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Prologue
The Restless Queen
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Reality manipulation was too strong a power to leave in the hands of a villainess.

The Silver Queen’s superpowers were so overpowered, all they left her with was a sense of boredom. She sat in her lavish estate, overlooking the world around her with mild disinterest. Worthless people went about their days, wholly unaware that they had been her slaves a year ago.

So many people acted like villains were looking for world domination. Not every bad guy had that in mind, but the Silver Queen gave it a shot. Heroes tried their best to stop her, but her ability to bend reality made it impossible for them to interfere. Everyone assumed the strongest power was a noble sense of justice. They were wrong; reality bending fucking rocked.

The world was The Silver Queen’s and as she looked over the planet under her thrall, she felt... nothing. Dominating the whole world sounded like the ultimate power move, but in practice, it left a Monarch with little to do. What fun could you have with a world that said “How high?” every time she asked it to jump.

So The Silver Queen reset existence; not the whole thing, but everything that happened leading up to her planetary coup. Heroes and scientists tried to figure out where a sudden gap of missing time in the collective consciousness came from, and the woman responsible spent her time moping, trying to find new hobbies.

It was during this months-long moping session, digging into a tub of Neapolitan ice cream, that The Silver Queen was struck by a new idea. On the news, she noticed talk of a young heroine, one of The Bat’s former proteges, making a name for herself. Much like her peers, she was multi-talented, highly independent, and driven by morals and justice and all the other bullshit heroes liked to say.

There was no saying what exactly made Dixie Grayson, Codename Blackwing, catch the Queen’s eye, but the acrobatic ravenette gave her the idea she spent most of a year waiting for.

Vanquishing all the heroes and molding the whole world to suit her desires might have left The Silver Queen with nothing to hold her attention, but maybe the answer was smaller than that. She lived in a world of heroes and heroines; she could take her time with each one, toying with them from afar. Each one was a well of delicious possibilities, with bodies, minds, and backstories she could change at will.

Why dominate an entire world when you could take your time dominating its champions one by one?

And a plucky young gymnast would be her first unknowing plaything...
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1 
A Bigger Birdy
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Breaking out on your own as a superhero was terrifying and exciting, like flying through the air without a safety net. Luckily, Dixie Grayson knew all about that. A gymnast in her youth and a vigilante sidekick through her teenage years, Dixie felt more at home leaping through the city skyline than she did with her feet on the ground.

Just because the life of a hero came naturally to her did not make it easy. Striking out on her own meant Blackwing was a hero people expected great things from. The whole city was her responsibility, which meant a lot of pressure and no margin for error. Every hero knew they could not stop every crime and save every person, but they were expected to try, and if that was not a great way to develop a stress migraine, nothing was.

Dixie knew all too well how important it was to spend some time living a street-level life. Maintaining her secret identity was important, but so was maintaining her mental health. Weeks of hardcore patrolling and brawling were finally wearing on the young heroine, so she needed to find a way to relax and let go of her burdens for a night before they drove her crazy.

Thankfully, unlike a certain cowled grump, she knew she had to take breaks occasionally to remind herself that she was a human in her twenties and allowed to act like it. She convinced Barbie, her bestie and on-again-off-again girlfriend, to come out with her to a house party. Barbie was still moonlighting as Batlass, one of The Bat’s other sidekicks, so she could use the night off.

Pool parties were Dixie’s go-to kind of party. She loved to swim, the drinks flowed freely, and she didn’t mind the way Barbie looked at her toned body in a bikini.

Unfortunately, on their way to the party, something was off. She couldn’t put her finger on it; she just felt a sense of vulnerability fluttering in her chest. She almost told Barbie to turn around to settle for a night in. 

Still, she desperately needed a night free from responsibility, and her old college friends were dragging her out to give her just that. Dixie Grayson had a reputation as the life of any party, so she would be there mingling and trying not to make Barbie feel jealous. She wasn’t the only one who had their eyes on her perky chest holstered in that cute striped bikini.

Except it was odd. As the night went on, the band of that bikini top felt snug across her back. Maybe it was a tighter fit than she thought. That was her justification, at least until she realized the cups were ill-fitting, too. That was unexpected, because she remembered the whole ensemble fitting like a glove in the dressing room when she made the pre-summer impulse purchase.

Barbie clearly noticed. Hell, everyone at the pool was noticing. “Hey, babe? Is that a push-up top or something? You’re looking kind of... mashed in there.”

Was that a result of the water? Some swelling from lingering in the shallow end of the pool all night? “It isn’t. I’ve been feeling weird all night. Cover for me?” Too curious to ignore this unexpected chesty development, Dixie slipped off to the washroom. 

When she looked in the mirror, she could no longer blame the tightness on a little water. Suddenly, all the extra attention she was getting tonight made sense.

The cups that securely held her in earlier in the night suddenly looked overwhelmed. Dixie’s chest was modest in comparison to some of the other heroines in her contact list, but the Dixie in the mirror was poking out everywhere; cleavage, side boob, underboob. 

Her tits were undeniably bigger than when she left the apartment. Heck, they were bigger than when she got out of the pool! Dixie had enough experience dating women with figures across the spectrum to guess she was looking at more than a D cup. 

And the tingling still wasn’t going away. They were still getting bigger! At this rate, her bikini top was going to strangle her or tear itself apart against her.

Begrudgingly, she untangled herself from the garment and letting full breasts drop free. She watched in the mirror, perplexed, as minutes passed and her chest finally settled to what she guessed might be an E or F cup, with pronounced, erect nipples to match their new heft.

Dixie groaned, wondering if this was the work of some crafty villain or one of her magically inclined friends pulling a prank on her. She did intervene with a museum heist recently, so maybe she accidentally touched some kind of cursed idol? That sounded like her luck.

All she knew was she officially had a bikini too small to hold what her annoying adopted brother Jay would later call her ‘big bazongas.’

Sitting on the counter next to the sink, Dixie pulled out her phone, taking a photo of herself In this topless, boobified state. Her arms smushed her swollen breasts together when she held the device in front of her with both hands. That was a new sensation, letting her know that these “upgraded” breasts were even more sensitive than before.

She texted Barbie, “Do you think anyone have a really big bikini or a very loose shirt to spare?” She attached the photo for evidence. She might have been the life of the party, but she had to get back to her apartment before she became the center of attention for a much harder to explain reason.

She got her reply quick. “I’ll ask around. Also, I’m saving that.” Well, at least Barbie appreciated the new look. That was a small silver lining.
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