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Kim took a deep breath before knocking
on the door.  Those two students from the local Textile and
Design school seemed nice enough when she first stopped at their
table on her own school's quad, but now that she was actually here,
well...  She just didn't feel as sure.

 


Besides, she mused, is their claim really
possible?  It's one thing to make a bra that makes your
breasts look bigger.  It's completely different to claim that
it actually makes them larger.

 


So Kim stood on the walkway that led
up to the students' apartment, arm raised and her hand in a fist,
wondering if she should knock or turn around.

 


As Kim stood deliberating, the door
swung open.  

 


"Hi, Kim," Amelia beamed. "I'm so glad
you could make it here today.  Why don't you come in and make
yourself comfortable?” Amelia placed a warm hand on Kim's shoulder
and guided her across the threshold.

 


The two young women found their way
into the living room. Kim recognized Justin, as he clasped another
girl's right hand in both of his own.

 


"All right, Barb.  I need you to
contact me at least once a week, even if it's just to say nothing's
changed.  If you don't, I'll call you. And I’ll keep calling
you until you feel like you need to get a restraining
order."

 


Because of his broad smile and
self-mocking tone, Barb laughed.  "Don't worry.  I'll
call, email, text, send smoke signals, whatever."

 


Kim watched as Barb's skirt floated
upwards as she turned graciously and walked out of the room.
 The sound of the front door slamming meant that she was now
alone with her hosts.

 


After a brief silence, Amelia smiled
at Kim.  "I want to thank you for volunteering for our class
project.  When Justin here developed a sturdy fabric that both
clings without discomfort and expands as necessary, my first
thought was the one size fits all bra you volunteered to test for
us.  Then, of course, I found a way to use body heat to power
a process that actually enlarges your breasts..."

 


Justin continued the story.  "I
was against the idea at first.  Isn't doing this playing into
some male-dominated images of what women are or are not supposed to
be?"

 


Kim laughed but didn't say a
word.

 


Amelia teased him about this.
 "If only the whole world were as enlightened as you.
 But you've got a point.  Most of the men I've known are
more interested in seeing and playing with my boobs than they are
in how big they are."

 


Kim finally found her
voice. She retorted, "That's easy for you
to say. You're pretty well-built.  Look at me!  I swim in
a B-cup."

 


Amelia smiled.  "I guess you're
right.  Well, I think I can speak for Justin as well as myself
when I say I appreciate your willingness to help us out with our
project.  As you probably heard with Barb when you came in,
we'll need weekly status reports about your progress."

 


"Yeah, I caught that." Kim
nodded.

 


Justin's cell phone rang.  He
looked up at Amelia and Kim, saying, apologetically, "I'm sorry,
ladies.  I need to take this call." He stood up, raised his
phone to his ear, and walked slowly out of the room.  Kim
could hear him saying, "How is everything, Candace?" before he was
out of earshot.

 


Amelia smiled.  "A couple of
other things you need to know.  First, in order to ensure it's
working properly, you should wear the bra for at least twelve hours
-- ideally sixteen -- a day, twice a week."

 


"Twelve hours, twice a week.  No
prob."

 


"Putting it in the laundry is no
different from any other bra.  It's safe in the washing
machine, the colors won't run or anything like that. The fabric
could fall apart if you use a heat setting on the dryer, so you
should treat no different from any other bra when it comes to
drying it."

 


Kim nodded.

 


"Any questions?"

 


Kim looked down and
shrugged.

 


"Well, if you don't have any
questions..."

 


Kim shook her head.

 


"Then I guess I'll just go and get
your stuff." Amelia walked towards a closet that was barely visible
through the doorway that led into the room.

 


Kim crossed her legs, hoping she
didn't look as uncomfortable as she felt.

 


Amelia returned a few moments later,
carrying two white boxes.  "You said you wanted red and black,
right?"

 


Kim bowed her head and
nodded.

 


Whether Amelia didn't notice or didn't
care that her guest wasn't entirely comfortable with the situation,
Kim couldn't tell.  Instead Amelia simply asked, "Which do you
want to start with?"

 


Kim shrugged.

 


"Let's go with the red."  Amelia
opened the first box and pulled out a frilly bra and matching
panties.  Smiling broadly, she said, "I know what you're
thinking.  Everyone acts the same way and I'd consider
changing our pitch if we decide to bring anyone else in.  We
just figured we ought to make panties, too, since we're sure that
our bra will be the undergarment of choice for a hot
date."

 


Kim laughed.

 


Justin returned into the room and
pointed to a bathroom down the hall.  "Why don't you go get
changed and let us know how they feel?"

 


Kim stood up, took the lingerie with a
shaking hand, and went to get changed.

 


Once Kim was safely out of the way,
Justin whispered, "Candace -- or Candi as she now wants to be known
-- is ready."

 


"How long's it been?"

 


"Two weeks."

 


"That's really great news!"

 


"She'll be by in a couple of
hours."

 


"Remind me again why I shouldn't be
jealous.” Amelia winked at Justin.

 


"Um, because I prefer my girls to
actually have a brain.  So none of these could ever match up
to you."

 


"All right, but just watch yourself.
 I'm still planning on making a pair of tighty whities for
you, you know."

 


"Is that all I am to you?" he asked in
mock outrage.

 


She ran her hand gently over his
crotch and winked at him.  "Well, mostly."

 


Amelia suppressed her laughter as Kim
came back into the room.  "How does everything
feel?"

 


"All right, I guess.  I don't
know why but somehow I, um, I er uh the bra's -- I guess it’s
tighter than I expected."

 


"Yeah, that's what everyone's been
saying," Justin responded.  "The thing is, we need it tight to
let the fabric get used to your shape.  It won't be long
before it doesn’t feel so tight."

 


Kim smiled.  She wasn't sure why
but she definitely felt more comfortable talking to Justin than she
did with Amelia. Or rather, it felt as though Amelia were judging
her even if all appearances dictated otherwise.

 


Justin returned her smile and spoke,
coyly.  "I hope you don't mind my asking, but are you wearing
both the bra and panties or just the bra?"

 


Kim looked into his eyes and
whispered.  "Both."

 


He reached for a clipboard on a nearby
table and made a couple of notes on it.

 


Kim blushed as she saw him do
this.

 


Amelia tried to reassure her.  "I
take it the panties are comfortable?"

 


"Very."

 


"Could you please let us know when the
tightness in the bra goes away?"

 


"Um, sure.” The way it felt, she
wasn't sure it would ever go away.

 


Justin asked, "While we're waiting,
did Amelia tell you everything you need to know?"

 


"Of course I did.” Amelia spoke with
mock indignation and put her hands on her hips to underscore
this.

 


"I'd like to hear that from Kim
herself if you don't mind."

 


Kim laughed.  "I'm supposed to
wear the bra for at least twelve hours a day, twice a week.
 And care for these is no different from any other
bra."

 


Amelia pointed to Kim and mouthed the
words 'I told you so' to Justin.

 


"And what else did Amelia
say?"

 


Kim just shook her head.

 


"You mean to say she didn't tell you
that the breast expansion stops at the equivalent of a
d-cup?"

 


He turned to glare at Amelia and all
three of them burst out laughing.

 


As the collective laughter subsided,
Kim reported that the tightness had stopped.  "In fact, I
think I'm feeling a slight vibration now."

 


"Good! That means it's starting to
work its magic. ” He looked down at her chest and noticed that her
nipples were starting to become visibly stiff through both the bra
and her blouse.

 


Amelia walked over to a table and
picked up a green sheet paper.  "Here's our contact info.
 We expect to hear from you whenever you notice anything
changing but at least once a week"

 


"Let me show you out." Justin guided
her to the door.


By the time Kim got home, the
vibrations against her chest had grown stronger.  What's more,
she could've sworn the vibrations had spread to her underwear as
well.

 


She broke into a near-run once she was
inside the apartment she shared with three friends.  Ignoring
the greetings of her roommates, she went straight into her bedroom
and shut the door.

 


She unbuttoned her blouse and peeled
off her jeans as quickly as she could.

 


She was about to take off her bra when
she remembered that she needed to keep it on for at least twelve
hours.  She wavered on whether she should do the same with her
panties, before deciding it wasn't worth the risk.

 


She sat down on her bed, spread her
legs wide, and began to play with her clit through the soft fabric
of her new underwear.

 


She quickly found a spot where the
pressure from her fingers combined with the vibrations in her new
unmentionables, bringing her to the brink of ecstasy.  "Oh,
fuck yeah," she panted softly as she bit her lip.

 


Her breathing becoming faster, she
looked around to reconfirm she was alone.  In her mind, she
gave herself three reasons for doing this:  first was to be
sure she wasn't bothering her roommates.  Second was because
she had suddenly become afraid someone would steal the other
bra/panties set she had brought home.  And third was to
justify the guilty feeling for being about to slide her middle
finger under her panties and into her slippery, needful, aching
slit.

 


She let out a low, almost guttural
moan as the pleasure rode over her in waves.  The more she
tried to suppress her voice in response to this blissful feeling,
the more powerful the orgasm became.  She asked herself why
she hadn’t turned on the radio or the TV when she got into the
room.  Hopefully, none of her roommates would notice or
care.

 


Unable to silence herself any longer,
she squealed in delight several times before finally whispering
into the air, "Yeahhhhhhhhh........  Thank you,
Justin"

 


The following day, when
Kim decided to wear undergarments not made by students in fashion
design, she let out a sigh when she reminded herself that normal
clothes didn't arouse you on their own.   As she put on her
bra, she noted that it felt a little bit tight. If my boobs are going to get bigger,
she mused, eventually I’m going to need to
get rid of these old bras and get new ones. She decided that, at least for this day, she’d still wear it,
but she’d find a way of getting rid of it if it got too
uncomfortable.

 


The remainder of the day was by and
large uneventful. As she was getting ready for bed, she had a
moment of inspiration and called out, "Does anyone mind if I take a
bath?"

 


A voice echoed down the hall.
 "Go ahead."

 


Once in the bath, she decided it was
time
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