these
things occupying the space normally reserved for my lungs.”

“Oh, sorry,” David said, and rolled off of Denise to one side. Denise popped out the 3500
CCimplants, removed the unhooked bra, and took a deep breath. David watched as her regular
400 CC breasts raised and lowered.

“That was really fun,” he said. “What gave you that idea in the first place?”

“Listening to Tanya’s story about wanting to be bigger. It took me back to when you first
gave me these, and the excitement | had waking up as a new me. | guess it got me into
character”

“Well, she was a great character! | hope to meet her again,” he complimented, and the
two laughed. After the laughter settled, David took a moment to think in the silence, and then
asked, “What if it wasn’t just a character?”

“What do you mean?”

“What if |, you know, gave you that feeling of excitement again?”



“You’re not suggesting what | think you are suggesting?”
“Why not? You said your acting career is winding down.”
“l never said winding down. It’s not where it once was.”

“Regardless, you’re not in the public eye as much, which means you can have a little
more agency with your life.”

“I play mom roles. | can’t have giant tits as a mom.”

“Wardrobe can do miraculous things. You tell me they hide pregnancies all the time!”
“ don’t want to! What is with this obsession of yours with big tits now?”

“I don’t have an obs-“

“Prove it. Fuck me right now.”

“You know | don’t have that kind of turnaround time anymore.”

“Sure you do,” Denise got up and sat on top of him, and started grinding his crotch,
“Come on, let’s go.”

David half shrugged at her efforts, “l don’t know what to tell you. I'm spent.”

Denise stopped grinding, and looked as David with a suspicious glint in her eye. She
then reached for the pair of SHAW3500’s, and held them to her bare breasts, and started
moaning, “Oooooh, they are SO BIG! | love my huge tits. | want them BIGGER.” A moment
later she stopped. She stared daggers at David as she felt his member betray him. “Fuck you,
asshole,” she said, and threw the implants in his face, and stormed out of the room, leaving
David on the bed, surrounded by globes of saline.

Thanks for reading! Feel free to follow me over at DeviantArt. Always love to hear feedback,
and | post additional stories there that might not make it here.

https://www.deviantart.com/toobigistoosmall



