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Adapting to Futanari Life - The Discovery


When Grace stepped out of her shower, she reached for a towel and found that there wasn't one on the rack. She sighed and breathed the name of her roommate and best friend "Eve..." Eve always forgot to put the towels back. Grace suddenly remembered that Eve was out for the day. Dripping with water, Grace walked to her room and fetched a towel before walking back to the bathroom. When she looked at her reflexion, she slowly shook her head. "No wonder guys keep looking at my breasts..." she thought. "Even I haven't gotten used to them!"

The last year had been a challenge for Grace. Since her early teens, the now 18 year old had always been rather proud of her body. Not because she was pretty or sexy, but rather because she was gymnast. A very good gymnast. And even though she had stopped doing competitions a year ago at 17, she still kept herself in great shape. 

She had been rather old, at fifteen years old, when her breasts had begun to grow. Her mom and family doctor told her that it was because she had very little fat on her body. She wasn't sure about that explanation, but she didn't have a better one. In about a year, she had gone from an A cup to a very full C cup. Six months later and those C cup bras didn't fit her anymore. Grace still remembered how proud she had been to buy her very first D cup bra. A 28D. After having yearned for breasts for so long, she had more than enough. 
Guys had begun noticing her then. Especially when she was wearing her tight gymnast costumes. It had caused a few tensions during her last competitions. Gymnast's suits just weren't designed for such large breasts. She remembered how the material around and between her breasts had been stretched taut, to its limit. She had been afraid that her breasts would rip out of the suit during her routines! Thankfully that had never happened, but by the time she stopped competing, she could see that the fabric was beginning to fray on her suit. 

She had remained at that size for about a year when, for unexplained reason, her breasts began growing again. As she looked at herself in the mirror, taking in the massive girth of her breasts, she shook her head again. "And I thought that those D cup breasts were big..." Grace's breasts were now way beyond that! She didn't know if she could trust the websites that told her how to calculate the cup size properly. The results were insane. Regardless of the numbers, they were way too big for people to ignore them. Guys and girls, men and women, even gay men! It didn't matter: they all stared at them. Thankfully, she didn't have to put on a skin-tight gymnast's suit anymore. Bouncing around with such huge breasts would have been ridiculous! 

At 18 years old, a trip to her doctor had been necessary to make sure that everything was normal. The doctor, the woman who had followed her ever since she was a baby, didn't seem all that surprised. Or maybe she had tried to hide her reaction? When Grace had removed her tank top and stood topless in front of her, her eyes had opened slightly wider. But she hadn't found anything wrong with them, or her. She didn't touch her breasts any longer than she had to for the examination, but Grace could see that the doctor wanted to. Or maybe that had been in Grace's imagination? All the tests came back normal. Her breasts were just really big. 

Big and firm. They didn't hang too high like fake breasts, but they still stood out proudly, surprisingly far from her ribs, without falling down. They were also pretty wide and rounded as well as being very heavy, moving slowly when she walked. But they were so firm and high as well! It was as if her frame and skin, just like herself, hadn't been ready for such massive breasts. Her breasts were crowned with large and raised aureolas. The darker pink flesh seemed to be pushed outwards from her breasts, breaking the very fluid silhouette. Puffy was the right word for them. The aureola itself was remarkably smooth compared to what it had been before. None of those little bumps and irregularities of normal aureolas. When Grace was aroused, they fully engorged with blood, making the large crown bulge outwards even more. Finally, they were topped with equally considerable nipples. So considerable and prominent that Grace often had to use band-aids to tame them down.

As she did some online research on big breasts, Grace discovered that hers didn't look like typical busty American or European models like Lucy Wilde, Bea Flora or Anya Zenkova. If anything, her breasts looked more like those of Japanese busty models such as Julia Boin, Shion Utsunomiya or Shiori Tsukada. But even then, they looked more like the photoshopped cover versions of those breasts! When she learned that most of those busty Japanese models were around 5 feet high, the proportions were all wrong. Grace was 5'7", which meant that her breasts were much bigger than those tiny women! 

Grace could try her best to dress to minimize their size, but there wasn't a bra that could truly hide them. Regardless of what she wore, anyone that would even glance her way would recognize that she was extremely busty. While she knew that many men would kill to be with a girl so well-endowed as she was, the transition from D cups to insane cups had been very difficult for her. From pride in her breasts, she had felt shame at those monsters. 

While her shame and distress was very real, Grace had to admit that when she was alone, she couldn't help but touch and caress them. Either unconsciously as she was reading a book, watching tv or eating, or very consciously as she was masturbating. Before that second growth spurt, Grace hadn't considered her breasts and nipple a particularly erogenous zone. Like most girls, she focused her attention to her pussy. But now! Damn! Every time she touched them she felt a buzz of pleasure!

Despite that peculiar bonus, it wasn't all fun and games. Her mother tried to help her through that change, but in the end, her best friend Eve had helped the most. Every time Grace remembered that memory, she smiled. After months of trying her best to hide them under clothing, Grace had invited Eve to her house (she was still living with her mother back then) on a Saturday morning. With her friend warned not to cry out in shock, Grace took a deep breath and removed her thick shirt. They were locked in her own room, her mother outside the house, and she had only worn a thin tank top under her shirt. No bra. Because she had done her best to hide her breasts for the past five months, Eve was shocked by the sight. Her mouth hanged open as she stared at Grace's breasts. 

But to Grace's surprise and relief, Eve had said that her breasts were amazing beyond belief. Grace replied that she thought she was ugly and that those utterly ridiculous breasts were completely out of proportion. But Eve shook her head, stood up and placed her hands on her friend's shoulders. She smiled as she looked into Grace's eyes and caressed the busty girl's long brown hair. Finally, she said "Grace, my dear friend, you're not ugly. In fact, you're absolutely gorgeous."

Grace still couldn't believe how she had felt when she had heard those words. A flood of relief and gratitude had filled her and even though she cried in her friend's arms, it was a cathartic moment. During that evening, with Grace wearing that tank top without a bra, Eve must have called her gorgeous a hundred times! Since then, the compliment had become Eve's nickname for her and she now called Grace "gorgeous" on a daily basis now.

As she was drying herself in the bathroom after her shower, watching those breasts moving in almost alien, gravity defying ways, Grace chuckled. While she was not really used to them, all those months after that moment with Eve, she had made peace with the fact that they were now part of her life. That they didn't define her. "Not quite..." she thought, half a smile on her lips. 

Grace walked back to her room and rummaged in her underwear drawer for a bra that would be comfortable enough. Looking up at her now extensive collection of bras, Grace was once again taken by a memory. Up until that first conversation with Eve, she had only worn extra-large sports bras that she had haphazardly sown to make the band smaller. It hadn't worked all that well, and it had made her look fat. 

Learning this, Eve had told her that they would be spending the rest of the day lingerie shopping. "But they won't have anything for me!" Grace replied. "It was already hard enough to find 28D bras! This... this will be impossible..."

"Nonsense!" Eve replied.

"Stores don't carry 28J cups!"

"J cups?" Eve said, her surprise obvious.

"Yeah. Or as close as I could figure with a tape and a website." Grace said.

"You're right," Eve said. After thinking about it for a moment, she added "But I'm sure most would carry 36F bras."

"So what, that's never going to be big enough..." Grace said, dejected.

"I don't think you understand how bra sizes work, my dear. And you forget how good I am with a sowing machine," Eve replied. 

As they had driven towards the store, Eve explained to her friend what sister cups were. Grace's idea of shortening the elastic bands of her sports bras had been good, and Eve would do it properly for real bras. It was a very good plan. Sadly, in the many stores they tried, Grace's hopes were dashed. Few bras really worked, even with Eve's sister cups solution. The straps were the wrong length and the space between the cups was often wrong. Early in the afternoon though, her luck turned. One of the employees of a store whispered the name of another store that would probably accommodate Grace's breasts. 

After the 45 minute ride, the two girls ended up in bra paradise. Not only did Grace find 36F bras that had enough strap adjustments to make them a viable solution, but Eve would also end up shopping for bras for herself. Initially, Grace would change alone in the booth and only invite Eve in once she had a bra on. And Eve wasn't very comfortable touching the bra to adjust it. The girls giggled as Eve's fingers gradually became bolder and grazed the side of Grace's breasts. 

Eventually, Eve proposed that she should stay in the booth with her friend. Grace agreed. When Eve saw Grace's nude breasts directly for the first time, she gasped. She then grabbed Grace's hands to prevent her from putting another bra on. "Wait a second Grace... Just wait a second," she breathed, staring at the two magnificent breasts, crowned by aureolas and nipples of surreal beauty. "By all the Gods in heaven... Grace. They're... They're gorgeous... You're gorgeous! I... Christ!" she finally swore, at a loss for words. 

Grace had blushed at the compliment, thanking her friend. Soon after Eve shook her head and they proceeded to try on quite a number of bras. When she returned from one of her expedition in the store, Eve brought a few bras for herself and Grace, still topless, stood slightly shocked when Eve removed her shirt and old bra. The two girls looked at each other for a few seconds, their nipples almost touching in the small booth. 

Grace felt herself breathing faster and flushing bright red before she forced herself to giggle. Eve joined her and began trying one of the bra she had selected as if nothing special had happened. But, unable to resist, Grace stared at her friend's breasts. Eve's breasts had grown quite early in her adolescence, but had also stopped growing pretty soon. Nevertheless, she wore 30C cups and her breasts were as perky as only the breasts of 18 year olds truly can be. She had bright pink aureolas and her nipples seemed to be fully engorged right now, standing proudly. Grace swallowed and tried to focus on her own bras and breasts. 

The girls remained in that store for more than an hour. As they were trying to see if one of Grace's favorite bra so far was really a good fit, Eve surprised Grace again. After pulling the underwire down under Grace's breast with one hand, she slid her other hand inside the cup, grabbed Grace's massive breast and pulled it into position. She then froze with Eve's hand still on Grace's breast and the two girls stared at each other.

This time the silence lengthened as both of them were blushing. Slowly, as if her willpower was barely winning, Eve pulled her hand away and apologized. But Grace, shaken out of her surprise, let the bra fall on the floor and grabbed Eves two shoulders in her hands. "Eve. Don't apologize." Grace whispered. "You're the only person who could have made me feel anywhere near good about those monstrosities!"

"They're not monstrosities, Grace. They're fantasies made flesh
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