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The money I made as an influencer is finally paying off. I am finally driving my new van. It's not a new van, but it's fully restored. Extremely retro and passed every vibe check. It looked like the van from that old show Scooby-Doo, but much cooler. My dad fully updated it for me with the parts I bought. I could also record it and post it to get more followers. Boys do like it when a smoking hot woman works on cars with almost nothing on. I worked, paid for the parts, and he repaired it as a hobby. Win-win for everyone. Even my mom thanked me for keeping him busy and bothering him. 

It was another lazy day in southern California. I woke up this morning and filmed an influencer video about this new product called “Bigger Nut.” It is some new pre-workout or something like that. Today was my last day before I returned to college, and I would enjoy it. It was eighty degrees with no humidity. I cruised with all the windows down. A light breeze came off the ocean, cooling my face. I blasted music and enjoyed my new van. 

The first thing I noticed wrong about the van was the suspension on this thing was terrible. The entire time I drove over the slightest divot, it bounced and shimmed. The first time I bounced around, I thought an earthquake was happening. I guess my dad has another project when I get home. I hope it doesn’t cost too much. I didn’t want to spend all the money I made from the Bigger Nut video to upgrade. 

Lately, I have received much attention from men online, and I wanted to cruise the beach to see if I could find any celebrities who might recognize me. Hey, a girl can dream. I wore a white sixties-inspired bikini top, bottoms, sunglasses, bandana, and red lipstick. I hit one major bump, and I cursed out loud. This thing is going to break, I thought. My dad has a lot of work to do. He must have forgotten something because this can't be right. I stopped at the light, breathing hard from the past impact. 

I looked to my left. Two guys in an SUV were in the car cheering. I waved and smiled back. One guy took out his phone to take a picture. I gave them the duck lips and the peace sign as they took the picture. The window rolled down, and he leaned out. They must be fans. This has happened a lot more recently, and it is fun to have fans. 

“Nice tits,” he yelled. What an asshole, I thought. Self-conscious, I went to adjust my bikini top, but instead of felt fabric, I grabbed my breast. I looked down and realized my fun bags had fallen out. Oh no. They snapped a picture of my beautiful, young, and perky breasts. My nipples were fully erect from the bouncing. Liquid dripped from the pink nippled life-giving organs. Was that milk? I touched the liquid and squeezed it between my fingers. I licked it, and my assumptions were correct. It was milk. Why was milk coming out of nipples? 

I pulled up my bikini top, humiliated and terrified. The light turned green, and I pushed the gas hard. They drove next to me for a couple of blocks as the bumps kept bouncing my breasts out of my bikini top. The top is made for style and not functionality. The bumps broke the limitations of the design. Humiliated, I made a quick turn and doubled back to the beach. Even the slightest bump produced a bounce. I kept driving, and my boobs kept falling out of my top. At the end of the trip, I was driving with one hand on the bikini to keep my massive boobs inside. #bigboobproblems. 

I am still trying to learn how to live with large breasts. Going into my senior year of high school, I wore an A-cup and was four foot eleven inches tall. I graduated with double-d breasts, and I was five foot six. My rapid upward and outward growth changed my life. I went from the small geek girl to the tall, sexy woman. Suddenly everyone wanted to talk to me, from the jocks to older men on the street. It freaked me out at first, but now I love it. 

I stopped at the local shop on the beach. I went straight to a little clothing store to buy a shirt for the ride home and get ice cream as a treat to calm myself down. I was stressed that the picture of me topless would go viral. What if my mom sees it? My dad? Omg, I can’t believe this happened to me. I have to be more conscious of my massive melons. 
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Ice cream. A girl’s best friend. I got an overpriced tourist shirt and a two-scope ice cream cone. The cold, creamy vanilla melted under my tongue. I didn’t put the shirt on immediately because the cones were notoriously messy. A group of hot boys were close, and I wanted them to see the sights first. I was turning heads in my outfit and licking. I missed the days when I went unnoticed sometimes, but right now, the attention of men walking up the stairs raised my self-esteem. Now, I was a hot young girl eating an ice cream cone. I was licking it, sucking it, and making yummy sounds for no reason. It was hot, and the ice cream melted faster than I could lick. It dripped onto my hand. 

I furiously licked my hand to get all the goodness. In doing so, some dripped onto my breast. Am I eating an ice cream cone, or am I making low-budget porn? I used my finger to scoop the drips off my chest to a growing number of onlookers. I could swear one guy put his hand in his pants under a towel. Is he jacking off to me eating ice cream? Guys can be creeps sometimes. Look, but don’t touch creep, me, or yourself. 

Another large drip splashed on my fun bags. Trying to manage the mess, I scooped it but noticed something. My boobs were bigger, no doubt about it. I felt the bikini tightening on my chest. What the fuck? What in the hell was happening now? This can't be healthy. 

“Hey Beth, is that you?” Asked a voice. I looked up to see the cutie pie, Mason. Mason was good friends with my older sister. Blond hair that hung at the perfect length and crystal blue eyes that seduced you with a glance. Blue board shorts and sandals were all he wore. Mason has the ideal surfer body. Well-toned with lovely six-pack abs. Mason always hung out at the house, and I dreamed one too many times about him being my boyfriend. My sister is barely home now, so he hasn’t come to the house in years. The last time he saw me, I was a little dork.  

I smiled the best I could while ice cream dripped over your melons. “Hey, Mason. Yes, it’s me,” I said. 

“You have grown up. Wow. Look at you,” he said. More drips from the ice cream fell onto my boobs. I could feel the cold liquid running between my tits, but I was playing it cool. The old butterflies I got in my early teens returned. I played the ice cream falling on my boobs off the best I could. Mason, on the other hand, noticed. His eyes struggled to maintain eye contact with me. They wandered down to my softies, following the drips of ice cream and pausing at my boobs. I could also see the outline of his cock forming in his board shorts. I guess he wasn’t the only one struggling to maintain eye contact. 

“Beth, your ice cream is falling all over your boobs, bruh,” he said with the honesty of a child. I looked down, and it was worse than I thought. It looked like two guys exploded on me. At least that's what it looked like in porn because I wouldn’t know. I was a late bloomer and didn’t have that much experience with guys unless you consider books, Pornhub, and my imagination. For most of my life, men stayed away, and then a torrent of never-ending cock was tossed my way like the meme with the girl dodging hot dogs. Both lifestyles were extreme. I remained a virgin and practically untouched until this last year.  

Just when I thought the day couldn’t get any worse, the top scoop slid off the cone — it landed between my breasts. Holy shit. My pale skin turned red instantly in embarrassment. I could feel the ice cream dripping down my body between my chest and my stomach as it melted. I wanted to cry. Mason probably thinks I am still the dork he remembers. Panicked, I scooped the ice cream off my boobs and tossed it in the trash with the rest of the ice cream cone. Both my hands were covered in ice cream. My chest was dripping even more ice cream as it melted. I looked at Mason, trying to regain my composure. I smiled
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