
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: Image 1]


[image: Image 2]

AND BIGGER

[image: Image 3]

A BIMBO TRANSFORMATION NOVELLA

SADIE THATCHER

Copyright © 2023 by Sadie Thatcher

All rights reserved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. 

All characters are 18 years of age or older. 

Created with Vellum

CONTENTS

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

About the Author

Also by Sadie Thatcher

1

[image: Image 4]

Anita had been watching the rear entrance to BBB Pharma all day. She hung back, remaining in the shadows as she watched from the end of the alley behind the building. The sun was getting lower in the sky. She could not stand there for much longer. 

The reason for Anita's spying on BBB Pharma was her now former friend, Tara. 

The two women went way back. Anita used to give Tara rides in her car, since Tara never owned one and Anita did. It had been Anita who drove Tara to BBB

Pharma when Tara signed up for an experimental breast enhancement procedure. 

But from that moment on, Tara changed. She became obsessed with her breasts, growing them bigger and bigger. It was so bad that Tara even got fired from her job. Now she worked for BBB Pharma, supposedly as a spokeswoman, but Anita suspected there was something nefarious going on. She could not explain it, but she was certain the company was a front for a sex cult or something similar. 

However, Anita knew she needed evidence before she went to the police with her suspicions. That was why she was spying on the company in her off hours, trying to get the dirt on them that would both bring down BBB Pharma and save her former friend. 

It was getting late. Anita worried it would be another day without success. She needed to return to work tomorrow, making it all the more important that she get something useful out of her day. 

But just as Anita was about to give up, the rumble of a truck engine reached her. 

She pressed herself back into the shadows as the truck drove right past her, the driver oblivious to her presence. Anita glanced up to see it was a mobile shredding operation. 

"Are they destroying evidence?" Anita asked herself, realizing this could lead to the evidence she needed. 

The truck stopped right behind BBB Pharma. There were two men that got out of the truck. One opened the large rear door of the truck. The other walked up to the back door of the company and knocked. 

Anita watched as a hand truck stacked with boxes was brought out. There was

no way she could take all the boxes, but she wondered if the opportunity would present itself to steal one. That could give her the evidence she needed. 

And that opportunity arrived a moment later. After the boxes of documents had been deposited by the back of the truck, both men were called back to the door. 

Anita could not see who the men were talking to, but she thought she spotted two gigantic breasts sticking out from the doorway. 

"Is that Tara?" Anita wondered. However, before she could let that question linger for too long, for her curiosity about her friend to get the better of her, Anita shook her head and jumped into action. 

The black hoodie and black pants would help make her less visible. And the dark-colored sneakers she wore were perfect for sneaking around. They were quiet on the alley asphalt. Anita grabbed the top box off the stack as she walked past. Then she darted behind the truck, blocking herself from view. Once out of sight, Anita started to run, wanting to get as far away from BBB Pharma as she could. 

Her heart raced. She kept glancing over her shoulder to make sure the truck was not following her. It never did. Instead, it remained motionless as she turned the corner and made a beeline for her car. She needed to get home and see what BBB Pharma secrets she could divulge. 
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Tara walked into Dr. Rogers' office, her hand on her tits, ready to disrobe for him. It was sometimes hard to get any work done when she was needed to satisfy him and the rest of the staff at BBB Pharma, although Dr. Rogers, as CEO, always got first dibs on her body. And Tara was only too happy to serve. She loved her job. She loved her tits. And she had become completely loyal to the company that made her new life possible. 

"We have a problem," Dr. Rogers said from behind his desk. 

Tara had been about ready to rip off her blouse for him. Instead, she willed her hands away from her delectable tits and sat down across from her boss. The hope of getting fucked had lit a hot and horny fire within her and now Tara was left to try ignoring her insatiable desire to wrap her giant tits around a cock. She was certain it would be as enjoyable for her as it was for Dr. Rogers. It always was now that she had her wonderful implants. 

"A box of documents was stolen last night when the shredders came. We gave them four boxes, but only three made it onto the truck." 

Tara thought back to the day before when the shredders arrived. She had treated them to a look at her tits. It was like a form of tipping. They were definitely appreciative, but it had also distracted them. 

"That may be my fault, sir," Tara said. "I was showing the men my tits." 

"Oh, I'm aware," Dr. Rogers said. "I reviewed the security footage. And I'm not blaming you. You did exactly what I hired you to do. No, I called you into my office, because I believe the thief is an old friend of yours." 

Tara thought back, thinking about her friends. But she knew who Dr. Rogers was talking about. There could be only one woman who had the gall to steal a box of documents from the company. And that woman was Anita. She had never supported Tara's desires for a bigger chest. And she certainly did not support Tara when big tits were part of that desire. 

"Her name is Anita," Tara said. 

Dr. Rogers smiled. "I thought so. It seems someone is stealing the documentation

in order to prove we are operating under false pretenses." 

"That makes sense," Tara agreed. "Did those documents contain anything incriminating, like about how my meetings with regulators are going?" 

"Thankfully, no," Dr. Rogers said. "Your extracurricular meetings with government regulators are completely off the books. I do want to thank you for your work on that. It looks like we only need to sway one more official and approval is ours. You were the best hire I ever made." 

As spokeswoman for BBB Pharma, Tara had been tasked as a liaison with government regulators. And after conducting multiple meetings to show off the research, she had performed other sorts of liaising with the men on the regulatory panel. Once in total opposition to what BBB Pharma was doing, the men on the panel had been swayed, one by one. Tara could be thanked for that, putting a wider distribution of the nanobots on the fast track. 

"Then what did she get?" Tara asked. 

"If our records are correct, she got product invoices for the silica feed." Dr. 

Rogers looked down at Tara's tits. They were bigger than when he first hired her. 

"And speaking of the feed, I can tell you've kept eating it." 

"Yes, sir," Tara said as she brought her hands up and rubbed the sides of her big, round tits. "I sprinkle a bit onto every meal, like adding a dash of salt." 

"Good girl," Dr. Rogers said, smiling. "I love to see the results. Now, as for your friend, there's nothing there that can harm us, but I don't like the fact she's snooping around. And I have a plan to deal with her while also testing a new version of the nanobots." 

"I'm sure I'll love your idea," Tara cooed. 

"You don't have a problem with dosing Anita with nanobots and making her think she's stolen something highly classified?" This was a big test for Tara, about where her loyalties were. 

"If she was snooping, she deserves it, sir. And I wouldn't mind seeing her with big tits. She says she hates them, but I bet she's just scared and jealous." 

"I find most women are," Dr. Rogers said. He stood up and came around his desk. He was naked underneath his white coat. "The key is for you to visit her apartment and replace the box she stole with one we want her to have. We'll fill it with classified cover sheets and a bag of feed." 

"But she'll need the nanobots first," Tara said. 

"You leave that part to me. I know someone who can handle that part. Now let's have some fun before I send you on your mission." 

"Yes, sir," Tara said, her voice full of seduction. She stood up and began to disrobe, paying special attention to her tits, unwrapping them carefully. Tara did not wear a bra. She did not need one with her continually growing breasts. 

Tara grabbed a bottle of lube off the desk before she sank to her knees. She loved to feel a cock between her oiled up tits. And Dr. Rogers loved to have his cock there, fucking the fun bags he gave her. 

It did not take long before Tara wore a pearl necklace of Dr. Rogers' cum. She let it sit there while they finished their meeting, wearing his seed proudly as Tara was given her final instructions so that the Anita problem could be dealt with, once and for all. 
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Anita used her lunch break at work to sit in the coffee shop across the street from her office building. It was crowded, with lots of customers coming in to get their midday caffeine fix. She considered herself lucky to have found an empty table to sit at while she ate her little sandwich and drank her coffee. 

Her mind, however, was not on work or on her lunch. It was on the files she stole last night. She had hoped for an impressive treasure trove of documents that she could ultimately use to bring down BBB Pharma. Unfortunately, that had not yet happened. Her initial review of the documents, which was cursory at best, showed that they were all just technical papers and supply invoices, nothing particularly important or incriminating, at least to a lay person like herself. 

Anita had struggled to sleep last night, her mind speeding along at record speed as she thought about the documents in her kitchen, waiting for a thorough review. She just did not have the time once she got them home. Anita took the long way home from BBB Pharma, fighting traffic the whole way, making sure no one had followed her. The paranoia was stronger than she had anticipated. 

However, before Anita could finish her lunch, her paranoia became justified. A man in a black suit and tie sat down across from her. He had an air of a federal agent about him, although he initially said nothing. He just sat there. 

"Can I help you?" Anita asked the stranger. 

The man leaned forward and smiled at Anita. "I am aware you are now in possession of classified documents," the man said. "If you expect to stay out of jail, you will do exactly what I say." 

Anita swallowed hard, trying to force down the lump in her throat. She had taken classified documents? That was news to her. But if she had already been identified by the government, it seemed like she was only days or even hours away from the police showing up to arrest her. 

"I can explain," Anita said, trying to defend herself. "There's something fishy going on. I was just trying to find the evidence to bring to the police." 

The stranger said nothing. He just looked at Anita, his expression stern but unwavering. 

"What are you?" Anita asked, growing suspicious. "FBI? CIA? Homeland Security?" 

Still, the man said nothing. He just sat there, adding to Anita's anxiety. Her nervousness was growing, approaching panic. 

"I can't prove that you have the classified documents, but I intend to. Spies and traitors like you deserve to be in prison. Although, if I had my way, I'd hang the lot of you." 

Anita sat there, unsure how to respond. Was this man for real? Was he some kind of secret agent out to catch a spy? She had never thought of herself as a spy. 

Anita did not even know if she had stolen classified documents. She had not gotten a good enough look at them. But if she had, that meant she was in some deep shit. 

Had Anita been less savvy about how to deal with police and police-like authorities, she might have admitted to stealing the box of documents. But Anita was well schooled in the art of shutting the fuck up when it came to the cops. 

And once she got her nervousness under control, she clamped her mouth shut, refusing to say another word. Anything more could incriminate her further. The agent, or whatever he was, told her he had nothing on her except a suspicion. 

And as far as she was concerned, that was as far as it was going to go. 

However, the man's appearance made her second guess herself. Anita had planned to go to the authorities with the information she had gleaned from the stolen documents once she figured out what they said and were for. Now, she was not so sure. And if they were classified, she might even want to do something drastic, like burn them. Burn the evidence and she could not be charged with their illegal possession, or so she assumed. 

After a silent standoff, the stranger eventually got up. He leaned down close to her ear as he reached out his hand toward her shoulder. 

"We're watching you," he whispered as his hand made contact with her shoulder. 

"Ouch." Anita flinched. The sudden pinch of pain made her heart jump into her throat. Anita gasped and jerked back. The stranger pulled his hand back. It felt like a muscle spasm and a pinched nerve all at once. Anita had no idea that she had just been dosed with BBB Pharma's latest nanobot technology. And

depending on how well those little robots did their work, she might never realize this was the moment the rest of her life changed. 
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Tara stood outside Anita's apartment building, holding a box that looked identical to the one Anita stole. She looked up, trying to figure out the best way to get inside. She had no key. And she knew buzzing Anita's apartment would do no good. Even if they were still on speaking terms, Anita was at work. 

Close to giving up, Tara walked around the side of the building, looking for an open door that might get her inside. It was awkward walking around with two big tits on her chest and carrying the box, but she managed by resting the box against her stomach, directly beneath her tits. It definitely helped to put them on display, almost like they were served up on a platter. 

There was no open door that would give her immediate access, but there was a door marked "Building Manager". 

"Perfect," Tara said as she managed to ring the bell next to the door with her elbow. 

Tara waited for a moment before she heard banging on the other side of the door. 

It took a moment longer for a greasy looking man to open the door. He was definitely greasy, but he was also well built, with strong muscular arms and a well-defined jaw. He held a wrench, so Tara assumed he had just been working on something, maybe a pipe of some sort. 

The building manager's eyes never made it to Tara's face. They locked onto her tits and stayed there. It was only after several moments that he realized he was not getting a free show and actually needed to talk to the woman at the door. 

"What can I do for you?" Tara sensed he would have been far more grouchy if she did not have such big tits. 

"I have something I need to give Anita in apartment 508. She's not home though, and this is an emergency. She took the wrong documents home from work and she won't be able to complete her assignment otherwise. I’m afraid she'll be fired for sure without this box." 

It was a complete and total lie. Not a single bit of what Tara said was true except that she needed to visit apartment 508. 

The building manager stood there, assessing Tara. She had cleaned herself up since her encounter with Dr. Rogers. The pearl necklace had been wiped away. 

Only the memory of it remained. Tara was dressed in a reasonably professional manner. The neckline of her blouse was cut low and her skirt was a little short, but the building manager did not know that. She looked like an incredibly stacked sexy secretary from a porn film, but he was not about to look such a gift in the mouth. He was going to look at it in the tits. 

"I'm not supposed to let that happen," he said. "I don't know if you actually know Anita. Your story could be a lie." 

"I'm sure we can come to some sort of arrangement," Tara pressed. "I really need to get this box to her. If I don't, she'll get fired and won't be able to pay rent." 

Tara figured using money and rent as her way into the building manager's good graces was the way to go. He would have a lot more work if Anita had to move out. And evictions were hard work, too. 

"I don't know," the man said. He was close to caving, but he had not actually budged yet. 

"I'm sure I can sweeten the deal for you," Tara said. In the past, she would not have turned to sex so quickly. But that was before she had been turned into such a horny woman by her incredible tits. It was not just how they felt so incredibly sensitive, causing her to get distracted with the pleasure they provided her, the arousal they generated lingered, making her think about sex even when she had every reason not to. 

Tara licked her lips, making it obvious what she had in mind. The building manager would have needed to be deaf and blind to not get her meaning. 

"Come inside and we can discuss this privately." 

Tara stepped into the building manager's office. It looked more like a basement distribution room for water and steam pipes. He closed the door behind him. She set the box on the floor and sat on one of the chairs next to it. She leaned back, giving him a full view of her cleavage. 

"I've never seen tits as big as yours in person before," the building manager said, getting right to the point. "Only in porn." 

Tara smiled. "Thank you. I love how big they are. They make me feel so sexy." 

Tara pushed at the sides of her tits, pressing them together and making her cleavage look even better. "And they really drive all the boys crazy." 

The building manager nodded, clearly enjoying himself. However, they both knew this was not a moment for just looking. "So, what did you have in mind?" 

"I haven't had a cock in my mouth for a few hours," Tara commented. "You fancy a blowjob from a titty queen like me?" 

The building manager's cock was out before she could finish her question. It was big, although not yet fully hard. It was not often that she needed to truly work to make a man hard, but she did work with tit men. They would not be working for BBB Pharma unless they loved women's tits. 

"What's your name?" the man asked. "I just like to know what to call you while you're sucking on my pecker." 

"I'm Tara." 

"And I'm Steve. Now we ain't strangers anymore." 

Tara sank to her knees in front of Steve. She took his cock in her hands and gently stroked him. Then she leaned forward and took him into her mouth. He was getting harder, growing in size as she started sucking. 

"Fuck, you've got a nice set of tits on you, Tara," Steve said. "They should call you Tara Tits. But man, you can suck like a crazed woman, too. This is the best blowjob I've had in years. Not since that feisty chick on the second floor sucked my cock for a couple months on the daily instead of paying me rent. I miss that mouth, but you've got such amazing tits, you're still better." 

Tara enjoyed the running dialogue. It gave her guidance on how to both enhance Steve's pleasure, but also to make sure he did not last very long. Tara liked sucking cock, but that was not why she was there. She needed to swap out the box in Anita's apartment. 

When Steve finally came, he did so with a grunt before he painted Tara's tonsils with his cum. She swallowed every drop dutifully, savoring it all as if it were the finest wine she had ever tasted. When she finally pulled back from him, Tara

stood up and turned around so Steve could admire the swell of her massive breasts from behind. 

"Damn, those are some nice tits. You want up in 508. I can take you. Just no stealing anything." 

"I just need to replace a box with this one," Tara confirmed. "Anita won't mind. 

She'll be grateful." 

Steve wondered just how grateful Anita would be as he led Tara upstairs. He let her into Anita's apartment, keeping an eye on her the whole time. He knew he was breaking the rules, but it was hard to say no to such a sexy woman. Not that he was watching Tara for anything other than her tits. He could not take his eyes off of them. 

It only took a moment for Tara to locate the box of documents Anita had stolen from BBB Pharma. And she had thankfully kept everything packed in the box. 

There were no documents strewn across the table or the room. That would have been more difficult to deal with. 

Tara set her box next to the stolen one. Then she picked up the stolen box. 

"There," Tara said once the switch had been made. "Nice and simple. Thank you, Steve. Thank you for letting me up here and thank you for giving me that little snack. It was tasty." 

"Hot damn," Steve said, excited to have met such a sexual woman. He did not know women like Tara existed outside of the porn he watched at night. 

"I can see myself out," Tara said. "Have a good day, Steve." 

And just like that, the fix was in. The boxes had been swapped and Tara's job was done. She could go back to the office and either get back to work or enjoy another round with her boss. He was likely to want to reward her for her loyalty. 
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Anita rolled her shoulder as she stepped into her apartment. It had been a long day at work, after her strange lunch at the coffee shop with the strange man. Her shoulder still hurt, a lingering dull ache that made her worry he had done something to her. Not that she felt different. But that did not assuage her concerns. 

The idea that she might have stolen classified documents scared her. She had never considered how BBB Pharma might have government contracts. She was sure the government did not care about breast implants, but research into nano sized robots would be huge. It could change the fate of wars, of humanity. 

As soon as the door closed behind her, Anita dropped her purse on a nearby table and walked straight to her kitchen table, where she had left the documents. They were still there, which was the first thing she was worried about. Even though the stranger had never given his name or provided her any identification, she still figured he was legitimate. 

Anita pulled the lid off the box and started sorting through it again. However, she immediately noted how her recollections from the night before about the documents were off. Something was different about them. 

"Shit," Anita said the moment she spotted the first classified folder. She did not actually know what classified markings looked like, but they looked important. 

The only question was how important. 

She grabbed them back out of the box and placed it down on the table, placing the other folders next to it for now. She needed more information before she made a decision on how to deal with this situation. 

Anita debated whether she should open the classified folders. Looking inside might be a crime. She had already stolen these documents, but she assumed it would be worse if the feds could prove she looked into the folders. It seemed smarter to leave those on their own, at least for now. 

There were still other documents that did not have classified markings. They looked like technical reports, but Anita could not make heads or tails of them. 

The language was way over her head. It was far too technical for her, using long strings of syllables, which she assumed were chemical formulas. Anita's last

chemistry class was in high school. 

Anita kept digging through the papers in the box. Every time she found a classified document, she set it aside, just like the first one. She remained tempted to look inside, but she managed to hold herself back. The idea she could be charged with espionage against the country scared her. Anita knew she was walking on thin ice as it was. It could all go wrong still. 

When Anita first looked through the box, she had thought it was all documents and papers. This time, her fingers brushed against something plastic at the bottom of the box. She pushed the remaining documents out of her way as her heart pounded in her chest. 

"What is this?" Anita asked herself as she pulled a plastic container from the bottom of the box. 

It was a thick, white plastic bag, filled with some sort of powder or sand. It had a resealable top. Anita turned it over in her hands so she could read the label. 

"You've got to be shitting me," she said as the words came into focus. It was a bag of silica feed, the same material Tara used to build her implants. 

Anita set the bag of feed down on the kitchen table, almost afraid to keep touching it. 

"Why was this getting sent to be shredded?" Anita asked herself. 

But then it dawned on her. This was not the box she stole. It had been replaced. 

Anita had no idea how they had gotten into her apartment, having no idea that Tara had been there only hours before, willingly giving a blowjob to the building manager to let her in and make the swap. 

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Anita cursed when she put the whole picture together. Her aching shoulder was further proof of BBB Pharma's plot against her. She reached up and massaged her shoulder, the site of what she now believed was an injection. She had been dosed with nanobots. 

Anita's first thought was to go to the doctor. Surely, someone at the hospital would know what to do. There had to be some way to neutralize the nanobots. 

However, seeing a doctor would generate paperwork. If BBB Pharma really did

have government contracts, she could still be in trouble. It was impossible to know what was real and what was not. 

Knowing she was screwed either way, Anita put everything except for the feed bag back into the box. There was a small yard behind the apartment building, an area where people could entertain. There was even a fire pit. Anita knew burning anything other than wood was against the rules, but she wanted all the proof of what she had done gone. Whether or not the documents could be used to incriminate her did not matter. It was better to just make them go away. Burning them was the easiest way to do it. 

As it turned out, the documents burned easily. She lit just one corner of the box and soon she had a small bonfire going. She stood there over the fire, the flames reflecting in her eyes. 

"Shit, I am fucked," she whispered, watching as the fire slowly consumed the papers in the box. 

After the documents were all incinerated, reduced to ashes, Anita returned to her apartment and collapsed on her couch, feeling like a zombie. So much had happened in the last two days. Her stakeout of BBB Pharma had resulted in a less than successful attempt to gain evidence and she had been dosed with nanobots in the process. At least she assumed both of those things to be true. 

Anita looked up toward the kitchen. She could see the bag of feed from where she sat. Deep down, she knew she should just get rid of it. She should throw it in the dumpster. And yet, she found herself drawn to it, wanting to taste it, to understand its effects. 

"No fucking way," Anita said to herself. It was a statement of her resolve. She would not, under any circumstances, eat any of the feed. As long as Tara was correct, the nanobots would eventually leave her body. She just had to starve them of the silica they needed to build breast implants. If she did not eat the feed, nothing would happen. At least, that was what Anita thought. 
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Anita did her best to put Tara out of her mind. She gave up any hope of saving her friend. If BBB Pharma was going to go to such lengths to get back at her, it was not something worth fighting for. Anita had to admit that Tara was now loyal to the company, not her. 

However, the presence of the silica feed in her apartment was a constant reminder that she had likely been dosed with nanobots. Her shoulder no longer hurt, but that was little compensation for the knowledge that there were little microscopic robots in her body, likely concentrated in her chest, just waiting for a supply of silica to build breast implants. 

Even though Anita knew she should have thrown the feed into the dumpster, she instead put it up on a high shelf in her kitchen, out of reach without a step stool. 

She could not explain why she kept it. The magnetic pull she felt toward it, the desire to eat it, was stronger than she realized. The temptation was there, no matter how high she put it out of reach. 

Still, Anita managed to ignore the feed for the most part. She went about her days, going to work, returning home to rest and relax. She distracted herself with television, binge watching episodes online. In truth, this was not that different from her usual behavior. The only difference was there was the tiniest desire to sprinkle a little silica feed onto her food. 

But as the days passed, that desire grew stronger. Anita had no idea how long the nanobots could survive in her body. She assumed Tara had been correct when she explained the growth process all those months ago. How long would it take for the nanobots to give up and get flushed out of her system? 

Anita did not know the truth about the nanobots in her body. She did not even know the truth about the nanobots in Tara's body. They were a permanent fixture now. They were there to take advantage of any silica feed the body consumed. 

By week's end, Anita was growing desperate. She could not have thrown out the silica feed, even if she wanted to. But she still managed to hold back, her will power strong enough to prevent her from climbing up on a stepladder to get what her body craved. 

And that desperation hit its peak while Anita heated water to cook pasta. She

stood at the stove, listening to music blasted through a speaker wirelessly connected to her phone. She had a silicone pasta spoon ready to go as soon as she started cooking the pasta. 

Anita's mind went blank for just a moment. But it only took a moment before she started mindlessly chewing on the kitchen utensil in her hand. The nanobots had not just infiltrated her chest. They had infiltrated her mind as well, urging her to give them what they wanted. And if she was not going to eat the silica feed, they would do what they needed to do to fulfill their programming. 

The water boiled over, but Anita paid it no attention. She just kept standing there, staring off into space, working her teeth around the silicone spoon handle in her mouth. Not that the silicone would do anything if she bit off a piece. The nanobots could only use the silica feed, a fail-safe built into their design. But neither Anita nor the nanobots realized that. 

Eventually, Anita looked down and realized what she was doing. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," Anita said, tossing the utensil into the sink. Her eyes glanced up to the top shelf and the feed bag. Her mouth watered at the thought of eating it. 

Anita felt like an addict giving into her addiction as she pulled out the step stool and climbed up to grab the feed bag. She set it on the counter, feeling guilty about what she was doing. Anita knew she should not be touching the feed, but the craving was getting too strong. She had just caught herself trying to eat a spoon. That was how desperate she was for the real thing. 

Opening the bag, Anita took a sniff of the feed, but it had no odor. It was completely inert as a food product. A normal person could eat it, but it would not do anything for them. But Anita was no longer a normal person in this scenario. 

She had been dosed with nanobots that would create breast implants in her chest. 

"Maybe I'll just eat a little bit," Anita reasoned with herself. "Just one scoop." 

She turned off the stove in favor of the feed, pulling out a scoop and dumping it into the bowl she had planned to eat her pasta out of. Then she took a spoon, a metal one this time, and started feeding the silica feed to herself. 

The taste was bland, but the moment the feed touched her tongue, she felt a strange warmth of satisfaction. Little did she realize it was the nanobots rewarding her for finally giving in, for finally feeding them the material they

needed to give her a curvier body. 

However, Anita could not just stop at one. Just like an addict, she ate more than that first scoop. This time, she did not even bother to scoop more out. She just dipped her spoon into the bag and ate it straight. Spoonful after spoonful went into her mouth. Anita swallowed it all down and then reached for another spoonful. 

"I'm such an idiot," Anita told herself, chastising herself, but she did not stop. 

She kept feeding herself until her stomach protested, her belly full and even a little distended from the volume of what she had just consumed. 

"Ugh," Anita groaned as she looked into the bag and saw just how much of the feed she had eaten. It had to be close to a third of the bag. Worse, this bag was bigger than the one Tara had brought home with her. That bag was enough to make her truly massive. How big would this bag make Anita? She had no idea and was afraid to even voice the question. 

Unfortunately, the feed was not part of a normal diet. It had no nutrients for her body, only for the tiny robots in her body. It only took one binging meal of silica feed for Anita to feel weak and tired. She found herself curling up on the couch, never even making it to her bed, her eyes closing as she fell asleep. 

But while she slept, the nanobots got to work, finally having something to work with after all this time. It was time to start building, to start fulfilling their functions as machines. It was time to start building implants. 
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While Anita had been gorging herself on silica feed, Tara was out of town, meeting with one of the men on the panel of federal regulators. The vote on whether to approve BBB Pharma's new breast enhancement technology was coming up and it was Tara's job to make sure it all came together, that approval came so they could more widely disseminate the technology and allow women all over the world become as endowed as they dreamed of. 

"I usually don't meet with company spokespeople over dinner," Peter Banks said. 

He was on the federal review panel. His vote was crucial to get the new implants fully approved. He held a glass of wine in his hand, clearly not bothered by what he was doing. 

"This is different," Tara said. Her eyes smoldered with lust and seduction. 

Everything about tonight was about seduction. She wanted to make sure Peter Banks was on the side of BBB Pharma when the breast implants technology came up for a vote. "This is about the future." 

She took a sip of her own wine, not bothering to look at it as she spoke. The alcohol did its job of loosening her lips. It allowed her to flirt with the man seated across from her, letting him know there were other things on her mind than work. But that was all a part of the plan. 

"I'm still not sure about the data your company has provided," he said. He sipped his drink as well, watching her. "And I'm not convinced the implants will be any safer than what is already on the market. I assume your implants came from BBB?" 

"Right you are," Tara said. She had come to this dinner dressed to impress. Her breasts were very much on display in the low-cut blue dress. Her cleavage was framed by a wavy bit of extra fabric that ran from the side of the dress up to the shoulders. The dress was plenty long, reaching to just below her knees, but it was tight and her hourglass figure was accented with a belt around her waist. "I have no regrets about the implants or their size. I never knew I wanted to be this big, but I love it." 

Peter Banks nodded along, his eyes constantly drawn into Tara's cleavage. It was just nature taking its course, natural instinct, millions of years of evolution leading to a single action. 

"And the best part about this sort of implant is the control the woman has," Tara continued. "With traditional surgical options, the woman is locked into a single size, especially at first. Just think about all those women who get implants and then go back for more. This would save them multiple surgeries." 

"And it would upend an entire industry." 

"You say that as if the plastic surgeons of the world pay your salary," Tara pressed. "All we are doing is offering women the choice to look how they want to look, to have the breasts that they want to have." 

"And there are no side effects?" 

Peter Banks had read all the data, but his concern was with the side effects. 

There were none listed. How could a medical product like this have no side effects? 

"I'll admit, I was surprised when I started," Tara answered. "I didn't expect them to feel so good. They're so sensitive. But I love how they feel. And there's some residual heat. The implants retain body heat. But that's not really a side effect. 

And it makes me want to show off my bosom more. That can't be a bad thing." 

To make her point, Tara shimmied her shoulders, making her tits sway back and forth. Her dinner companion was mesmerized. 

"But I think all of your questions would be answered with a proper demonstration, don't you think?" It was a bold proposal, but Tara already knew she had this man stuck in her orbit. It would be easy to bring him back to her hotel room and earn his vote. 

"Yes," Peter Banks said. "A demonstration is a must." 

That was all Tara needed. She knew exactly where this dinner was leading now. 

And she could not wait for their meal to finish so that she could work off the intense sexual need she felt. Her tits made her so horny. She wanted nothing more than to have Peter Banks knead her tits as he fucked her pussy. 

Once the offer had been made, the rest of dinner went quickly. Tara answered technical questions about the implants. She explained the manufacturing process. 

She spoke with passion and fervor about all the benefits these new breasts were

going to give women all over the world. But she knew the sealing of the deal would take place in her hotel room. 

And it did not take Tara long before she lured her target back to her hotel room. 

Dinner went smoothly, but they skipped dessert so that he could get a feel for what Tara's implants really felt like. 

"Ooh, that feels so good," Tara moaned as Peter pushed her up against the wall and grabbed her tits. They were too big for a single handful. But that only made it better, as he rubbed his hand all over her chest. 

"Fuck, these feel good," he said as he let his inhibitions go and gave into his inner desires. Little did Tara know, Peter banks was a massive breast man. He loved the big and fake tits look. He loved touching them, playing with them, and even fucking them. And seeing how easily Tara's tits turned her on, turned him all the more. 

"So nice," she gasped, her hips rocking back and forth in response to his touch. 

She was close to orgasm already. "I need you inside me." 

There was no way Peter would not oblige Tara. Tara leaned her head back and let Peter pull her dress up over her shoulders, revealing her round and huge tits, bouncing as she moved, her tits so sensitive from her implants that she felt her nipples tingle. Her boobs were so big it was like she had two beach balls strapped to her chest. And while they were heavier than air, they were definitely lighter than normal implants. That was one of their selling points. 

It didn't take Peter long to strip off his own clothes. He was hungry for sex after the meal and now was the perfect time to satisfy himself. Peter wasted little time in pushing Tara down on the bed and pulling his cock out. His member was bigger than average, but Tara welcomed the size. She knew she could take it all and enjoy herself as well. 

But Tara wasn't going to let her pleasure derail her mission. She needed Peter to embrace her implants. She needed him to enjoy them more than any set of tits he had ever touched before. 

"Play with my tits while you fuck me," she begged. "Touch me. Rub me. play with my fucking tits." 

Peter took her advice, stroking his cock with one hand and running his other hand over her breasts. Tara could feel his arousal grow. She wanted him to get off, to cum, but more importantly, she wanted him to understand just how great tits like hers could be. Tara wanted every woman to have massive tits like hers. 

She no longer wanted to be a sideshow. She wanted to be the norm. And BBB

Pharma could make that happen. 

"Oh, yes, that feels so good," Tara called out as Peter sank his length into her. 

She was so wet, so ready for him already. She needed this as much as the company did. 

"I can't wait until we can offer these to every woman," Tara continued. "Just think about it. You don't have to worry about getting surgery to have perfectly sized breasts. You can decide how big you want to be." 

It was impressive that Tara was able to speak so fluently about the product while getting fucked. Not that Peter was able to take in the finer details of breast implants in his current state. It was hard to think about anything when his cock was surrounded by Tara's velvety soft pussy. She really was the perfect fuck doll for BBB Pharma. 

"So nice," Peter said, his eyes no longer focused as he pistoned in and out of Tara's pussy. He had lost all control and was now just reacting. The sheer size of Tara's tits made his body feel as though they were going to pop from her frame. 

But he didn't care. He needed her. And he loved just how big they were. She was right. They were perfect for her. No matter what their size, Tara's tits were wondrous. And it was obvious that all women should have a set just like them. 

"You're going to make me cum," Tara called out, not caring if there were neighbors who could hear them fucking. 

"Yes," Peter groaned in pleasure. "I'm gonna make you cum so fucking hard." 

It didn't take long before the pair came together, Tara crying out in release as she clamped her thighs around Peter's waist. And then Peter was on top, slamming his cock into her wet hole over and over again until he came, emptying himself inside her. 

They laid there together for a long time, neither of them speaking. Peter was spent, his energy taken up by Tara's impressive performance. She was truly the

sexiest woman he had ever been with. And she certainly had the biggest tits he had ever touched. There were only a handful of porn stars who were bigger, but he never got close to them. He only saw their endowments late at night, when he was too horny to do anything but watch porn with big-titted bimbos. 

"Unless you have any other questions," Tara said when they both started to recover, "I am guessing BBB Pharma has your vote, Mr. Banks." 

Peter gave an affirmative grunt. But in Tara's experience, that was a guaranteed vote in BBB Pharma's favor. She had done her work. And if Peter Banks had anything left in him, that was just for fun. There were advantages to being a spokeswoman and fuck toy. The orgasmic pleasure was top of the list. 
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Anita woke up with a groan. The alarm in her bedroom was screeching, trying to wake her up. But she never made it to her bed last night. She curled up on her couch instead and fell asleep, lulled into slumber after gorging herself on the silica feed. 

Her chest hurt and her pants felt like they were vise grips around her hips. 

"What the fuck happened?" Anita asked herself. Although even as she asked the question, she had a semblance of an idea. 

One look down at her chest was enough to confirm the worst of it. Anita had breast implants now. And they were big. She had no idea how big. She only knew that the only way she would fit into a bra now was if she went out and got sized for a new one. Not even her sports bras would be big enough to contain her new breasts. 

"Oh, that's better," Anita sighed as she reached up behind her and unhooked her bra. That was the cause of her chest pain. Her breasts had grown too big for her bra. It was a matter of simple physics. And now that her boobs had room to breathe, she felt much better. 

However, that did not explain the way Anita's pants felt too tight. She knew she had eaten far too much of the feed last night, but that did not explain why her pants were so tight. 

Anita bit her lip to keep from groaning as she pushed herself up to standing and then shuffled into the bathroom to get a better look at herself. Her legs barely moved with the tightness of her pants. It did not make sense. 

"Holy fuck," Anita said the moment she saw her reflection. It was not just that she now had really big boobs that were clearly fake. Her ass had expanded almost as much. And to add insult to injury, her face was now framed by two streaks of blonde hair. The rest of her hair looked unchanged, but the two sets of strands that fell out of the bun she usually kept her hair up in were blonde. 

There was nothing Anita could do about her hair at the moment. Instead, she focused on pulling the bra free from her top and then peeling her pants down over her hips and ass. 

"How did this happen?" Anita asked once she had her pants down around her thighs. Luckily, her legs had not gained the hefty meat that her ass had. They had stayed slender. But that did not explain how her ass had gotten so big. 

Not that the answer was hard to find. It had to do with the nanobots and that damned silica feed. Somehow, the little robots in her body had spread beyond her chest and also congregated in her ass and maybe even in her scalp. That was the only way she could explain all the changes to her body. 

Anita stripped off her clothes, unsure about what to do. She knew going to the doctor would be the prudent choice. But that came with problems of their own. 

She would have to explain how all this came to be, how she became dosed with BBB Pharma nanobots. And that might lead back to her theft of their documents. 

There was no doubt in Anita's mind that BBB Pharma was in the wrong. They had arranged for the stranger to dose her, to inject her with body modifying tiny robots. But that had been in retaliation for stealing documents. And given how BBB Pharma probably had better lawyers than Anita ever would, it was likely the company would win whatever case she tried to bring against them. 

Anita stared at her naked reflection in the mirror. What she saw was impressive. 

At no time in her life did she ever think she would sport such an exaggerated hourglass figure. There was a part of Anita that could not help but smile as she assessed her reflection. Even though she believed women should not need to alter their bodies to be considered beautiful, Anita loved how much better her body looked this way. Even the blonde streaks in her hair looked good. 

Anita's alarm went off again, having snoozed previously. She rushed into her bedroom to turn it off. The last thing she needed was an angry neighbor. Anita had no desire to explain what she had done to her body. Everyone would assume she had plastic surgery, which was completely out of character for her. 

However, the alarm meant Anita had to get to work. And work meant taking a shower and finding something to wear. 

"Shower first," Anita said, segmenting her morning so that she could focus on one thing at a time. 

However, Anita moaned in pleasure the moment the hot spray from the shower head hit her new boobs. She had no idea they were so sensitive. She immediately

reached up to grab her new assets, but the contact of her nipples against her palms only made it worse. 

"Get a hold of yourself," Anita chastised. Her mind raced, trying to come up with excuses for her changed body. The problem was her breasts were so distracting. Every sensation, even the spray hitting her taut skin, caused a spike in her arousal. Anita wanted nothing else than to cum, but she was determined to deny herself. 

"Fuck," Anita cursed as she stepped out of the shower, trying to calm herself down. Her breasts continued to tingle, her nipples, her skin, and maybe even the implants themselves. That last part should not have been possible, but there she was, experiencing it. 

Anita managed to get through the rest of her morning bathroom routine with gritted teeth. She just wanted this all to be over, to travel back in time a week or so, to before the moment she stole that box of documents. Everything would have been fine if she had never gotten so interested in Tara's sudden boob fetish. 

However, finding clothing that fit proved to be a problem. Anita could easily fit into a long, flowing skirt. She rarely wore them to work, but this would not be the first time. She just had to put up with the fact that none of her panties fit. She would have to go commando, which definitely was a new experience. Nothing she owned would otherwise fit over her ass. 

Like with panties, bras were also out of the questions. Nothing Anita owned would fit her increased bust. Not even her sports bras were capable of containing her, let alone providing any support. Thankfully, other than their size, her boobs remained perky and in little need of direct support. 

Eventually, Anita settled on a sweater that would satisfy her. It was thick and bulky, which would be ideal for downplaying the sudden change in size. She did not want to spend her day explaining to people that she did not, in fact, get a boob job overnight. 

However, the moment Anita pulled on the sweater, she felt the heat of her body rising. She almost immediately started sweating, with beads of perspiration breaking out on her forehead. It was worse on her chest, her breasts overheating with so little airflow over them. 

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Anita cursed as she ripped off the sweater. It only took a minute before she realized it would not work. She thought back to Tara and how quickly she adopted low-cut tops. Anita thought that had just been Tara showing off, but now she started to wonder if there was something more to it. Not that Anita could do much thinking in the morning rush before she needed to leave for work. She was already way behind schedule and would be late to the office unless every other car in the city took a different route, leaving her drive free of traffic. 

Diving into her closet, Anita eventually found an old sweater that might work. It had a V-neck that dipped low enough to show off some cleavage, but was also bulky enough to maybe downplay the sudden increase in the size of her boobs. It was a small hope, since anyone with a critical eye would spot the change. But it was better than nothing. Anita could not bring herself to wear a tight top that showcased her boobs. It went against everything she thought she stood for. Hell, breast implants were against what she stood for, but now she had both them and what seemed to be ass implants. Her whole plan to save Tara and take down BBB Pharma was not going well. 
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Anita had no idea what to expect when she got into work. Her major fears had been people questioning her change in appearance. That led to Anita keeping her head down and trying to avoid making eye contact with her coworkers. Instead, she holed herself up in her office and got straight to work. 

Except work almost immediately felt fleeting. Anita kept zoning out, her hands leaving the mouse and keyboard in favor of her new breasts. There was something about the sensation of rubbing them between her fingers that just seemed impossible to ignore. 

"Stop it," Anita chastised herself as she pulled her hands away from her chest. 

"You're going to get fired if you can't do your job." 

She forced herself to keep working, but even then, it felt like a losing battle. 

Whenever Anita just needed to use her mouse, her left hand came up and started tugging on her sweater, pulling at the neckline. 

It did not take long for Anita to decide that sweaters were not the way to go. 

Even though the weather was perfect for wearing sweaters, her chest felt overheated. She thought it might have been something to do with the heating system, but pulling out the little desk fan she sometimes used during the hot summer months when the air conditioning could not keep up with the rise in temperatures did little to bring her relief. 

"This is all Tara's fault," Anita complained as she felt tempted to take off the sweater. The only problem with that was Anita's office was not completely private. The door was solid wood, but there was a window beside it, allowing anyone to look in on her. 

It was easy to blame Tara for her predicament, but that would change nothing. 

Instead, Anita would need to find some other way to make it through the day. It had taken her years to get where she was. She was not worried about getting fired for a single day's struggle, but this was not something that could continue. 

Unfortunately, it was not just Anita's boobs that caused her grief. In those rare moments when her chest did not take up her attention, it was her ass instead. It felt strange to sit, as if she had firm pillows beneath her. Except those firm pillows were inside of her body, not beneath her. It certainly did not help that

there was only the thin fabric of her skirt between her intimate areas and the chair. 

The problem with all of this was the discomfort was never ending. Even now, Anita could not get comfortable, not with her boobs and butt constantly calling out to her. She was constantly grinding her ass into her seat, trying to get comfortable. Nothing seemed to feel right. 

Even her posture had shifted. Anita sat up straighter than normal, pushing her ass into the chair and pushing her chest forward with her shoulders back. It made her look fantastic, but it was a far cry from her usual slouch. 

"I can't just sit here all day," Anita said as she pushed herself to her feet. She paced around the room, trying to get her mind and body into sync. 

Not that walking exactly helped. Anita felt her ass sway back and forth as she walked. She kept catching glimpses of her reflection in the glass window and had to keep herself from staring at the reflection of her boobs jiggling against the fabric of her sweater. It would have been funny had she not felt such shame and embarrassment. 

Anita stopped in the corner of her office, out of sight of the window. She ran her hands down her flanks, following the new curves of her body. Then she ran her hands over the significant swell of her ass cheeks. The whole thing was strange. 

Anita had never understood why women wanted big asses. They just seemed to get in the way. Big boobs did too, but that was another matter. 

"What the?" Anita exclaimed when her fingers found a damp patch at the back of her skirt, right under where she had been sitting. 

It was only then that Anita realized how turned on she was. Her pussy was wet, leaking her juices. And she was not wearing panties that would have helped to soak them up. 

Anita pulled her fingers back, raising them to her nose. Her nose scrunched up in disgust at herself when the scent of sex hit her. It was embarrassing. 

Not that Anita was a stranger to sex. It might have been a while since she was last with a man, but she was fully capable of taking care of her own needs. And that was how she knew what she smelled like. She had experimented, wondering

what she smelled and even tasted like. 

Annoyed with herself, Anita forced herself back to her desk. She needed to put her body out of her mind and focus on work. But just before she was about to throw herself down into her augmented ass, she saw the dark spot on the cloth seat. It was not just her skirt that got wet. It was her chair, too. 

"You've got to be kidding me," Anita grumbled. But she sat down anyway, figuring the best way to deal with this was to ignore it. 

That only took a couple of minutes before Anita was in agony, her ass on fire. 

Her skirt was soaked as well. And her boobs still felt like overheated masses stuck onto her chest. It really felt like her body was screaming at her. 

Somehow, Anita managed to make it through the day. She had to take frequent breaks to give her boobs and ass a breather. She even locked the door of her office at one point and hid in the corner as she took off her sweater, giving her chest some serious relief. 

The only problem was Anita's work output slowed to a crawl. She could barely get any work done while her hands kept traveling to her new assets, touching them, teasing them, kneading them, even groping them. The attention on her boobs and butt felt amazing, making it clear why her skirt was wet. 

And it did not take long for Anita to realize the discomfort she thought she felt was actually something else. It was pleasure. The difference was this pleasure was so much stronger than what she was used to feeling. It felt so good it almost felt like pain. 

"Tomorrow I'll be back to my normal self," Anita told herself as she turned the light off in her office to leave at the end of the day. She had not even gotten through half her workload and it felt like a struggle just to keep going. 

"Tomorrow will be better." 

Anita's optimism did not last. She knew, deep down, she had been lying to herself. It was not going to get better. All she could do was hope to find a way to cope with the changes to her body. 
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The moment Anita arrived home, her eyes locked onto the bag of silica feed on the kitchen counter. After last night's binge, she did not want a repeat. Not only was she starving, having skipped multiple meals, she knew the feed held no nutritional value to her. The feed only provided building materials for the nanobots in her body. 

Anita's desire was to never let another grain of the feed to pass her lips again. 

But Anita had a basic understanding of science, even if the nanobots and silica feed was way beyond her abilities. She knew that going cold turkey was probably not her best option. She needed to wean herself off the feed. It would mean further growth, but she was already beyond her preferred size. She needed to slow down and then ease off, or risk binging on feed again. 

"Tomorrow," Anita told herself. "I'll try quitting tomorrow." 

She added a scoop of the silica feed to her dinner, hoping that would be enough to leave her nanobots sated. She remembered how Tara was adding three scoops to her meals every day. Just one was a small price to pay. And unlike Tara, who only had breast implants, those scoops were getting divided between Anita's boobs and butt. Her growth would be more mild. 

At least, that was what Anita told herself. The reality was otherwise. When the next day arrived, Anita added feed to her breakfast and lunch. But then when it came to dinner, she made soup. And she ate that soup out of a small bowl, requiring her to go back for seconds and even thirds. Each one of those bowls had a scoop of feed added to it. 

By the end of the week, Anita was eating more feed than the directions on the bag. She had started taking her lunch with her to work, still embarrassed about her sudden change in body shape. She would bring a cup of yogurt and a cup of applesauce, and several other similar items to make for a healthy lunch. And each one of those items would have a scoop of silica feed added to them before she ate them. 

Clothing became an even bigger problem, especially as she continued to grow. 

Her boobs just kept getting bigger. She heard a guy on the street comment about them. "Would you look at the tits on that chick?” he said behind her back, but loud enough for her to hear. From that moment on, Anita started calling them

tits, at least in her head. 

As soon as her day off arrived, Anita went shopping. She usually hated shopping, but she now faced an emergency situation. She was down to a single outfit that still fit her expanding assets and it was not something she could wear daily. It was not even something she could stand to wear for more than a couple of hours before the heat in her implants overwhelmed her. 

It was torture and something needed to change. Anita's implants could not shrink, but the clothes she wore could be different. And given her expanded assets, it would probably look like her clothing shrunk, even if they were actually bigger. 

Tired of soaking through her skirts all the time, Anita's first decision was to buy new panties. That needed to be the base from which she completed the rest of her shopping. She could not keep finding wet spots on her clothes, both at work and at home. 

"I don't think these will fit me," Anita said as she held up a pair of bikini cut panties. She turned and looked down over her shoulder at her still growing ass. 

Anita had no idea how big she was now, but the change from her previously flat behind was monumental. 

It took a little looking, but Anita eventually came to the conclusion that panties that actually tried to cover her butt were out. She needed more risqué styles, like thongs and g-strings. Those were the only panties that covered her pussy and did not get in the way of her ass, at least while wearing them. Getting them on could still prove difficult, but Anita was beyond caring about that at the moment. She just wanted something she could wear so her coworkers and complete strangers did not see how turned on she was. 

Not that Anita's arousal could be entirely hidden by just a pair of thong panties. 

The problem resided, as it now always seemed to, in her tits. More specifically, the problem was with her nipples. The huge jump in erotic sensitivity made her nipples perpetually hard. They poked against whatever top she wore. And since she could not wear bras until she finished growing, her nipples were always rubbing against her tops and even poking out against the fabric. It was annoying, but also pleasurable. 

Beyond the constant sexual heat her new assets gave her, Anita was surprised at

how easily the rest of her adapted to her new proportions. The implants were heavy and getting heavier each day, but they were nowhere near as heavy as she had expected. It was not like she had balloons strapped in her chest and her ass, but she did not have saline or even silicone in there either. The silica implants ended up lighter than silicone, making them an impressive feat of engineering. 

Her movements felt only slightly impacted. She could not run with her unrestrained tits, but Anita had never been much of a runner before. 

Once Anita had her new panties picked out, including wearing a pair so that she could try on other clothing without worrying that she might get them wet with her fluids, she moved on to another store, looking for both tops and bottoms. 

At first, Anita was drawn toward clothing that was close to her original style. 

They remained baggy, even when the tops included low necklines. But the baggy tops looked sad on Anita's body. She was carrying around a massive bust, although still nothing close to Tara's size, but her waist was natural, leaving a dramatic difference between the size of her chest and the size of her waist. 

Baggy clothes just made her feel fat and slovenly. 

"I can't believe I'm doing this," Anita said as she pulled on a stretchy wrap top. 

The neckline was so low it was obvious she was not wearing a bra. And yet, the top was both comfortable and it looked good. The cool air on her tits made it so much easier to focus. And it did not hurt how the top helped to accentuate her comparably narrow waist. 

Changes came to Anita's collection of pants and skirts, too. Both needed to be stretchy to fit over her ass. But that took a little time to learn. The first pair of pants Anita tried on managed to hold her expanded ass for only a few seconds before she heard the ripping sound. The cool air on her ass cheeks felt good, but that was not appropriate for going out in public. 

Anita pulled on the next size up before she reported the incident to the shop clerk. "These ripped when I tried them on," she said, her face beet red from embarrassment. 

The shop clerk looked Anita up and down, giving her a thoroughly judgmental look, wondering what Anita had done to her body. There was no way she could hide her new proportions. Everyone knew she had implants. The only positive from the interaction was the note of jealousy in the clerk's eyes that accompanied

the disgust. The clerk wanted bigger tits, too. She just did not want ones as large as Anita now had. 

However, that was the strange thing about Anita's situation. She was pretty sure she hated what she was doing to her body. The skin around her tits and ass felt tight and stretched, although that was mostly from her sudden growth after binging on the feed. That tightness was better now. But Anita could no longer imagine going back to the way things were before. She fully intended to have a doctor remove her implants when she finished growing, but she figured a downsize would be better than complete removal. And that included her ass implants. 

Anita spent most of her afternoon shopping. She basically had to buy a whole new wardrobe. It was not enough to just buy a couple of pieces. The only parts of her wardrobe she could leave alone were her shoes and socks. Everything else needed to change. And that meant buying more clothing in one day than Anita had purchased before. 

"I need a treat," Anita told herself when she finished the bulk of her shopping. 

She swayed and jiggled up to the food court, buying a smoothie so she could satisfy her sweet tooth and get needed calories and hydration all at once. Anita bought the smoothie, but before she even started to suck on the straw, she removed the lid and removed a baggy of silica feed from her purse. 

Each and every day, Anita told herself she was going to cut back on the feed. 

She was certain that she did not want to keep growing. And yet, she kept eating the feed. She kept growing. 

Anita had no idea how much feed was actually in the baggy, but she dumped it all into the top of her smoothie, mixing it in with the straw. She knew she looked strange doing this, but she was past the point of caring now. She needed her feed. 

It was as simple as that. The continued growth was just an unfortunate side effect. 

That first bit of feed enhanced smoothie left Anita sighing in comfort. She now understood why Tara kept eating the feed after reaching the right size. Anita wanted to stop growing, but she could not cut back on the feed. It was an addiction that made no sense, but she kept eating it with each and every meal. 

And so she kept growing bigger and bigger each and every day. 
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"G ood morning," Anita said when she walked into the conference room for a meeting. Her tits preceded her, as they always did now. 

There was no longer any point in hiding her assets. Anita could not continue to hide in her office forever. She needed to get out and actually show her face occasionally. And a smile would go a long way toward reminding people she was an employee. 

The eyes of everyone in the conference room were glued to her as she swayed across the room. As far as Anita could figure, she had not changed the way she walked, but her ass had a tendency to move on its own, rocking back and forth with each step. And her tits tended to move a bit on their own as well, a natural shift back and forth as her shoulders moved, countering the movement of her hips. It gave her a bit of a wiggle when she tried to walk quickly. But taking it slow, it turned into more of a sway. 

"Were you gone on vacation?" Anita's boss asked. It was the first time he had seen her in a long time. He assumed there had been a vacation in there somewhere, because he had never seen Anita look the way she did now. He assumed she had taken time off for some significant plastic surgery. 

"No, I've just been hard at work in my office," Anita answered as she sat down. 

Her tits bobbed with the sudden changing of movement. Every man in the room found themselves staring into her cleavage. Even his female coworkers were looking up from their tablets. 

Anita had never had this much attention on herself. She had not even experienced something like this when she gave a presentation to these same people. They were all staring at her body. And she had to admit, she liked it. The way everyone stared at her made her feel powerful. It gave her confidence she had never had before. 

But where her new body had given her something special, it had also taken something away from her. 

"Well, either way, we're all looking forward to your report on the Peterson account," her boss said. 

Anita looked down at her notes, looking for the appropriate report. Except there was nothing in front of her about the Peterson account. She looked flummoxed, not understanding how she had so quickly gone from darling of the conference room to looking like a bimbo. 

"I'm sorry, sir," Anita said, her eyes never leaving the papers in front of her. "But I don't have anything on the Peterson account. If you'll excuse me, I'll go back to my office and try to find it." 

Anita's boss nodded his head. She hurried out of the office, her body fighting her efforts to move quickly. On her way out the door, she heard one of her coworkers mention something about a blonde moment. 

"Is that what this is?" Anita asked herself as she grabbed her tits to keep them from bouncing on her chest too much. The thought that she might be having a blonde moment scared her, since she was now mostly blonde. What had started as simple blonde streaks that framed her face now included most of her hair. She had even gone past the point of having dark hair with blonde highlights to having blonde hair with dark highlights. 

If Anita had more time, she would have gone to the bathroom to check on her reflection and maybe even throw some water on her face. Instead, she was in a rush, not wanting to keep her coworkers and her boss waiting any longer than she already had. 

Reaching into the file cabinet, Anita grabbed a few binders that seemed important for the meeting. Panic was beginning to set in at the realization of what everyone thought of her. She felt like a complete ditz to have forgotten what the meeting was about. 

But as Anita tried to grab all the associated files, she had the distinct impression that she had not been working on the Peterson account recently. She had been working on something else. 

Anita stopped for a moment, needing to calm down. She dropped the files onto her desk and reached up to fondle her tits. She let her head fall back as calm washed over her. How could anything be wrong when her tits made her feel so good? 

When Anita returned to the conference room, she had no idea how long she had

been gone for. She did not even know if the meeting had carried on in her absence. There was more on the agenda than just her report about the Peterson account. 

"Welcome back," her boss said, his annoyance evident in his furrowed brow. 

"Sorry about that, everyone," Anita said. "Are you ready for me to begin again?" 

"Please," her boss said. 

Anita launched into information she pulled from the papers in front of her. She was an experienced enough employee to be familiar with all the accounts once she had the information in front of her. Even without a written report, she felt confident she could distill the various details into a cohesive presentation. 

"Did you say Peters or Peterson?" her boss asked. 

Suddenly flustered, Anita looked down at the papers in front of her, but her eyes became unfocused. Her hands reached up, wanting to cup the outside of her tits again for comfort. 

"I said Peterson, didn't I," Anita said. "I'm sure I said Peterson." 

Anita tried to carry on with her presentation, but she never recovered. And it was even worse when she needed to start talking about the numbers. The files she had were incomplete. She started having to do the math in her head and mental math was never Anita's strongest ability, especially with large numbers, which these obviously were. She got a lot of the details wrong. 

"Stop," Anita's boss finally said. "You're clearly not ready for this meeting. 

Gather up your stuff and go back to your office. I'll summon you when I'm ready to see you about this." 

Dejected, Anita did as she was told. She knew she was in trouble. But she also knew what the problem was. There were two problems, actually. She was behind on her work, the files incomplete because she had been unable to focus due to her growing tits and ass. But she had also grabbed both the Peterson and Peters files, mixing them up in her rush to return to the conference room. Not only was her mental math wrong, but many of the numbers she quoted were wrong as well. 

"I'm such a ditz," Anita chastised herself when she returned to her office. There was no use trying to complete the task she had been assigned now that everything was a mess. And if she had not been ordered back to her office, she would have escaped to throw water on her face at a minimum. But stuck in her office, she did the only sensible thing she could do. She cleaned up the files she had mixed up, trying to return her office to some sort of normality. 

But even that did not last long. Halfway through her task, Anita stopped and sat down at her desk. She opened her top, unwrapping her tits, exposing them. 

"Oh, that's nice," Anita moaned as she reached up and gently pulled on her nipples. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head in response to the calming pleasure. She felt so much better when she touched her boobs. Anita could never get enough of touching her tits, feeling their perfectly soft firmness against her fingers, squeezing them together or playing with her nipples. Somehow, the implant beneath the skin was pliant, yet firm, giving her the round tits that she had come to love, but maintaining a softness that almost belied their unnatural origins. 

"What the hell are you doing?" shouted Anita's boss. 

Her eyes snapped open. She looked at the man who had caught her masturbating in her office. He was standing in front of her desk, looking down at her as she played with herself. 

"Oh my god," Anita cried as she tried to cover herself. "I'm so sorry." 

"Look, Anita, I don't know what's going on with you right now," he said as he continued to stare her down. It did not matter that she seemed half naked, her breasts barely covered by her flimsy top. "I've hardly seen you for over a week. I checked on the work you've been sending in and it's like you're barely trying lately. It looks like you're getting less than half of your usual amount of work done. That's why I assumed you had been on vacation. I didn't remember approving time away, but I can't imagine how else you got those..." 

Anita's boss waved his hand toward her chest. She knew exactly what he was talking about. Given their size, surgery seemed the logical explanation. 

"I can do better," Anita said. "I will do better." 

"I'm afraid it's past that time now," her boss said. "I was going to give you the straighten up and fly right speech, but based on what you were doing when I walked in, it shows you've reached a level of poor judgment and results that I simply can't continue to put up with." 

"You're firing me?" Anita whimpered. 

"You leave me no choice. I want you out of here by lunchtime. If you're still here then, I'll have security escort you out." 

"Yes, sir," Anita said, lowering her head, unable to look at him anymore. She felt such strong shame. 

"You did good work before all of this," her boss said, lamenting the changes she had undergone. "I don't know what happened, but get some help. See a therapist. 

Do something." 

And with that, her boss left the room. That left Anita alone, needing to clean out her office and leave the premises before lunchtime. It was one more strike against her decision to try to save Tara. Now it was she who might need saving. 
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"D id you receive our marketing materials, Mr. Clarke?" Tara asked through the speakerphone. With approval of the new technology assured, she had shifted her responsibilities to begin recruiting women who wished to undergo such a wonderful transformation as she had, getting the tits that would exceed their dreams. 

But it was not enough to just use word of mouth. BBB Pharma needed to make a big splash when they entered the market officially. Mr. Clarke was a talent agent, working with pop stars and models. He had an aging pop star on the tail end of her career who was looking for a comeback. A new look, a sexier look, was desired. But Tara was not just hoping to secure the one woman for enhancement. 

Her goal was to secure an up-and-coming starlet as well, making sure BBB

Pharma could secure both women who were afraid to age and women who wanted to look perfect shortly after reaching adulthood. 

"I did," Mr. Clarke answered, his voice a little tinny coming through the speaker. 

These phones did not have the best speaker quality, but BBB Pharma was still growing. Tara knew it was more important to put investors' funds into the product than into the phone system. "And you're telling me all this is possible without any surgery?" 

"That's correct. I have a set of BBB Pharma implants myself. All it took was one injection and eating the special food additive we've developed here. I've got perfect tits that I love, all without scarring or any concerns about recovery." 

"And the nanobots can be programmed for whatever we choose?" 

Tara smiled. She had a feeling that Mr. Clarke would take a guiding hand in creating his client's new look. But that was fine by Tara. She was well aware of how women rarely understood what was best for them until they had experienced it. Tara had wanted to only get a small boost to her breasts, an increase of a couple of cup sizes. But she could no longer imagine being that small. She loved her giant implants so much she had continued to eat the feed, albeit at much smaller amounts. 

"That's right. It's a bespoke process. The latest version of the hardware and software can even give the client the look, if you know what I mean." 

"That's fantastic," Mr. Clarke said. 

The look was the latest trend in cosmetic medicine, a specific facial appearance that was both generic and exotic at the same time. Everyone seemed to want it, but BBB Pharma was the only company that could guarantee results. Every other surgeon and clinic could only push people in the right direction. 

However, before Tara could continue her conversation with Mr. Clarke, the screen on her cell phone lit up with a call. Anita's name was on the notification. 

"I'm sorry, Mr. Clarke, but something has just come up that I need to take care of. I hope that you will continue to look through the materials we've sent you and I will follow up with you in a day or two." 

It was a sudden change, but there was no way Tara was going to leave Anita hanging. If she was reaching out, it had to be important. 

"Yes, I understand. I look forward to our continued discussions." 

Tara quickly hung up her phone and managed to answer her cell phone before Anita's call went to voicemail. 

"Anita," Tara said in greeting. "I was just thinking I should reach out to you to see how you were doing." 

"Look, Tara," Anita said, her voice filled with tension and fear. "I know what you and your company did to me, but I still need your help." 

"Of course, I'll do whatever I can. Is this something we can talk about or would you prefer it if I came to visit you? Are you at work right now?" 

"I'm at home," Anita said. "Yeah, if you could come to me, that would be great. 

I... um... I just need a helping hand from a sympathetic friend." 

"I'll be over as soon as possible." 

It took half an hour for Tara to get across town to Anita's apartment building. 

BBB Pharma had kept tabs on Anita in the weeks since Tara switched out the file box, but Tara had not been directly involved. She had been informed of some of the first changes to Anita's body, how her breasts and ass suddenly grew. Tara

and her coworkers had guessed she binged on the feed, creating such a dramatic and sudden change. 

It was only a second from the time that Tara knocked on Anita's door to when the door opened. The lights were dim in Anita's apartment, leaving her in shadow. Tara stepped inside, not entirely sure what she might find, but she had no trouble spotting her friend's new proportions. Her tits looked big and round and her ass seemed similar, although it was harder to tell. 

"Hi, Tara," Anita said. "Come in." 

Tara stepped into the apartment, looking around to make sure nothing was amiss. 

It seemed unlikely that Anita would mean her ill will at this point, but she wanted to be careful. The dim light did not instill Tara with confidence, but no one jumped out at her when she entered. 

"It's so dark in here," Tara said. "How about we turn on some lights?" 

Even though she asked it as a question, Tara did not wait for an answer. She reached over to the light switch by the door and flicked the lights on. 

Anita gasped, but she did not recoil. It was the first time that Tara had seen her friend since before her transformation began. 

"Wow, you look—“

"Different?" Anita interrupted. 

"I was going to say beautiful, gorgeous, or amazing," Tara countered. And Anita looked all of those things. 

Her appearance had continued to change in the days since she was fired from her job. Her breasts and ass had continued to grow and her hair was now completely blonde, but her face had undergone a few changes as well. Her lips were full and pouting, her cheekbones were high and well defined, and her skin was perfectly smooth, without a single blemish. 

"I can barely move my face," Anita said. 

Tara had never seen the results from the latest nanobot release, but they did

everything they were supposed to do. Anita now had the look that she had been talking to Mr. Clarke about. In fact, if Anita had met Tara somewhere on the street instead of in the apartment, Tara might not have even recognized her friend. 

"You say that like it's a bad thing," Tara said with a smile. 

"It used to be a bad thing," Anita countered. 

"But not anymore," Tara said, knowing all too well how the nanobots changed perspectives. 

"Not anymore," Anita agreed. 

"Come here," Tara said as she spread her arms wide. 

The hug was awkward. They both now had large bosoms to contend with. But the comfort Tara could provide was important for Anita. She felt as if she had a friend again. 

It was impossible to understand how she had changed her mind about her transformed body. Anita still felt some degree of shame for looking the way she did, even though she now got so much positive attention whenever she left her apartment. At least now it felt like positive attention. 

It was weird how that change occurred. Wolf whistles were now considered good. It made no sense in comparison to Anita's previous life. A wolf whistle before would have resulted in a middle finger or a slap. Now she smiled and even giggled in response. One time, Anita even blew a kiss in return. 

"Thanks for coming," Anita finally said as she continued to hold on to her friend. 

"Of course," Tara said. "The past is the past, but I'm always here for you. I only want to help." 

"I know that," Anita said, her voice thick and throaty now. "But it's... I mean..." 

Anita's hands began moving around. Her breasts had ballooned up to huge proportions, nearly as big as Tara's. It was so easy to get turned on. Just hugging Tara was enough to make Anita wet with arousal. 

"It's okay," Tara said sympathetically, rubbing Anita's back with her hand. 

"Everything's going to be okay. Let's sit down and you can tell me what the trouble is." 

Even though it was Anita's apartment, it was Tara who took charge, guiding her friend toward the couch where they could both sit without issue. Tara watched with jealousy as Anita sat down on her augmented ass. It made Tara wonder if she needed to have her nanobots reprogrammed so they could do what Anita's nanobots had done to her. As the spokeswoman for BBB Pharma, she wanted to display the latest products, to show just how great the company was. 

"I notice you're not at work today," Tara commented once they were both seated. 

She looked over Anita's body, looking at her outfit. The scoop neck top left a lot of tit flesh on display, too much for a normal office in the current working environment. And her shorts were tiny, barely transitioning between her beautifully large ass to her sculpted thighs. This was a casual outfit, something Anita could easily wear without needing to look formal. 

"I got fired," Anita lamented. "I got fired because of you and your fucking company!" 

"It wasn't like that." 

"You know what I mean! You ruined my life! You made me into a whore, an object of sexual desire. I can't concentrate for more than a few minutes anymore. 

I come across like a complete fucking ditz. I totally screwed up a meeting at work. Then when my boss came to reprimand me, he caught me with my tits out, playing with them." 

Tara definitely understood Anita's problem. Even though her tits were mostly done growing, she still had difficulty covering them. Her cleavage was constantly on display, needing the fresh air to help cool them. Not that Tara had any idea what she would do come summer. Would she need to wear an ice vest to help keep her tits from overheating or would the still hot air still feel good on her exposed chest? 

"How long ago did you get fired?" Tara asked. It was important to understand the timelines she was dealing with. 

"Last week. And I've had two job interviews already, but no one will hire me

when I look like such a fucking bimbo. I'm pretty sure they brought me in just so they could stare at my tits and ass. But when they tried to ask me questions, I kept fumbling with my answers. And it didn't help that I look like a fucking sex doll now. So I don't think there's a job I can get now. I'm so fucking screwed." 

"Oh, honey," Tara said as she reached over and hugged Anita for a second time. 

"We'll figure something out. We're going to do whatever we need to in order to help you. Whatever it takes." 

Neither of them mentioned the idea of Anita getting surgery to remove her implants. That was no longer on the table. Even though Anita had never wanted implants at the beginning, looking down on women who got them, her opinions on the matter had radically shifted. She loved her big tits and her fat ass. She loved her blonde hair and doll-like facial features. There was no going back. All Anita wanted was a way forward. 

"Thanks," Anita said. "I never should have doubted you." 

13

[image: Image 16]

"S o I take it you need a new job," Tara said after much sympathizing. They even shared a meal enhanced with silica feed. Anita was still growing and used the full amount she always used. Tara used more than normal with her more reserved growth schedule, but it was still less than Anita. Anita had a way to go before she was as big as Tara. 

"I've got rent and bills to pay," Anita lamented. "And I spent a bunch of money on new clothes. I never knew how expensive clothes were for busty girls." 

Tara stifled a chuckle. She had long ago stopped calling herself busty. Busty was for women with normally big boobs. It was not a good term for the huge tits she and Anita now sported. However, she was not about to argue. That would not get them anywhere and it would only delay Tara's proposal. 

"We've got an open job at BBB Pharma," Tara offered. 

Anita rolled her eyes immediately, still unsure of how she felt about the company that had changed her life. On the one hand, Tara clearly loved her work and she was making more money than she ever had before. But this was the company that had also dosed her with implant growing nanobots without her knowledge. It did not matter that she now loved her tits. 

But the longer Anita sat there at the kitchen table, her plate scraped clean with her fork, having eaten every grain of silica feed she had mixed into her food, she could not stop wondering what kind of job Tara had in mind for her. 

"What is it?” Anita finally asked. As much as she wanted to hate Tara's company, she was not going to turn down paying work. 

"We need a receptionist," Tara said. "We've never had one, but we're going to start welcoming clients regularly. Plus, I'm traveling more these days and I haven't been able to fulfill all of my usual duties as much. We could definitely use you, both to greet clients and to keep up morale." 

Anita stuck her tongue out, disliking the idea of becoming a receptionist. It was one of the few ways she could show her displeasure. Her frozen face left her struggling to show emotion. Most of the time, she loved it, but there were downsides. 

"What part don't you like?" Tara asked. "The greeting clients or the other part." 

"Isn't being a receptionist kind of a downgrade for me?" Anita asked. "I mean, I had my own office before." 

“Yeah, but what's the purpose of having a great face and big, beautiful tits if you never show them off?” Tara countered. “You look so gorgeous. It would be a shame if no one ever got to see you. And you could help sell the product for other people, helping them decide if BBB Pharma nanobots are right for them.” 

"I suppose," Anita admitted. "I guess I could see myself doing that. I'd better get paid more than a regular receptionist or secretary, though." 

"Well, that's where the other part comes in," Tara said. 

"The morale boosting? What's that?" 

Tara giggled, knowing that Anita would probably balk at her description. But Tara also loved the morale part of her job the most. 

"You help take care of the other worker's needs," Tara said. 

Anita, however, chose that moment to reach up and rub the sides of her tits. Her face went blank for a moment, not hearing her friend's description. 

"Sorry, what did you say?" Anita said, snapping out of her trance-like state. 

"I said, you sexually please the rest of the staff," Tara said, deciding it was best to get to the point. If Anita was going to act like a ditz, it was best to be straight with her. It would save time and effort. 

"Wait, you've been fucking your coworkers all this time?" Anita asked, now truly surprised. She never would have guessed such a thing from her friend. Tara was not the sort of person to take sex lightly. But that was the Tara from before her implants. Anita understood all too well the difference between the before time and the after time. 

"It's great," Tara said. "It really helps with the arousal from my tits, too. I'm not nearly as handsy with myself after I've gotten a dick in me. It doesn't matter where. I've had them in every hole at this point, and between my tits. That's

especially fun." 

Anita's eyes glazed over at the description of sex. Without a job to keep her occupied, she had been spending a lot of time with her hands roaming over her body. Her tits and ass always felt good, but she could never ignore her pussy. 

It took a moment, but Anita snapped out of her stupor a second time. She both loved and hated her little ditzy moments. She hated them, because she came off as a ditz and a bimbo, but she loved how she always felt. Anita had always hated the idea of women as sex objects, but she had to admit, now that she had the face and body of one, she liked it. She liked it a lot. 

"I know you're going to take the job," Tara said as she pushed herself up from the table and started to walk around the kitchen. 

"I really don't think it's a good idea," Anita said. "I have higher aspirations than to turn myself into a secretarial slut." 

She did, but the way her forehead beaded with sweat said otherwise. Her pussy was already wet, but she was practically gushing now, her shorts soaked with her fluids. And her tits were calling out to be touched, to be mauled, anything. 

"I think it's a great idea," Tara said as she stepped behind her friends and reached out with her hands, leaning forward. 

Anita whimpered as Tara's huge bust pushed into the back of her head, cradling her with her cleavage. Tara's hands came around and started stroking the sides of Anita's tits, driving her wild with sexual need. 

"It's not," Anita moaned, trying with all her might to disagree as her body pulsed with erotic pleasure. 

"It's the perfect job for a pretty bimbo like yourself," Tara said. 

"No," Anita countered. 

Tara immediately pulled her hands away and stood up straight, removing Anita's head from her cleavage. "Oh, you want me to stop?" 

Deep down, Anita knew she was already lost. Stopping seemed impossible. She

needed to feel Tara's hands on her tits. She needed to feel Tara's tits pressed into her body. She needed to cum so very badly. 

"No, keep going," Anita begged, growing desperate. She could use her own hands to keep the pleasure flowing, but it would not be the same. It would not feel nearly as good as playing with Tara. 

"Then you'll take the job?" Tara asked. 

It was a simple proposition. Tara would continue playing with Anita's breasts if Anita agreed to take the receptionist job at BBB Pharma. 

"Yes," Anita finally answered. "You're right. I'll take the job. Now please go back to touching my boobs." 

With that agreement made, Tara returned her hands to Anita's tits. She was not about to deny her friend and future coworker anything. She pushed her tits into the back of Anita's head again, cradling her with her cleavage. Anita leaned back and let Tara have her way with her, moaning in pleasure the whole time. 

"You're going to make such a great receptionist and slut," Tara cooed softly. 

"We're going to have so much fun together." 

"Fuck yes," Anita moaned as she came, both agreeing with Tara that they were going to have fun together at BBB Pharma and responding to the cascade of pleasure that flowed through her body as she orgasmed. It was the beginning of a whole new Anita. 
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It was Anita's first day of work and she could not believe how well it had gone thus far. She spent her morning getting trained by Tara on the various systems the company used, like the phones and the scheduling computer system. 

Anita had even spent a solid hour with Dr. Rogers, the founder and CEO of BBB

Pharma. Her meeting with him started simple enough, with her sitting on his lap with her augmented ass. But once his hands came up and started playing with her tits, Anita became a wild woman, doing anything and everything he wanted, begging him to use her body for sex. 

And that was exactly what happened. Anita came more times than she could count. And in between orgasms, she played the perfect bimbo receptionist, giggling as she worked to get Dr. Rogers hard again. When he came for a final time, Anita was right there in front of him, rubbing his cock with her big tits, bouncing up and down to give him maximum pleasure. And she came, too, the sensation of his cock between her tits enough to push her over the edge. It was such a turn on to watch his cock pumping hot semen all over Anita's tits and into her cleavage. 

But now Anita was at her desk, in the reception lobby of the building, every drop of cum cleaned up from her body. She had Tara to thank for that part. Her blonde hair and makeup were perfect. So too was her pink minidress. The low neckline and thin straps made sure her tits were the first things anyone noticed about her. 

But that was important when she worked as a receptionist at a company that specialized in breast implants and other cosmetic enhancements. 

Anita had come so far from the moralizing woman she had been before. This might not have been what she had planned for herself all those weeks ago, but this was what she wanted now. She loved how she looked. She loved her new job. She loved BBB Pharma. And she wanted other women to discover the joys of bodily perfection. 

The bell on the door rang, alerting Anita to the presence of a potential client. She looked up and smiled as best as she could. Her frozen face looked wonderfully doll-like, especially with her plump lips, perfect for sucking a cock, but she struggled to be truly expressive as she once had. Having the look was worth it, but there were drawbacks. 

"Hello," Anita said with her sweetest possible voice. This was her first potential client and she wanted to make sure they had a positive experience. It was a man in a tan suit. He looked like he knew where he was. That could be a problem, because there was no sign outside. Anita glanced down at the calendar on her computer and guessed this man was Mr. Clarke, here for his appointment with Tara. "You must be Mr. Clarke." 

Mr. Clarke's eyes gravitated straight to Anita's cleavage, just as she wanted it. It was also how Dr. Rogers wanted it. Anita was already used to men talking to her tits. She joked with Tara during her phone training that she should press the phone up to her tits so callers could talk to her tits as well. Tara got a kick out of it. Thankfully, while Anita played up the bimbo angle, she was still plenty smart. 

She would never put the phone to her tits unless the person on the other end wanted to make her tits vibrate with whatever sound they played from their end of the phone line. 

"Yes, that's right," he said. "I have an appointment with Tara." 

"I have that here in her calendar. I'll call her and have her come to collect you." 

Mr. Clarke watched with rapt attention, loving every bit about Anita's appearance. If Anita was an example of what BBB Pharma could do, which she was, then he was certain to be signing a contract with them. He had been hesitant about not only handing over his aging pop star, but also a new up and comer he had been cultivating. But that was before he saw Anita. Now he was thinking about how to rearrange the images of all the female clients on his roster. The expense would be huge, but the payoff would be even better. He was certain of that. 

While Mr. Clarke watched her work, Anita called Tara just as she had been taught. And moments later, Tara stepped into the reception area, her huge tits preceding her through the door. 

"Mr. Clarke," Tara said with a genuine smile. "It's so good to finally meet you in person." 

She held out her hand, but it took Mr. Clarke a moment before he actually noticed the gesture. Like with Anita before, his eyes were glued to her chest. 

"Yes, I've been looking forward to this since you emailed me after our call was

cut short. I'm already glad that I could make the trip." 

"We're glad to have you," Tara said. "I'd say the two of us should get better acquainted in my office, but I see you've already taken a shine to Anita here. 

Let's have the three of us retreat to my office for some two-on-one discussions." 

Anita was already on her feet, her big ass counterbalancing her equally large tits. 

As awkward as it was to find clothes that fit her new form, she actually preferred having such a big ass. It helped even everything out when it came to weight distribution, keeping her center of gravity in approximately the same place it had been before. 

"This is going to be fun," Tara said as Anita took hold of Mr. Clarke's arm. Tara led the pair toward her office. Anita could have done that, too, but she was still getting used to the layout of the building. At some point, BBB Pharma would need to upgrade their office space, but for now, it still worked, even if the hallways were a little convoluted. 

As soon as the trio reached Tara's office and the door was closed, Anita and Tara both started removing their outfits. It was just as hot seeing two women with bimbo bodies stripping down before they fucked, or so Mr. Clarke seemed to think as he watched from where he perched himself on Tara's desk. 

As the senior employee, Tara took charge. As soon as she was left wearing only her heels, she stalked forward and ran a hand down Mr. Clarke's chest. Anita followed her friend's lead, copying her movements. 

When she started this job, she knew she would be fucking her coworkers. That had seemed impossible a few weeks ago, but now she loved the idea of it. But she never would have guessed that Tara enticed clients and other people with BBB Pharma business with her body as well. It was a new concept, but with how horny her implants kept her, she was more than willing to give of her body in exchange for the pleasure of relief. 

"Let's get these clothes off of you," Tara proposed as she started working the buttons of his shirt. 

Anita helped by pushing the tan suit jacket off of Mr. Clarke's shoulders. Her breasts bounced and jiggled as she did so, and it only served to excite Mr. Clarke further. 

"So big!" Mr. Clarke said as he reached up and tried to grab a handful of both Tara’s and Anita's tits. But they were too big for even that. "But so beautiful! 

And this is just from the nanobots? No surgery at all, for either of you?" 

"No, sir," Anita said. "I'm completely fake without a single incision." 

"Fuck me," Mr. Clarke said. He meant it as an exclamation from the amazing technology that had created the two beauties before him, but his hosts took it a slightly different way. 

"Yes, sir," Anita said as she dropped her hands to his belt. 

"That's the plan, Mr. Clarke," Tara said as she continued to unbutton his shirt, revealing a surprisingly muscular chest underneath. Despite being in his mid-forties, Mr. Clarke was a special specimen of the male physique. 

It did not take long before the two women had Mr. Clarke sufficiently nude. His cock was rock hard. They did not even need to touch it. The moment he saw Anita, he was ready to fuck. But now he had two beauties to play with instead of just one. 

"How would you like us?" Tara asked, looking up at him as demurely as possible. That was hard to pull off, considering how big her tits were. Anita was no help either. Her whole body screamed sex. There was no modesty about either of them. 

"Tara, I want you on your back," Mr. Clarke said, taking charge. He had long fantasized about a threesome, but he had never expected to have one with women of such tit size and beauty. "And Anita needs to be on top, in a sixty-nine. And I want to fuck Anita from behind so I can get a feel for that ass while playing with Tara's tits." 

It was a complicated setup, but three people always made for difficulty. 

However, Mr. Clarke's concept made it simple enough, especially given the chaise lounge in the corner of the office. Tara wanted a couch, but one of her coworkers suggested this, allowing for more freedom in how it was used. Now she agreed. 

Tara and Anita had played together, but only in terms of mutual masturbation. 

Given how sensitive their tits were, playing with each other's tits counted. But

this was more intimate. But now that they were coworkers, it seemed easier and more natural. Their job descriptions included boosting the morale of their coworkers. That meant each other now. 

Tara laid back on the chaise lounge, her head near the end. Anita climbed on top, their tits big enough they had to bend their necks to reach their desired areas. 

Mr. Clarke let them lick each other for a few minutes, simply enjoying the sight. 

He was so hard, he wanted to make sure he lasted. 

"You two look so sexy like that," Mr. Clarke said. "I want to make sure you're both nice and wet for me before I go to work on your pussies." 

Both women moaned as they licked each other, clearly getting off on their combined debauchery. Neither of them would have imagined this moment was possible all those months ago, back before either of them had visited BBB

Pharma. And now they were eating each other out as Mr. Clarke prepared himself to fuck Anita from behind. 

When Mr. Clarke was finally ready, he stepped up behind Anita and slapped her augmented ass. She screamed in pleasure in response, right into Tara's pussy, unable to control herself. Then he lined himself up and pushed his rock hard shaft inside of her. 

Tara stuck out her tongue and licked both her pussy and his cock as he slid into her, enhancing the pleasure for both of them. 

"Holy fuck, this is good," Mr. Clarke said as he reached down and started playing with Tara's tits. It was a bit of an awkward angle for him, but he did not care. He would put up with a sore back for a day if it meant he got to experience both of these sluts before he signed the final paperwork, sealing the fates of his clients. 

Anita certainly agreed. She had to remember to keep licking Tara's pussy, not wanting her to be left out, but she loved having Mr. Clarke's cock inside of her as Tara licked them both. It was hotter than she ever could have imagined, making her wonder why she had turned her college boyfriend down for a threesome. Of course, she had been far less open-minded about sex back then. She had not been a slut for her body either. 

"Oh God, I'm coming!" Anita exclaimed as she felt her pussy clench around Mr. 

Clarke's cock. But this was just the first of her orgasms. 

"Me, too!" Tara called out a moment later as her first orgasm of the afternoon soon washed through her, Anita's tongue far more talented than either of them had anticipated. 

And yet, as they came, Mr. Clarke kept pistoning in and out of Anita's pussy, pounding her from behind as he continued playing with Tara's tits. He had to reach around Anita's waist to access them, but that was fine with him. She had a nice hourglass figure that made it easy. Tara's tits were too wide to be covered by Anita's waist, anyway. 

As her pussy spasmed around his cock, Anita realized she was about to climax again. And as soon as she did, Mr. Clarke fucked her even harder than before. 

His balls slapped against Tara's face, but she loved it. 

Anita moaned loudly as the waves of pleasure rushed over her. And Tara was moaning, too, not to be left out. Mr. Clarke's grunts grew louder as his pace grew more frantic. 

And then it happened. Anita felt his cock pulsate inside of her, releasing his load deep into her, filling her pussy with his hot, white seed. She cried out in pleasure as he filled her, his cock spasming inside of her. 

Mr. Clarke let himself go as he emptied his balls into Anita. His thrusts slowed to a stop, and his breathing was heavy as he held onto Anita's hips and ass. 

Anita felt wonderful as Tara licked Mr. Clarke's cum from her pussy. She came again as the man of the hour recovered, sitting aside and watching the two augmented women continue to play. They could continue after an orgasm, needing little to no rest in between. 

The whole time he watched, Mr. Clarke just shook his head, unable to fully comprehend what he was seeing. And the knowledge that he would be creating more women just like Tara and Anita, especially Anita, who were likely to become horny little minxes, doing what he said, singing what he told them to sing, not fighting back anymore once they realized how much better their lives would be when they gave up the pretense of being artists and focused on becoming beacons for sex. 

With Tara eating the cum out of Anita's pussy, driving her wild, Anita doubled down on her efforts to make Tara cum again. The two pushed each other's arousal and pleasure higher and higher, trying to keep each other on the edge for as long as possible. 

Tara came first, her orgasmic screams echoing in the office. Anita was not far behind, marking her third orgasm of the session. It was already her most prolific orgasmic day of her life and there was still more to come. 

Once both women had recovered from their orgasms, they turned their attention back toward Mr. Clarke. They crawled toward him, eager to play with his cock once again. 

They kept it simple this time, kneeling before him and giving him a tandem blowjob. Anita's lips were better suited to the task, but Tara was more experienced, making them both equally as pleasurable for Mr. Clarke. He had finally recovered enough to make sure both Tara and Anita got a healthy dose of cum. 

"We're all going to be rich," Mr. Clarke commented as his mind continued to whirl with thoughts of managing a bevy of sluts with gigantic tits and horny stares. He might need to give up wearing pants, choosing to wear a robe so that his cock was always accessible. 

But that was getting ahead of himself. They had yet to sign the contracts. All he knew was that he planned to sign up all of his female clients. And with so many pop stars singing BBB Pharma's praises, women would be pouring into this little place with cash in hand, ready to turn themselves into horny sluts with the look. 

It was all so perfect. In the meantime, he was going to enjoy himself thoroughly. 

And for Anita, she never planned for any of this. She made one mistake, trying to save Tara. Only now she knew the truth. Tara never needed saving. Neither did she. But Anita was now thankful every single day, every single time she looked into a mirror or looked down into her cavernous cleavage, because she loved the new her. It might not have been what she thought she wanted, but now that she had the body of a man's wet dream, she never wanted anything else. She felt completely indebted to BBB Pharma for giving her what she needed. And she was more than happy to work for them for as long as they would pay a ditzy and sexy receptionist like her. 
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