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Part One.

One.




Does anyone know of a way of getting bigger boobs
WITHOUT surgery?

 


Mykayla had posted the question on one of the open
forum discussion boards. She knew it was a bad idea before she did
it, but she did it anyway because—as she so often told herself—her
life was the culmination of a series of bad ideas and bad choices.
Why else would she be living a Boho lifestyle in a converted barn
as a starving artist.

The answers started coming back almost immediately
and, as she expected, most were less than useful and many were
downright insulting.

 


Get fat, get bigger boobs.

That’s just insulting. Stop.

It’s a solution…

 


Do it yourself silicone injections.

Dangerous

And illegal!

And possibly deadly.

Only one way to find out…

 


Push up bra.

She said bigger boobs, not a way to fake it.

Fake tits are faking it!

 


Human growth hormone cream.

That’s stupid and doesn’t work

How would you know?

 


Stuff your bra, like we did in middle school.

That’s not what she asked.

So?

 


Try those penis pills you see spammed all over the
internet. If they work on guys’ dicks, maybe they’ll work on girl’s
tits.

 


Just be happy with what the goddess gave you.

Blame your parents and demand better genetics.

Blame your genetics and get better parents.

 


Get pregnant. Mine got huge when I had my first, got
bigger with my second, and so on and so on…

I don’t think that’s a good solution…

 


It’s the hormones. Start taking pregnancy hormones
like women do for artificial insemination.

 


Forget getting pregnant, just take those pills that
make adoptive mother lactate

That just gives you milk

And bigger boobs!

With milk? No thank you. Gross.

 



 


 Two.

 


“Jesus, Myk, they’re tits. Don’t be so fucking
obsessed.”

Mykayla looked down at her modest—very modest—chest
and said, “They’re barely tits. You don’t know what it’s like not
having real boobs.”

Antonia snorted. It was an unladylike sound and
that’s exactly why she did it. “They’re real. I’ve seen them.
Besides, what kind of plastic surgeon would brag amount having made
what you’ve got?” She smirked at her friend.

“Yeah. Easy for you to say. You’ve got the perfect
body.” It was supposed to be an insult, but it came out as a
compliment.

Antonia deflected it anyway. “Riiight.” She drew out
the word. “It’s just the luck of the moment. Apparently curves are
in right now. It wasn’t so long ago the we had heroin chic, where
you were supposed to look emaciated, which was only slightly worse
than the stick figures of the 70s, right? Back in the Renaissance
era, fat chicks ruled the world. A few years ago it was the
athletic look. It’s all cyclical, hon.”

“Don’t try to make me feel better.”

Antonia sighed. She hated having this conversation
over and over again. “Then eat a sandwich ever once in a while.”
She glared meaningfully at the plates in front of them both.
Antonia’s food was half-finished, Mykayla’s was hardly touched.

“Very funny. I’m sorry I’m an overly obsessed artist
who gets caught up in her work.”

“And forgets to eat or sleep on a regular
basis.”

“I can’t ignore my muse.”

“Hon,” Antonia said, reaching out an placing her
hand on top of her friend’s. “I worry about you. It’s great that
you love your work, but you need to have a little more stability in
your life, some sort of routine. You’re going to work yourself into
a grave before you hit thirty.”

As Antonia leaned forward, Mykayla’s eyes were
automatically drawn toward her friend’s ample cleavage. It wasn’t
that Antonia had huge tits. They were large, but not enormous and
they fit her frame perfectly. It was that she knew how to use them
and show them of to her advantage. Even now, on a dreary lunch date
with a friend, she was wearing a beautiful purple dress with a
plunging neckline that showed off her cleavage. The glances of
passing men—and a few women—were all for Antonia, not for Mykayla
in her artist overalls, sneakers, lumpy jacket, and hair bound back
in a half-shredded hair tie.

It made her wonder what everyone else was thinking
when they saw the mismatched pair sitting together. She didn’t want
to think about what others thought.

Mykayla switched the subject to get the focus off
her. Antonia, though a good friend, spent too much of her time
trying to improve Mykayla. “You look very nice today,” she said.
“Do you have a…client after lunch?”

Antonia’s eyes quickly darted left and right. A
flush appeared on her face and Mykayla could tell her best friend
was nervous, though she didn’t want to let anyone else know she was
nervous.

“Yes. Why do you ask?” And just like that Antonia
could switch from best friends to business formality.

With a shrug Mykayla said, “Just curious. It’s a job
I could never do.”

That hung in the air between them for a long moment.
Mykayla wasn’t trying to be judgmental, but she had a different
attitude toward sex than her best friend. And then there was the
physical difference between them. Antonia was voluptuous and
perfect in every way. Mykayla had a body more like a bean pole or
smooth piece of lumber. No curves and all sharp edges.

“Maybe I’ll get a client that wants more than just
me and I’ll need your help,” Antonia said primly as she finished
her meal.

 



 


 Three.

 


Mykayla ordered everything off the internet. All her
clothes, all her materials for her projects, almost all the food
she ate.

The only way she could possibly ever have gotten her
vibrator was off the internet. Actually facing someone to buy a
device that had only one purpose—and the purpose being sex—was
simply impossible for her.

Mykayla even had trouble buying soap and deodorant
at the self-checkout at the store.

She would deny it right to Antonia’s face but
occasionally she did get horny and have to take care of herself.
The vibrator, pink and slim with a handle that fit her hand
perfectly, was the closest she had ever gotten to actual sex. She
loved to take off her clothes, everything but a thin white cotton
t-shirt, sprawl on her mattress thrown on the floor of the corner
of the barn, and slip the humming device between her legs, up
inside her pussy, and slowly move it in and out, steadily building
up speed until it was all too much and her body shook with
pleasure.

Sometimes it was so good that she left a wet spot on
the sheet. The first time it happened she thought she had lost
control of her bladder, but that wasn’t the case. Apparently she
could do something that very few other women could, but she had no
one to share that special ability with.

It wasn’t a surprise to find the package in her
mailbox. She
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