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Jake and Misty sat at his computer desk, the former switching between many tabs on the browser. He was your typical American male. The twenty-four-year-old works a nine-to-five job, pays his taxes, and especially loves large breasts. His girlfriend shared his infatuation with the latter. Something he didn't know about until a few weeks ago. She wasn't exactly the most "open" person when it came to...well, anything. They had been together for two years, meeting at the company he currently works at. She was working as a cashier. It took him a year of small talk to get a date with her. Several of those later, they were in a committed relationship. She'd been in an abusive partnership for five years, and according to some of her coworkers, it traumatized her greatly. Thus, she had an almost impenetrable shell that he was still chipping away at. Her previous boyfriend was an expert at manipulating every facet of her life. He knew everything about her and would use that knowledge to offset his massive insecurities. She learned that keeping quiet was the best option to keep him from garnering any more ammunition. This coupled with the emotional damage made her apprehensive about expressing herself.

Of course, it carried over to their romance. About six months into it, he finally got her to tell him about Mark, the perpetrator of all the suffering. As expected, it wasn't a fairy tale. His main tactic was to constantly degrade her physical appearance. He told her the usual arsenal of hurtful words, including that said she was unattractive and overweight. The man went as far as making her wear little to no makeup. His fear was obvious. Contrary to what he said, Misty was a gorgeous woman. Jake had always described her as "effortlessly sexy". She stands at five feet, five inches tall. She was very skinny, but he enjoyed a petite frame. Her heart-shaped face alone could have landed her some modeling gigs. She has jade-colored eyes, a button nose, and a full-lipped mouth that was accentuated by her creamy peach skin. Her long black hair was usually tied back in a half-braided ponytail. The blue Wayfarer glasses she wore completed a look that captured the fancy of people, men and women alike. He considered himself lucky to even get her attention. Things moved at a snail pace, yet he was happy to take his time with it. He loved her and would do anything to make the fractured female feel shielded.

He was pleasantly surprised when she revealed her hidden desire. She caught him looking at kink drawings on the Internet. Paranoid, he thought it was over. The act could be viewed as a form of cheating. It took a long time to develop the trust connecting them, and it could have sent them backward.

In contrast, she asked, "Any more where that came from?"

He couldn't remember being that happy before. They spent the evening sharing their favorite artists—starting a new chapter in their lives. He never believed they would bond over huge chests. However, they had a mutual affection for unrealistically sized mammaries. The kind that could break her lithe back in two. She readily gave him more details. It was the most talkative she'd ever been with a subject. She went on to tell him that her fantasy wasn't bound to an imaginary world in her head. She always wanted a giant pair for the longest time. Although, there was a major problem that killed that on the launchpad. She was gravely afraid of having any medical procedure. She has tomophobia—a fear of surgery or surgical operations. That essentially nulled her only chance. That was until they came upon an unforeseen alternative.

One of the message boards she introduced him to a new drug simply called "Brand". Many users reported actual breast growth from the mysterious capsules. Naturally, they had their doubts and fact-checked it for the past week. At this time, they're going over it again. The website for it couldn't be accessed by public domains. They had to traverse the very contrived world of the Dark web. He heeded the warnings and used an older laptop he got as a graduation present for completing high school. Tor was installed and they continued to compare notes.

After chatting with other buyers of the product, they were eventually convinced to purchase it themselves. Currently, they are making a final inspection. The last hurdle they were dreading was the exorbitant price. It would cost half of his savings to get a twenty count bottle of it. Jake didn't mind spending it, but it went without saying that he was taking a big risk. Even if it was delivered, it could be ineffective. He kept clicking back and forth between the chat messages and the shopping cart. He sighed, rubbing his face.

"Just forget it. This is silly, anyway." she relented, seeing his frustration.

He looked at her out of the corner of his eye. She had her head down, her eyes half-closed, looking at the ground. Misty was also biting her lip. It was a nervous habit and showed up when she would get emotional. His agitation was never directed towards her, though he knew her reaction was a "war reflex" at this point. Her late teens and early twenties were plagued with persistent hostility. Mark was quick to anger, especially over trivial matters. He scooted closer to her, gently touching her thigh. Early on in the relationship, he learned to be careful with his movements. Any sudden motion made her flinch. The PTSD got better in recent months, but as with the illegal market they were dealing with, he continued to remain cautious. He caressed her leg delicately.

"It's not. I'm going to tell you something you probably never heard before: ...You're worth it." he genuinely told. She snapped her head up, eyes widening, before looking back down again. He put a finger under her chin and lifted it until they were eye-to-eye. "Don't do that. I know you. Right now, you're having a cluster of anxiety-filled thoughts that are telling you the opposite...right?"

She glanced to her right and nodded. He quickly kissed her, making her yelp into his mouth. He removed his mouth from hers, laughing at the cute moment. He closed the other tabs, except for the cart. He had already entered his Bitcoin information. All he had to do was submit the order. He hovered the mouse cursor over the button and paused, centering himself.

"Ahhh, I can't look. I'm going to take a shower." Misty blurted, standing up and bailing to the bathroom.

He let her go, knowing she couldn't handle stress well. He exhaled, leaning back in his seat. A knock on the doorframe made him aware of their roommate, Julie, standing at the threshold.

"Oh, hey." he nervously greeted, plastered in his chair.

The purple-haired beauty came in, grimacing and saying, "Is she okay?"

His hand went to his mouse, scratched his nose, and muttered, "Yeah, yeah. It's nothing."

Hulie squinted at him, took a step toward him and gazed at his monitor. Then, she turned to him with a questionable face.

He responded with, "...It's a long story."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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He changed the quantity from one to two, and once again, put his pointer over the submit button. He gaped at Julie and asked, "Are you sure?"

She giggled and lightly hit his shoulder. "For the fifth time, yes, I'm sure. I'll go ahead and transfer the money. Remember, don't tell her. You're a bad liar, so put on your best act." she insisted, getting up.

"...Thanks for that." he snarked.

"Don't get snippy. You're going to live with two women whose tits are about to be huuuge. Most men would kill to be in your position." she fired back. She gave him a bright smile and skipped out of his room.

He silently stared and put a finger on the left mouse button. He pressed it and watched as the page authorized the payment. In several seconds, the page loaded to show his receipt and confirmation number. He wrote it down and finally closed the software. He heard Misty coming from the bathroom, and he quickly pulled up the first video that was on his Facebook timeline. She softly walked in, closing the door behind her. He feigned laughter at the cat compilation, and she meekly inquired, "Well?"

He paused it and replied with, "All good, baby. It'll be here in two to three weeks."

She appeared as though she wanted to protest, but instead, the shy woman smiled.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Jake couldn't get home fast enough. He got an alert from UPS that his package had been left at the front door. He had to fake a family emergency to make sure he got to the house before Misty did. It came as a bittersweet shock. It had been three days since he placed the order. She always got off
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