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“I want you two to come up with something that’s going to wow the client!” Roger said. “We aren’t in the business of failure.” 

This was the kind of thing my boss was prone to saying, but it wasn’t him that was going to have to do the work. He had assigned me and Ashley to come up with something by tomorrow morning after the client had just rejected three solid pitches that morning. He had told them that he was going to bring them something else. 

I had wracked my brain all day trying to come up with an ad that would satisfy the people at Pembrook Toothpaste, but I had come up with nothing. They had wanted something that was new and fresh, that would help them stand out from the competition, and there were so many toothpaste ads that this seemed like an impossibility. 

I’d thought the other three pitches were all solid. One of them had been mine, one had been Ashley’s, and another had been from Kate, who didn’t seem as worried about this decree from Roger as I was. 

“He’s freaking out, but he knows what a difficult client is like. You can’t expect people to come up with an ad that is going to win a client like this over like that.” 

At the end of the day, I went over and asked Kate about it again. “I’m going to go home and think about it,” Kate said. 

“You’re going to go home?” 

“Yeah, Dale. I have four kids. They need their mom at home. If I come up with an idea, I’ll bring it in the morning.” 

I wanted to scream but it would do no good. I went back to my desk and slumped into my chair. I needed to come up with something. I couldn’t just go home when Roger was this worked up. 

Suddenly, a shadow fell over me. I knew exactly who it was before I even looked up. Only one person could cast a shadow like that. When I glanced up, I could see the bottom of her blouse stretched out to cartoon level absurdity. I suppressed a gasp. After all this time, I hadn’t gotten used to Ashley’s figure. 

That was partially because she hadn’t looked like this before. When she first started working here two years ago, Ashley was an absolute beanpole. I know that most people would never believe that, but it was true. 

She was skinny as a rail and stood six feet tall. She had no butt and barely any breasts. I would have guessed her to be a B cup at most back then, but it could have been the work of a pushup bra that was creating the mere illusion of breasts. 

She had been the youngest copywriter at twenty-two and I was supposed to show her the ropes. A lot of the guys made comments to me. “You get all the luck,” Bill, one of my coworkers, said with a low whistle. 

Ashley was very pretty, and she had long legs. There were a lot of guys that were into that willowy look. I wasn’t one of them. I had no attraction to Ashley whatsoever, and that was good because I’d be working very close to her, and I had a girlfriend at the time. 

I had always been into voluptuous women and my girlfriend Amanda was a cute redhead with a big H cup rack. She was a bit of a pain in the ass, with mood swings and neurotic behavior, but when she would ride my cock with those awesome tits bouncing up and down, I really didn’t care about that at all. 

Okay, I cared about it a little bit, but I lusted for her body to such an extent that I would put up with a lot. She was the bustiest girl I had ever dated. 

Anyway, back to Ashley. Ashley was a good worker and a fast learner. Over her first six months working at the agency, I taught her everything she needed to know. She had a good head for ideas and was good at refining the ideas of others. 

After about six months of working at the agency, that was when I first noticed that Ashley had seemed to have gained a bit of weight. Her ass, that had been completely flat, was starting to show some definition in her skirts, and it seemed like her breasts had gotten a little bigger. I would have thought she was a solid C by that point. 

Ashley and I worked close enough that we shared some of our private life, and she was dating a guy named Cliff. Cliff was in his thirties like me, and Ashley would ask me questions about his behavior. It kind of seemed like Cliff was the controlling type, but there is only so much you could tell a coworker. I thought it sounded like Ashley should dump him. 

Anyway, I started to have my own problems. Amanda and I were going through a cycle where we would get into big fights and then make up over and over again. The fights were always the same, and the make up sex was amazing, but it seemed like the fights were getting worse and not better. They also were becoming more frequent. 

There was a day when I came home to find that Amanda had packed up all her stuff. “I’m leaving, Dale,” she told me. 

“I wish you’d talked about this with me,” I said. 

“There’s nothing to talk about. I’ve tried everything.” 

Amanda was wearing a red flower dress that day. It showed a lot of cleavage. She knew that I loved that dress and I took that to mean that she wanted me to convince her. 

“C’mon, baby,” I said. I moved toward her and took her wrist in my hand. “I think we just need to spend a little time together.” 

Amanda pulled against me, but she wasn’t resisting too hard. I took that as a cue to kiss her. I pulled her against my body, and I felt the softness of her big breasts pressed against me. I reached up and squeezed one of them. 

Amanda loved having her big breasts played with and sucked on. She also loved it when I talked about them in bed. “You know I’ll never be able to find anybody with tits like these,” I said squeezing her. “I’d do anything for you. You have the biggest breasts of anybody I’ve ever dated. Just watching you get undressed is sexier than sex with most women.” 

That got her going and soon we were in the bedroom. We fucked, not just once, but three times. Amanda wanted me to talk about her tits the whole time, and when she came, she turned bright red and I could feel the reaction in her pussy, closing on my cock like a vice. 

I passed out after the third time. When I woke up, Amanda was gone. I was shocked that she had done that, but maybe she had just wanted one more time in the sack. I told myself that she was going to come back, especially when she dated other guys and compared them to me. 

That turned out to be pure cope. It would take me months before I could properly get over her and go on a date. The strange thing was, it seemed right at that point that Ashley started gaining weight again. 

I couldn’t help but notice it this time. It was like she went from a C cup to a double D overnight, and her previously flat ass was starting to really fill out. Ashley’s breasts were still much smaller than Amanda’s, but they were big enough that it was a bit distracting at work. 

They also kept getting bigger. Ashley was the last person that I wanted to be attracted to, and she was still dating Cliff, but as her breasts continued to go up in cup sizes, I couldn’t help but stare. A few months after Amanda and I had broken up, Ashley looked as if her breasts were almost as big as Amanda’s proportionately, and since Ashley was a lot taller, that meant they were even bigger! 

I realized that I had to go out on a date just to get it out of my system. My first date was with a woman named Genevieve, and she and I didn’t hit it off at all. She was also a D cup, which would have satisfied me before, but after Amanda seemed pitifully inadequate. 

I found this to be an issue with every woman I went off with. Nobody could stack up to Amanda, and each date just felt like an exercise in frustration. There was also the issue with Ashley’s ballooning breasts. 

There was no question that they were bigger than Amanda’s at that point. They were two huge bouncy orbs, each looking bigger than a cantaloupe and bouncing beautifully under Ashley’s tight blouses and sweaters. I was finding myself getting hard at work, and sometimes I’d find myself sneaking off to the bathroom to take care of my aching boner. 

One day, Ashley came to me late in the afternoon. “Do you think I could talk to you about something personal?” she asked. 

“Sure,” I said. She was wearing a blue sweater, and her breasts were stretching it out delightfully as usual. I found myself asking the usual questions. What size bra was she wearing? Were they bigger than they had been last week?

Ashley had me follow her to the coffee room. I was tempted  to look at the way her breasts bulged out from the front or seeing the way her skirt hugged her now shapely ass. When she looked back at me, I felt like she had caught me, and I thought I was going to turn beet red. 

When we got into the breakroom, Ashley leaned against the counter. She looked embarrassed. I had no idea what she was going to ask me, but in retrospect it seemed obvious. 

“Do you think my boobs are too big?” Ashley asked. 

I tried to remain stone-faced. I think I should have been nominated for an academy award. She was waiting expectantly for an answer, and I was trying to come up with something other than drooling all over her. 

“Why would you ask me that?” I asked. 

“I don’t know,” Ashley said exasperated. “Cliff thinks they’re too big. I know you’ve noticed that they’ve been growing.” 

It would have been impossible not to notice. She had gone from being flat-chested to having by far the biggest tits in the building. “I’ve noticed,” I admitted. 

“I was a lot smaller than this when he and I started dating. It is apparently a reaction to me going on birth control, or that’s what the doctor is saying. He was happy about it at first, but now he’s telling me I need to get a reduction.” 

Again, I should have been nominated for an academy award. I don’t think I’ve ever been angrier in my life. 

“How do you feel about them?” I asked. 

“I don’t know,” Ashley said shaking her head. “To tell you the truth, Cliff is the first serious boyfriend I’ve had since my one long relationship in college and that was a mess. I think I’m still figuring myself out.” 

I nodded. I wanted desperately to tell her that she should tell Cliff to fuck off. I thought she needed to dump him before, but I thought she really needed to dump him now. Instead, I saw this as a golden opportunity. 

“If you don’t mind me asking...” I said, feeling my mouth go dry and my heartrate quicken, “How big are they?” 

Ashley looked at me in surprise, but she didn’t seem disgusted by the question. She seemed to be thinking, either because she had to remember her current size, or she wasn’t sure if she wanted to tell me. 

“I’m a 38K,” she said. 

I could feel my cock getting hard in my pants. I was afraid that Ashley would see my bulge, but I had to ask the next question. “Are they still growing?” 

“Yes,” she said immediately. I thought it might be my imagination, but she sounded as if it excited her. 

“You need to be comfortable in your own body,” I told her. “Cliff needs to love you for who you are and who you want to be. If he can’t do that, then he’s not the right person for you.” 

“You’re right,” Ashley said. 

I patted her on the shoulder and then left quickly to avoid tenting out the front of my pants. I headed straight for the bathroom. 

It wouldn’t be that much longer before Ashley and Cliff broke up. She was still growing and soon she was growing to the point that bra cup sizes didn’t matter anymore. 

I was astounded by how big Ashley got over the next few months. She quickly made the biggest bust models on the internet look tiny
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