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		“D o you think this merger is possible, J.B.?” Robert Townly asked his star legal analyst. He looked around the conference room, but he knew it was his lawyer that would get this merger over the hump and approved by the government. As much as he had a staff dedicated to their work, he knew the most important person to this effort was his legal analyst.

		“There could be a few sticking points, but nothing that I can’t handle,” Jewel Blythely responded. She had been with the financial firm ever since she graduated from law school. Jewel had been a godsend to Townly and the rest of the financiers at the firm. It was her legal knowledge and, in some cases, pure guile that made her such an asset to the firm. Townly would not have been surprised if she eventually took over as CEO in a few years. If anyone had a calling for mergers and acquisitions, it was Jewel Blythely.

		“Good, then let’s get to it,” Townly said. “I know these things take time, but the sooner we get this merger done, the more money we make and the bigger our bonuses will be.”

		The room began to clear. Jewel stood out like a sore thumb. Some of that was her blonde hair. Some of that was because she did not immediately move to leave the room like the rest of her coworkers. But most of all, it was because Jewel was a woman in a room full of men. The world of finance had never been particularly friendly to women. They were too often looked at as merely secretaries, but Jewel, despite her name, had smashed the glass ceiling and made herself an indispensable member of the team. Without her, the firm simply could not do what it did so well.

		“J. B., is there something on your mind?” Townly asked after the pair were the only two people left in the room. He had learned early on that Jewel hated people calling her by her first name. Jewel was not a name that got respect in the financial world. That was why she used her initials. It sounded more masculine and that mattered. It even helped with clients, hearing her referred to by her initials and hiding the fact she was a woman. It was only when they met in person or spoke over the phone that the clients became aware that Jewel was a woman. And by then, the contracts had been signed and it was too late to back out. It was best for both Jewel and the firm.

		“I wanted to remind you that I have my doctor’s appointment this afternoon,” Jewel said. “I’ll be leaving a few hours early.”

		“Yes, that’s right,” Townly said knowingly. “Today’s the big day, is it?”

		“Yes, sir,” Jewel answered.

		“If I’ve told you once, I’ve told you a thousand times,” Townly said. “You can call me Robert. Everyone else does.”

		“Yes, Robert.”

		Townly was fully briefed on Jewel’s situation. In the years since she first joined the firm, she had come to view him a bit as a father figure. He regularly gave her advice and she was open with him about much of her life, knowing that at her level personal and professional lives could intertwine. That had been true when Jewel first met her now husband, Charles, and it was true now.

		Growing up, Jewel had never had it easy. She had to work for everything. Nothing was given to her, even with her good looks and top grades. Seeing Jewel now, no one would have guessed that she was the first in her family to go to college, let alone graduate and go on to law school. It was therefore a bit of a culture shock to find herself making millions of dollars every year and then meeting a man who came from money.

		That man, Charles Blythely, became a surprise love for Jewel. She had not been looking for love when she met Charles, but love had found her nonetheless. And despite his traditional views of the roles women should hold in the world, Charles had compromised with Jewel, knowing how important her career was to her. He only asked for a few small things.

		The blonde hair had been an easy change. When Jewel started at the firm, she had raven black hair that she kept jaw length, letting it frame her face. Now she had grown it out and made regular visits to the salon to have her roots touched up. Jewel was willing to change her appearance for the man she loved. It mattered little to her.

		But now came the final compromise with her husband. Everyone knew Charles had a type. It was a small miracle that he had fallen for Jewel to begin with. But Jewel had every intention of keeping his interest, even as the pair aged. That was the reason for the doctor’s appointment. Jewel was getting a breast augmentation.

		“This isn’t going to get in the way of the merger, is it?” Townly asked. He cared about his employees, but he cared about the money even more. He would not have entered the world of finance otherwise.

		“It shouldn’t,” Jewel answered. “I’ve planned it all out. You know me. I wouldn’t put the work we do here in jeopardy for something like a breast augmentation.”

		“Have you told anyone else here at the firm?”

		Jewel scoffed. “As if I would give some of those animals the satisfaction. No, I’ll just leave them guessing. It’s as simple as that.”

		“Well, good luck,” Townly said. “I hope everything works out as expected.”

		Jewel had no doubts about what she was doing. The truth was, she had always been a bit self-conscious about her breasts. She had always dreamed of being bigger, however, that never lined up with her career objectives. But now that she had a stable job and a husband who she loved, it made more sense to go through with it. The fact Charles had been the one to suggest it as a possibility cemented the idea in her head. She was going to do it.
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		The knock came at the exam room door before it opened. Jewel had been waiting for Dr. Winchester for only a few minutes. They had already met before during her consultation, but now it was time for the real thing.

		“Good afternoon, Mrs. Blythely,” the doctor said. Jewel had made her preference to be called by her last name clear during the consultation. Only Charles got to call her Jewel. To everyone else she was either Mrs. Blythely or J.B. In this case, Mrs. Blythely made more sense. Then again, it was Charles who was technically footing the bill for this. Despite Jewel making millions of dollars every year, that still paled in comparison to the money Charles brought in. Then again, much of his wealth was inherited. Jewel simply could not compete with that kind of capital.

		“Good afternoon, Doctor,” Jewel said. She sat on the exam table, still dressed in her business suit from work, although she had taken off her jacket, leaving her in her white blouse.

		“I know we’ve done the consultation already and you’ve signed all the paperwork, but I want to go over a couple things with you before we begin,” Dr. Winchester said as he washed his hands. “This is an experimental breast augmentation treatment. There has never been anything like this before. Even with you and your husband’s money, I had to pull some serious strings to get you included in the trial. I just want to make that perfectly clear.”

		“I understand,” Jewel said. “But there is no way I am willing to risk surgery. The recovery time alone would be prohibitive. I’m too busy at work to take time off to recover from surgery, even though I understand surgery would be faster.”

		“Yes, surgery would be faster,” the doctor said. “I could have you out of here in a couple of hours and you would be nearly fully healed within a month. With this plan, you’re looking at much longer than that. However, you are correct. The recovery time for this procedure, assuming all goes to plan, would be nonexistent.”

		“Taking the longer path isn’t necessarily a bad thing,” Jewel said. “It will give my skin more time to cope with the changes and I won’t have any scarring. Also, I might be able to fake out some of the men at work. I’m not making my augmentation a public thing.”

		“That’s completely understandable,” Dr. Winchester said. “Now, let’s go over the exact details of what you want again. I want to make sure we both have our expectations clear. Each injection is supposed to give you enough growth to increase your breast size by about a cup size.”

		Jewel nodded her head along with the doctor’s explanation.

		“However, the exact results are not specific. They not only depend on the drug’s effectiveness, but also in certain environmental factors. For example, placing the breasts under pressure, such as from a bra or binding, could cause the growth not to take place.”

		“I’ve already removed my bra,” Jewel said. She pointed toward the nearby chair that had her jacket draped over it. The plain white bra sat there, no longer needed. If all went to plan, Jewel would not need it anyway. She would be too big for it. Although Jewel expected to return to wearing bras when the augmentation was complete. Bras had their purpose and she had always felt more comfortable wearing them than not.

		“Very good,” Dr. Winchester said. “Now, as I understand it, the trial should take approximately eight weeks to complete with four injections. That should give you a sizable increase. That is what you want, isn’t it?”

		“That’s what I want.”

		“Let me go get your first injection,” the doctor said. “Usually I would have a nurse bring it, but we are unfortunately a little understaffed today.”

		“I understand completely,” Jewel said.

		As the doctor left the exam room, Jewel sat there thinking about what it would be like to finally have the breasts that she had dreamed of. However, even she had to admit that four injections were more than she had wanted. It was Charles pushing her to go bigger, even though it would surely have a negative impact on her career.

		When Jewel first came to Townly about the idea of her getting a breast augmentation, he had been hesitant to give his advice. After all, he was a man and he was Jewel’s boss. However, once she had laid out both her desires and those of her husband, Townly became more supportive of the idea, especially when Jewel told him about the medical trial she had been accepted for. The idea of losing Jewel for a week or more while she recovered had been hard, but the idea that she would only miss a couple hours of work every other week made the whole idea seem like a no brainer. Townly had already bought a nice stake in the company that had developed the trial. He was certain women would want a non-invasive way to get bigger breasts.

		However, Jewel’s desire for a non-surgical solution was not just one that would allow her to continue working. She was also deathly afraid of knives. Jewel did not even like to use kitchen knives. The idea of a scalpel opening her up was too great a fear. She might have been able to get through it had there been no other choice, but spending extra money on a medical trial that just involved a few injections seemed like a no-brainer.

		“Knock, knock,” Dr. Winchester said when he returned with a small plastic case. Inside was a small bottle of a clear liquid and a hypodermic needle. “You all set?”

		“Yes, Doctor,” Jewel said. “Do you want me to roll up my sleeve?”

		“I just double checked the instructions to be sure, but they want the injection to take place in your behind, if that’s all right with you.”

		“Of course, Doctor,” Jewel said as she started to stand up. She quickly undid the buttons on her pants and then hooked her thumbs under the waistband of both her pants and her panties. Jewel bent over the exam table and then pushed her pants and panties down.

		If Jewel felt unnerved by the method of application, she did not say anything. If she felt embarrassed in her exposure, she also said nothing.

		“This might sting a little,” the doctor said a moment before he jabbed her with the needle. He took a moment to push the contents into her and then he pulled the needle back out again.

		“There, all done,” Dr. Winchester said. “And it looks like you won’t even need a bandage. No blood.”

		“Thank you, Doctor,” Jewel said.

		“Now, as we discussed during your consultation, with this being a medical trial, I want you to call me if you notice anything strange. Anything abnormal needs to be reported immediately. For anything else, including updates on growth and the like, please email me so I can fill out the medical trial journal.”

		“Yes, Doctor,” Jewel said. “I remember. I’ll let you know if anything happens.”

		“Good. And with that all done, you can go. I’ll see you again in two weeks. I believe your appointment has already been entered in my calendar.”

		“That’s my understanding too. Thank you.”
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		Jewel took her time walking out to her car. She did not want to say anything, but her butt hurt where she had received the injection. It was not horribly painful, but the sting of the needle had not seemed to have gone away. Even as Jewel walked out of the clinic, she found herself absentmindedly rubbing her butt through her slacks.

		The weirdest part about the whole situation, however, was not wearing a bra. Jewel’s bra was stuffed in her jacket pocket. It seemed she would not be needing it anymore. That was assuming her breasts did indeed grow from the injection she had just received. It seemed amazing that a couple of injections could take her from barely anything to something substantial, but Jewel was not about to argue with the science. Her expertise was the law, not in human physiology.

		In all her life, Jewel had never had enough breast tissue to jiggle or bounce. She did not even need to wear a bra most of the time. She certainly did not need the support. However, she had become accustomed to wearing one, partly from convention, but also as an added barrier between her nipples and prying eyes. It was not Jewel’s fault that women’s fashions tended to use thin and stretchy materials that sometimes bordered on sheer. Few people minded if a bra showed through a top, but they would certainly mind if her nipples were visible, especially in an office setting like at the firm.

		Driving home, Jewel found herself wondering what her husband’s response would be. He had made himself clear about his expectations. There had been several fights in the past about what her role in the marriage would be. Charles had wanted a trophy wife. He had wanted a wife whose only goal was to please her husband. But love did not always leave people with their ideal matches. It had been a difficult compromise for Jewel to go from hard working lawyer to hard working lawyer who also acquiesced to her husband’s beauty requirements.

		However, as far as Jewel was concerned, the breast augmentation was the last step she needed to make for Charles. After this, everything would be perfect. Jewel would finally have breasts of note and she would be able to continue working at the firm, making sure every merger and acquisition she was involved in met complete legal scrutiny. This was the life she wanted.

		As Jewel pulled into the drive up to the house, she saw the lights in the upstairs study were on. Charles was already home. She was never sure of her husband’s schedule. Sometimes he worked late, only returning home just before bedtime. Other times he finished early and could be found tinkering in the garage with one of the classic cars he liked to play with. And still other times he brought his work home with him and retired to his study to work. Or he could just be reading. It was always hard to tell in that regard. At least Jewel knew Charles was home. That much was clear.

		“Honey, I’m home,” Jewel called out when she stepped into the house. She had parked her Mercedes Benz next to her husband’s Jaguar.

		Jewel took her time, leaving her keys in the mudroom. She also kicked off her shoes. She had spent enough time wearing heels already. That was another area where Charles had been adamant. He wanted to see his wife wearing heels when she was out and about. The only time she could wear something else was when she was working out or when she was home. And now that she was home, she had no desire to continue to wear her heels.

		As Jewel stepped out of the mudroom she looked up to see Charles standing at the top of the stairs. He had clearly heard her call out.

		“Welcome home, Jewel,” Charles said. Despite his insistence with certain aspects of Jewel’s appearance, he really was a kind and loving man. He just had traditional views that took some time to get used to. Not that Jewel was complaining. She had liked the way she looked before she met Charles, but she loved the way she looked now. It helped that she could tell how much it turned him on to see her like she now appeared. “How did your appointment go?”

		“Everything was fine,” Jewel answered. “My butt’s a little sore, but it’s the first time I’ve gotten a shot there before.”

		“Any special instructions you need to follow?”

		“Just one,” Jewel said, smiling. “I’m not supposed to wear a bra until the growth stops.”

		Jewel pulled her bra from her pocket and made a big show of tossing it into the trash.

		The smile on Charles’ face only grew bigger as he descended the stairs. As soon as he reached the bottom, Jewel practically ran into his arms and hugged him. He wrapped his big strong arms around her. They said nothing, but in the moment, nothing needed to be said. Their love for each other was obvious. Despite their different backgrounds, they truly were made for each other.

		“I’m glad you are safe and healthy,” Charles finally said. “And you have no idea how thankful I am that you have decided to go through with the procedure.”

		“You’ve already told me all that, silly,” Jewel said. Whenever she was with Charles, she felt so small. He was tall and domineering, easily dwarfing Jewel. He often called her his little jewel, a play on her size and on her name.

		“That doesn’t make it any less true.”

		They took their time, embracing each other. Charles eventually leaned down and gave Jewel a kiss. She melted into his arms as she kissed him back. She really did love him with all of her being.

		However, the romantic moment was broken by Jewel’s stomach rumbling.

		“Hmm, maybe it’s already working. I’m feeling hungrier that I realized. Have you eaten yet?”

		“No,” Charles said. “But Alex left us a dinner to heat up.”

		“Let’s go eat.”
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		It had been a week since Jewel’s trip to see Dr. Winchester. In that time, she had checked her breasts every morning, hoping to see some change. To her disappointment, it had seemed like nothing was happening.

		The literature on the drug was still being written. Even Dr. Winchester had been mute on when Jewel could expect to see some growth. And it was possible that she would not see any growth at all. That was the nature of experimental medical treatments. Sometimes they did not work.

		However, time was all that was needed. As soon as Jewel woke up that morning, she could sense there was something different. She could almost feel the little bit of added weight on her chest.

		The difference was minor, but Jewel had become hyper aware of her body in the week since her first injection. Every sensation had left her wondering if she was finally experiencing growth. And now, Jewel was certain, she finally was.

		Ignoring her still sleeping husband, Jewel jumped out of bed and ran to the bathroom. She flipped on the light and pulled her nightgown upend over her head. There, standing before her was her reflection. And while the growth appeared to be small, Jewel was certain she could finally report growth. It was finally working.

		All that time going braless at work, forcing her to be creative in her wardrobe choices, Jewel was finally seeing results. It seemed like a minor miracle, but it was finally happening.

		When Charles woke up with his alarm, he was greeted by his smiling at naked wife.

		“Guess what?” she said with a big grin on her face.

		“They’re growing?” Charles asked. Whatever was left of his morning grogginess had been pushed away by his eagerness to see his wife with a proper pair of breasts.

		“Yep,” Jewel replied. “It’s not much, but they’re definitely bigger.”

		“Do you mind if I measure you?” Charles asked. Jewel looked down to see his morning wood. She glanced at the bedside clock to double check the time. They might both be a couple minutes late, but she would trade a breast measurement for a quickie. That seemed reasonable.

		It seemed Charles had already planned to make regular measurements of his wife. He had a flexible tape measure that could easily measure her body. He even had a notebook prepared to take down her measurements. It seemed he was not just interested in her bust measurements, but he also measured her waist and hips too. Not that Jewel cared.

		And sure enough, shortly after Charles finished recording her measurements, he gave her what she needed. All she had to do was lie back on the bed as Charles pushed his cock into her waiting pussy. She cried out as she became almost overwhelmed by the pleasure.

		Sex with Charles had always been good. His cock was big, just slightly oversized for her pussy. She had come to love how he stretched her and he had always enjoyed her tightness. It was a perfect match.

		However, this time, as Charles thrust in and out of his wife, Jewel felt something new. She felt her breast jiggle, shake, and even bound with each thrust of her husband’s hard cock. She had never been big enough before to feel those sensations. And given her desire to be bigger, both for her and for him, she was more than happy to finally feel the added mass, as little as it was to start, on her chest.

		It did not take long for both Charles and Jewel to reach their climax. As they came together, Jewel’s mind held an image of her wrapping large breasts around her husband’s cock, pleasuring him with her new assets. She could barely wait before that image became a reality.

		“We really should have morning sex more often,” Charles commented after her had flooded Jewels’ pussy with his seed. She was on birth control, so there was little worry about her getting pregnant. Neither of them were expecting kids anytime soon. Maybe someday, but not now. Jewel still had too much work to do. She also needed to rewrite the parental leave policy at her firm first. With so few women working in high ranking positions like herself, the leave policy was rather male dominated.

		“I’d love that,” Jewel said. “But we both have jobs to get to. Today was a special case.”

		After that, it became a race to see who could get ready for work the fastest. Charles did not need to be right on time. After all, he was the owner of his own business and he paid people to do most of the work. He was just the brains behind the operation. And he had more than enough brains to miss an hour in the morning.

		Jewel, on the other hand, did have a boss to report to. She was no hourly employee. Some leeway was always given, but she could not make it a habit. She did not get paid to show up late every morning.

		However, before Jewel did leave for work, she sent off a quick email to Dr. Winchester. He needed to be kept apprised of her growth. It had finally happened. That alone was worth celebrating. Unfortunately, there was no more time for that. Celebrations, if they decided to have any, could wait until the evening. That was when they would have all the time they needed to properly get an idea of what Jewel’s changing body really meant.
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		Returning to see Dr. Winchester, Jewel was both happy and nervous. As she sat in the waiting room, she kept looking down to see her breasts pushing out against her blouse. It was still weird not wearing a bra, especially now that she had enough breast tissue to normally necessitate it. Jewel had even had to change her workout schedule to limit the effect of her breasts on her exercises. Rather than stop off at the gym, either at lunch or after work, she found herself working out at home more often, using Charles’ rowing machine, since that caused less bounce.

		Jewel had also had to be more careful with her wardrobe choices. She had always dressed professionally, but now that she was going braless at the office, she had needed to make sure that her blouses were not overly clingy or thin. She had even on occasion worn a light tank top beneath her blouse, needing another layer between her breasts, specifically her nipples, and prying eyes.

		If anyone had noticed the change in her wardrobe or the size of her breasts, they had not said anything. Jewel was thankful for that. She knew it would be hard enough to get people to take her seriously when she was as much as four cup sizes bigger. Breasts that large would be noticeable, especially when people had known her for a long time and could spot the difference. But one cup size, which was what Charles’ latest measurement had confirmed, did not seem to be anything to worry about.

		In reality, Jewel was quite happy with her new size. She might have even considered stopping there if that had been possible. However, Jewel had signed up for more. And she was not about to stop now. Half the reason for going through with the procedure was so she could wrap her breasts around Charles’ cock. She still could not do that.

		When the nurse came to retrieve Jewel, she immediately noticed a big change in the woman she had first met at the consultation. It seemed Dr. Winchester and his partners gave discounts to the staff on cosmetic procedures. The nurse, who had once been perfectly average in nearly every way, now looked like she had volleyballs hidden under her scrubs. It was quite a change. That explained Dr. Winchester’s comment about being short staffed the last time Jewel had been there.

		“Wow, those are really something,” Jewel said as the nurse led Jewel toward the examination room.

		“Thanks,” the nurse said. “Dr. Winchester did them. I started working here partly so I could afford the operation. Discounts are part of the benefits package.”

		“They look great,” Jewel said. In her mind, they were far too big and round, although she knew she was in no position to complain. The nurse could do what she wanted. And they were certainly attention grabbing. That much was for sure.

		“Your breasts appear to be coming along nicely,” the nurse said as she showed Jewel into the exam room. It was the same room Jewel had been in last time. “Dr. Winchester will be with you in a few minutes.”

		“Thanks,” Jewel said as she sat down on the exam table. The nurse closed the door behind her and Jewel found herself alone.

		As she sat there, her mind kept forming an image of the nurse. However, instead of the nurse’s head on the body, it was Jewel’s head. She started to imagine herself being in the nurse’s position. Could she have breasts that big? They seemed huge, even on the nurse’s frame. Given Jewel’s small stature, they would probably look even bigger.

		All this time Jewel had been thinking a nice small increase in size would be ideal. Even now, she was growing to be happy with her body, more so than she had ever been before. It was Charles who wanted her to be bigger. And after seeing the nurse, Jewel was beginning to think her husband was right. Three more injections. That was all that was needed. It would be perfect.

		“Knock, knock,” came Dr. Winchester’s voice as he physically knocked on the door and began to open it.

		“Come in,” Jewel said. It was not as if she were nude. She would happily disrobe for the doctor, but it had not yet been requested of her.

		“Mrs. Blythely, it’s good to see you again,” Dr. Winchester said with a smile. He moved to the sink and began to wash his hands. “Thank you for your emails. They have been very helpful. Any side effects that you haven’t mentioned?”

		“None that I’ve noticed, Doctor,” Jewel said.

		“Terrific. That’s just what I want to hear. Can I have you remove your blouse? I need to examine your breasts before the next injection.”

		“Of course,” Jewel said. While the doctor put on gloves, Jewel unbuttoned her blouse and let it fall back off her shoulders.

		Dr. Winchester was entirely clinical as he examined Jewel’s breasts. He poked and prodded, but nothing he did could possibly be construed as sexual in nature. This was his job, after all. His career depended on his professional reputation. And he certainly was not going to risk it on a poor decision with the wife of possibly the richest man in town. The wealth of Charles Blythely was not well known. But he never seemed to be left wanting for anything. Dr. Winchester did not want to see that money being used against him.

		“Everything looks to be in order,” the doctor said. “Your breast growth is right in line with the study documentation. I see no reason why we should not move ahead with the next injection. You can put your top back on.”

		Jewel felt a sense of relief at the doctor’s words. She had not realized how anxious she had become, wanting everything to be normal. It was not that she felt anything was wrong, but after seeing the nurse, she knew she wanted to be bigger.

		Just as Jewel was finishing buttoning up her blouse, a knock came at the door. Dr. Winchester answered it. It was the nurse and in her hands was the case containing Jewel’s next injection.

		“Thank you, Nurse,” the doctor said. “I was just about to call you for that.”

		The case was handed off and the nurse was once again gone.

		“In the butt again?” Jewel asked. Her hands were already at the button at the front of her slacks in preparation.

		“Correct.”

		Jewel stood up and then leaned over the exam table. She held herself above the table surface, but her breast hung down, her nipples just barely pressing into the table as she slid her pants down over her ass.

		“Just like last time, this will sting a little bit. Try and relax.”

		Jewel did as she was instructed, doing her best to relax. It was hard knowing she was about to have a needle stuck into the fleshy part of her butt. Most injections these days seemed to go in the arm, but Jewel was not about to complain. A few pricks in the ass were worth avoiding getting cut open with a scalpel.

		“All done,” Dr. Winchester said as he removed the needle and began the process of disposing of the equipment.

		“Thank you, Doctor,” Jewel said.

		“Absolutely. And just the same as last time, Mrs. Blythely. Keep me updated by email with your growth. The data you’ve given me thus far is great. And if you notice any side effects, please call me.”

		“I will, Doctor.”

		“Great, then if all goes well, I’ll see you in another two weeks.”
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		“H mm,” Charles said at Jewel’s now daily measuring session.

		There was no doubt Jewel’s breasts had continued to grow. It was slow going, but it was definitely happening. There had been no need to wait a week before more growth occurred. It seemed to go slower, but it was steady. Each day, Jewel’s breasts were a little bit bigger.

		“What?” Jewel asked, suddenly worried at her husband’s pensive tone.

		“Your measurements,” Charles said. “Your hip and butt measurements have changed.”

		That had been a part of the measuring process since Jewel first started noticing the growth. Charles had not just been taking her bust measurements, but he had been measuring her waist, hips, and butt too.

		“Is that good or bad?” Jewel asked, suddenly worried. This was an experimental drug trial, after all. There could be side effects.

		“It just is,” Charles answered. “You’re but and hips seem slightly bigger than yesterday. Before that they were steady.”

		“Do you think it’s a side effect?” Jewel asked, her mind immediately thinking of the worst possible scenario.

		Charles shrugged his shoulders. “It’s too early to tell.”

		“You’re not helping.”

		“Do you want to fuck this morning or not?” Charles asked, changing the subject. They had more and more been taking the time each morning for a quickie. The goal was to someday get Charles off with her breasts before he went to work, but Jewel still was not big enough for that. However, they had been more and more often indulging themselves in morning sex. Jewel had even on occasion given him a blowjob. Charles would joke that her name was backwards when she did that.

		“I want you to fuck me,” Jewel said. More and more she had been waking up horny. It only made sense to seek some relief before she went to work. And work had been hard enough recently without that extra distraction.

		This time, Jewel found Charles positioning her on the bed on her hands and knees. Their bed was tall enough so that he could stand behind her and fuck her from behind. She had always enjoyed doggie style, but now that she had growing breasts, she enjoyed it even more. Charles might not be able to see her breasts sway and shake, but she could feel it. And it felt great.

		And before Jewel knew it, her face was pressed into the duvet as her husband unloaded into her pussy. That alone was enough to leave her screaming as she came as well. Their sex lives seemed to be getting better and better. Jewel could not be sure if it was just her or if Charles was getting more and more into it as well. There were advantages to having bigger breasts.

		It had helped that Charles and Jewel had moved their alarms up 15 minutes, but even then, Jewel still found herself walking into work late that morning. If Townly minded, she did not say anything. Then again, he, like the rest of the office, were probably enjoying her growing breasts. However, he was the only one at the firm that knew the truth. But if he stared, he did it when Jewel was not looking.

		“How are those estimates coming along, J.B.?” Townly asked about an hour after Jewel showed up that morning. He wanted to give her time to get settled, but he did need the estimates to pass along to the client.

		“Um, I’m still working on them,” Jewel said. She had looked all put together when she arrived that morning, but more and more, she seemed to struggle to leave that way. Jewel sat at her desk in her office, gently pulling at her blonde hair. It already looked out of shape, a sign that she had been working hard.

		Townly frowned. “Anything unexpected crop up?” Since the merger project first started, the whole affair had actually become streamlined. That should have made the estimates easier to calculate. But he had grown to trust Jewel. If she was having a hard time with something, it usually meant there was a major hiccup in the plan. It could make or break a deal.

		“Um, I’m not sure,” Jewel answered. “I’m just having a hard time getting all the numbers to add up.”

		“You want me to bring in a second set of eyes?”

		“I should be able to do this,” Jewel answered. “I just need a little more time.”

		“Okay, but if you’re not done by tomorrow, I’m going to have Rodgers come in and look over it.”

		“Yeah, okay,” Jewel said.

		That was when Townly knew something was wrong. Rodgers was good at his job, but he rubbed everyone the wrong way. Townly had nearly fired him more times than he could count. The problem was he did his job better than anyone else could have. The problem was he was simply a complete ass about it. And Rodgers had made it clear he did not think women should be working in finance. The fact Jewel was so good at her job had always irked Rodgers and he, in turn, had always looked for ways to undermine Jewel. If it were not for Townly mediating, he was sure Jewel would have knocked Rodgers out and then get out of any legal charges using her keen mind.

		Accepting Rodgers input meant Jewel was not herself. Townly could only guess his star legal analyst was having trouble sleeping. That seemed the mostly likely answer. He never would have guessed the real cause. Then again, neither did Jewel.
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		“W ow,” Charles said after Jewel’s latest measurement. “Following bra fitting guides, you’re officially up two cup sizes now.”

		A part of Jewel was happy at reaching that marker, but another part of her was worried. Work was not going well. Tasks that had once seemed easy were taking her longer and longer to complete. She was beginning to wonder if something was wrong with her.

		“That’s great, honey,” Jewel said, her voice tinged with disappointment.

		“What’s wrong?” Charles asked, immediately concerned for his wife. He might have certain traditional views, but that was his burden to carry, not his wife’s.

		“I’m wondering if I should stop the trial. Something doesn’t feel right about this.”

		“Sit down, Jewel. Tell me about it.”

		Jewel sat down on the bed. She was still naked following her measurement session. In addition to her breasts continuing to grow, her butt and hip measurements had increased too. Admittedly, it gave her a curvier figure, but it was still disconcerting.

		“I don’t know,” Jewel admitted. “It’s just a feeling I’ve been having the last couple days. Work this week was harder than it should have been. I don’t know what’s going on, but for the first time in my life, I’m struggling with my job.”

		“It’s okay,” Charles said as he sat down beside his wife and started to rub her shoulders. “Bad weeks happen. Maybe you haven’t been sleeping well. We did move our alarms earlier. But now that I think about it, we haven’t been going to bed any earlier to compensate.”

		“Maybe,” Jewel admitted. The lack of sleep made sense. She had been creating a sleep deficit, just a little bit every night, but maybe it was finally adding up.

		“Here, it’s the weekend,” Charles said. “You climb back into bed and take a nap. I’ll go talk to Alex about making you brunch a little later. I want you nice and refreshed again.”

		“You just want to fuck me,” Jewel said, half joking.

		Charles shrugged his shoulders. “A man can’t want to have sex with his wife? But no. You’re more important. I want you all caught up on sleep as soon as possible. And we’re going to bed earlier tonight. No more sleep deficit for you.”

		“Okay,” Jewel said as she began to climb back into bed. The covers did feel nice against her skin. And before she knew it, she had fallen asleep, her blonde hair acting as a halo around her head.

		It was two hours later when Jewel awoke to the smell of waffles. She had not had waffles regularly since college, but the smell had always brought a smile to her face. Waffles with fresh strawberries on top. That was the key. And the combination of Charles and Alex, their chef, had more than come through for her. Charles knew exactly what she wanted.

		Thankfully it was Charles that brought up the tray of food, instead of Alex. When Jewel sat up in bed, the covers slipped down, revealing her growing breasts. They jutted out from her body nicely. Anyone who saw them would either think she hit the genetic lottery or her surgeon had been a magician. Thinking about it, Jewel was certainly happy with her results so far.

		“How are you feeling?” Charles asked as he placed the tray over Jewel’s lap. “Better, I hope.”

		“Much better,” Jewel said. “I think you were right. I was just short on sleep.”

		“So you’re still willing to continue the trial?”

		Jewel could hear the hopefulness in her husband’s voice. That should not have been a surprise. It was him who had pushed for the four injections instead of two or three. And if Jewel were honest with herself, she would have been happy with where she now found herself. However, there was still something missing. She was still not big enough to properly wrap her breasts around Charles’ cock. That remained a goal of hers.

		“Yes, I’ll continue,” Jewel finally relented. She might not want this as much as he did, but she still wanted it. She wanted to see his cock disappear in her cleavage. And in another couple weeks, she guessed that would be possible.

		“Great. And now that you’re feeling better, I was wondering if you wanted to swing by the country club this afternoon. They’re introducing a new tennis pro for this year.”

		Jewel had never been a fan of the country club. She had avoided the place like the plague, but Charles was a member. It seemed he had always been a member and he wished she would spend more time there as well. It would give him more of a chance to play golf, she figured. Not that she was stopping him from doing so. She figured he just did not want to appear like he was abandoning his wife.

		However, Jewel was in a good mood. She got to sleep in and now she was eating her favorite brunch meal. “Sure, I guess I could go with you.”

		“Perfect. I’m sure it will be great.”
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		Before Jewel knew it, she was back at the clinic for her third injection. Just as last time, the nurse had shown Jewel to the exam room. She was still impressed with the nurse’s breasts. They had shown no sign of dropping, but that might have been the intention. They were big and round and they projected off the nurses chest in ways that seemingly defied physics.

		Not that Jewel knew all that much about physics. She had taken a year’s worth in college, just to help get a full breadth of basic knowledge. However, her goals had always involved law school, so she had focused on the social sciences, like economics. It had been that focus that had helped land her the job she now held.

		“You’ve continued growing,” the nurse said as Jewel got settled on the exam table. “I can tell.”

		“I’m up over two cup sizes now,” Jewel said, somewhat proudly. She still felt it strange to be proud about cup sizes and numbers, but with her husband’s encouragement, she did feel a little proud. “At least that’s according to my husband’s measurements. Who knows if he’s holding the tape measure correctly.”

		The nurse laughed. “Husbands can be either meticulous or just overly excited when it comes to their wives and breasts.”

		This time it was Jewel’s turn to laugh. “You’re right there. He insists on measuring me first thing every morning.”

		“That’s cute, actually,” the nurse said. “If I had a husband, I’d want him to measure me. But unlike you, I don’t foresee major changes anytime soon. That is until I decide to go bigger.”

		“You want to go bigger than that?” Jewel asked in astonishment.

		The nurse shrugged her shoulders. “They say bigger is better. Anyway, this was my second operation. You’ve always seen me with implants. But we’ll see. These are already pretty big. I might need to find a new job if I get much bigger than this. But enough about me. I’ll go get the doctor now.”

		Soon Jewel was alone again. She honestly could not imagine having breasts as big as the nurse. At that size Jewel knew she would never be taken seriously at work. But hearing that this was the nurse’s second breast augmentation gave her a sense of calm. It was not a competition. And Jewel would not be expected to show up at work with breasts so big they could be seen from behind.

		When the doctor arrived, he greeted Jewel warmly. She had already shared the information about her growing butt, although she had not called about that. She had just sent that in an email, since she was not sure it was an actual side effect. Dr. Winchester did not seem to worry about it.

		“Let’s have you take off your blouse,” the doctor said after he had washed and gloved his hands.

		Jewel did as she was asked. Her breasts stuck out nicely as she sat up straight. They were perky and sat surprisingly high on her chest for being completely natural. They certainly made showing cleavage easier. Her not wearing a bra could have been a downside, but they hardly needed any lifting to show a generous line of cleavage, when Jewel decided to wear something low cut.

		“Yes, the growth is coming along nicely,” the doctor commented. “Your husband’s measurements appear to be reasonably accurate, at least at a cursory glance. I see nothing to be concerned about here.”

		“Do you think you should look at my butt too?” Jewel asked.

		“I probably should,” Dr. Winchester said. “It’s probably just a coincidence, but anything is possible. If it is related to the injections, it could be simple proximity to the injection site that is causing the changes.”

		Jewel found herself lying down on the exam table with her pants and panties around her ankles as Dr. Winchester examined her butt. Not that he had much to go on other than Jewel’s description that her butt was bigger.

		“I don’t see anything abnormal about any part of you,” Dr. Winchester finally said. “However, I would understand if you wanted to stop the injections and end the trial.”

		“No,” Jewel practically shouted, her voice raising an octave as she suddenly became concerned about the doctor’s hesitation. She had already gone over this with her husband. She wanted to continue. “I mean, I want another injection,” she added, this time sounding more like herself.

		“Very well,” Dr. Winchester said. “I will ask the nurse to bring your next injection. You might as well just stay like that for the injection. I’ll just cover you up while you wait.”

		The doctor pulled a blanket out from a drawer beneath the exam table and unfurled it before covering Jewel’s prone body. The room was plenty warm, but Jewel appreciated the extra layer. She was not used to being so exposed. Her skin was nearly ready to break out into goosebumps.

		It only took a few minutes for the nurse to arrive with the injection kit. As soon as Dr. Winchester was ready, he raised the blanket covering Jewel, exposing her lower half and her growing butt.

		“Just like last time, this might sting a little.”

		Jewel was growing used to the injection in her ass. Each time she managed to stay more relaxed. This time she barely felt it go in.

		“And that’s it,” Dr. Winchester announced. “I’ll see you in another two weeks. Same as before, keep me updated on your growth and call me if you notice any side effects. You’re past the halfway mark now.”

		“Thank you, Doctor,” Jewel said before the doctor left her alone in the exam room. She could show herself out, especially with her frequent visits.

		There was no soreness as Jewel pulled her pants back up. And when she buttoned her blouse back up, she decided to leave a few buttons undone, giving a view of her growing cleavage. She was not headed back to the office, so it did not matter if she looked fully professional or not. And with bigger breasts, Jewel was beginning to learn that it was socially acceptable to show them off a little. It felt good too.
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		“S o as you can see, the numbers check out,” Jewel said as she began to wrap up her presentation to her coworkers about the latest merger deal they were working on. “Both sets of shareholders will be happy with the results and payouts. And we will get a nice hefty commission.”

		Jewel stood there for a moment, letting her presentation sink in. She could only hope her choice of clothing did not distract her male colleagues too much. She had never worn a skirt to the office before, but her butt had kept growing and she was worried she might slip the seams in her pants. The skirt she wore was several years old, part of a skirt suit she had bought early on when she thought women were supposed to wear skirts to the office.

		It had not taken Jewel long to realize her naiveté and the skirt had found its way to the back of her closet. Admittedly, at the time it had been ill-fitting, but that had changed with the continued growth of her ass. While her slacks could not handle her ass anymore, this skirt could, barely. That change might have been enough to throw everyone off, but Jewel worked with professionals. Yes, they were men who liked to look at beautiful women, which Jewel was one of, but they did not let their libidos get in the way of making huge sums of money.

		“I don’t think your numbers add up,” Rodgers said, speaking up from the back of the conference room. “Can you go over them again?”

		Jewel stood there for a moment, looking down at her notes, slightly flustered. She had practiced her presentation all day, honing it. She thought everything about it had been perfect. At least her delivery was good, but now she was being asked about the numbers. Jewel had to find those numbers on the notecard in her hands.

		“Okay, sure,” Jewel finally said. “It’s a $77 billion deal, as we talked about. And we’re splitting it down the middle between issuing new stock and paying shareholders.”

		Jewel looked up at Rodgers from her notes, hoping that satisfied his interest in the numbers. He looked skeptical.

		“I get that it’s an even split on the money and share value, but you mentioned something about each of those two categories being $7 billion each,” Rodgers pressed.

		“Um, sure, that sounds right,” Jewel answered. “You got it.”

		The room was silent. Everyone was staring at her. Something was wrong, but Jewel could not see it.

		“Then where’s the other $63 billion go?” Rodgers asked.

		“I don’t get what you mean?” Jewel said. “There’s two categories. There’s money and stock. Seven and seven. That’s 77.”

		Suddenly Townly rose to his feet. “I think that’s enough for now. Clearly this deal isn’t quite ready to take to regulators yet, so we’ll end things there for right now. Everyone is dismissed.”

		Jewel knew she had screwed up. She knew something was not right. However, standing there, she could not sense what it was. She had run the numbers multiple times. It was all supposed to work out. At least Townly had not let Rodgers skewer her in front of everyone. He had ended the meeting. That in and of itself was a huge problem. Jewel had never seen him end meetings like that unless the person presenting was clearly out of their league.

		Jewel stood there as everyone filed out of the room. Rodgers sported a gleeful smile that left Jewel confused and a little scared. Was Rodgers out for her? He certainly seemed to enjoy making her look bad. Luckily, he did not stick around to gloat.

		Soon, Jewel found herself alone with her boss. Unlike Rodgers’ happiness at seeing Jewel fail, Townly looked both confused and concerned.

		“Is something wrong, J.B.?” he asked. “You haven’t been yourself lately.”

		“I don’t know what’s wrong,” Jewel admitted. “I prepared really hard for this and I thought my presentation was perfect.”

		“Your presentation was fine,” Townly said. “It was your numbers that didn’t add up. Seven and seven is fourteen, not 77. Come one, you know that.”

		Jewel stood there, the wheels of her mind turning as she tried to work through the math. The subject had never been her strongest suit, but she had always managed before. But as she stood there trying to work through the numbers in her head, she was having a hard time separating what she thought seven and seven added together should be and what Townly said it was.

		“I don’t know what’s gotten into me,” Jewel finally said, tears coming to her eyes. She could not stop them from flowing even if she wanted to.

		“I know this merger project is a big one and I’m thinking I might have put too much pressure on you with everything else you have going on right now. I know you don’t like the guy, but I think I need to let Rodgers take over the lead on this. You can still do your part, but I think you’ve just got too much on your plate right now, what with the medical trial.”

		Jewel knew the two things were unrelated. Her leaving work early once every other week for an injection that was making her boobs grow had nothing to do with her performance at work. It had nothing to do with her leadership role on this latest merger. And yet, she could not explain what was wrong.

		She would need to go through all her numbers again, this time using a calculator. Jewel was discovering she could not trust her own mind when it came to even simple math. That was concerning enough, but knowing she had disappointed her boss and mentor made it all the worse.

		“Why don’t you take the rest of the afternoon off,” Townly offered. “Get some rest or go shopping. I don’t know. Just do something that takes your mind off of work for a while. I want you recharged and ready to go when you return to the office.”

		Jewel hung her head low. “Yes, sir.” Given the circumstances, Townly did not even bother to correct her. She had done poorly and this was part of her penance.

		On Townly’s part, he could only hope his favorite employee could get her act together. He had no idea what was wrong with Jewel, but he needed her to be at her best. As much as he liked her, there was no way that he could continue to keep her on if she made more monumental screwups like the one she had made during her presentation. He did not need to tell her, but Jewel was on probation. No matter how much money she had made for the firm in the past, he could not continue to employ her if she was going to be a drag on the firm’s profitability.
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		One afternoon off from work turned into Jewel taking the rest of the week off. Townly had been right about a few things. She did need to relax. It felt so good to shut off the legal side of her brain and just enjoy herself.

		Not that Jewel was tired. Now that she and Charles were taking a more proactive approach to sleep, she had more energy during the day. Not that it had helped her mental confusion and difficulty concentrating. That had been why Jewel had spent so much time preparing and practicing her presentation. She wanted it to be perfect, but she knew the only way it could be perfect was if her delivery was well practiced. If only she had spent as much time making sure the material was perfect before giving the perfect presentation.

		But it turned out that Jewel’s difficulties concentrating did not matter when she did not try to actually concentrate. If she just went with the flow and tried to enjoy herself, there were no issues.

		Townly had also been right about Jewel’s need to go shopping. She realized he had only said it because she was a woman and women were known for their joy of shopping. However, with Jewel’s changing body, she was finding she needed some new clothes. Jewel avoided going overboard, buying a whole new wardrobe. After all, even she knew her transformation was not yet complete. Her boobs still had at least another cup size to go. She had another injection scheduled. It was supposed to be her last.

		With that in mind, Jewel limited her purchases to only a few new tops. Given the requirements of the medical trial, she was still going braless and she was still trying to wear clothing that was light and airy. She did not want to constrict her new boobs in the slightest. But with their growth, that was becoming more and more difficult, especially since the more fashionable tops tended to be tight.

		“Only a few more weeks,” Jewel told herself as she stepped away from a cute peephole sweater with a large cutout centered on cleavage.

		Instead, Jewel focused on buying new clothing for her lower half. She did not have the same restrictions there that she did for her upper half. And as much as she would need new work clothes to fit her expanded backside, Jewel had zero interest in looking at or trying on anything that was office appropriate. That left her looking at tight casual pants and several skirts that helped to highlight her ass.

		Jewel had never had much interest in dressing to impress, unless it was impressing a boardroom. She had never been someone who wanted to highlight her body, to exhibit it like some women were known to do. Her reasons were two-fold. One, she had never felt confident enough in her body to do so, even when she in fact did have a great body, even before she started the medical trial. Two, Jewel had always focused on appearing professional and she knew that exposed midriffs, deep cleavage, tight pants, and short skirts did not pass the professional test.

		However, Jewel had found her interests shifting. She had a great ass and it was time people got to appreciate that. Charles certainly did. He had more and more been walking by Jewel and giving her ass a light smack. It always made Jewel jump and blush, but that was quickly followed by a growing wetness between her legs. Jewel would not have accepted that behavior from just anyone, but her husband could do it as often as he liked, especially when he fucked her after.

		Then there were the heels. Jewel had always understood the importance of heels, even in a professional setting. That was just a fact of life. She wore them not for the way it changed her body position when standing, but to give her a few extra inches of height. That was important in a male dominated profession like finance.

		However, this shopping trip saw Jewel try on and buy shoes she never would wear to the office. Tall stiletto heels, wedge sandals, and everything in between. The extra height made Jewel feel like she was standing on pedestals. These were not shoes that one wore to get anywhere fast. They were for slow movement and making sure that people were watching. Jewel was finding she more and more liked the idea of people watching her as she walked down the street or crossed the room at the country club.

		And it was with the country club in mind that Jewel bought one of her latest outfits. She had no intention of actually playing tennis, at least until she could wear a bra again, but that did not stop her from arriving at the club in her tennis whites. She wore a stretchy white tank top underneath a fitted white jacket that she buttoned around her middle. Her growing boobs meant they would barely be covered in the future.

		Jewel had maintained the white theme with a white thong underneath a short white tennis skirt. The important description of the skirt was short. It barely reached the tops of her thighs. Bending over left the distinct possibility that anyone positioned behind her would find out that her thong matched her skirt.

		However, what made it clear that Jewel was not going to be playing tennis was her shoes. At first glance they looked like white tennis shoes. But there was no way she could run around the court with the wedge heel in the back. This was an outfit made to look like she was ready to play while highlighting her body to best effect.

		Jewel had timed her arrival at the club for when she expected Charles to return to the clubhouse from his round of golf. He walked into the clubhouse with his buddies, pulling off his gloves, when he suddenly saw Jewel mincing across the room in her heels to greet her husband with a hug and a kiss.

		If Charles was surprised by his wife’s behavior, he did not show it. Charles’ friends, however, were surprised to see her and they could not keep their eyes off her bouncing boobs or the way her ass pushed out against the back of her skirt.

		“Perfect timing,” Jewel said after a long kiss on the lips. “You can buy me a drink before dinner.”

		“Gentleman,” Charles said to his friends, “you’ll need to excuse me. I need to attend to my wife.”

		As Charles led Jewel toward the bar, she wondered why she had avoided the country club so much before. It seemed like the perfect place to hang out and enjoy herself.
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		“Y ou’re looking much bigger,” the nurse said as she led Jewel back to the exam room for her fourth injection.

		“My husband has been measuring me every morning. I’m up over three cup sizes.”

		“That’s impressive,” the nurse agreed. “I haven’t even bothered to measure my girls. These babies are too unnatural to fit regular bra sizes.”

		“That’s kind of hot though,” Jewel said. “You’re so big you broke the chart.”

		“That’s certainly one way to think about it.”

		A few weeks ago, Jewel never would have said any of those things to the nurse. She was too shy about such matters. However, something had changed. It was as if something was growing inside Jewel. This went beyond her growing assets of her boobs and ass. This was an idea, a state of being.

		Jewel herself did not even know it was there. She could feel it, but she could not understand it. She could not comprehend it. Yet, the budding growth had led her to make several changes. Her shopping trip the week before had been a part of that. So too was her changing style. She was fully willing to let her boobs breathe a bit, including showing off her cleavage, even in the office.

		And then there were Jewel’s conversations. It was one thing to bring up sex and her changing body with Charles, but it was entirely different to bring it up with relative strangers. Jewel was becoming much more open about such things, including her banter with the nurse.

		“Here you go,” the nurse said as she opened the exam room door for Jewel. “I’ll go get Dr. Winchester.”

		“Thank you,” Jewel said as she stepped inside and sat on the exam table. Her outfit for the day looked much different from how it had in previous visits, even though she had once again come from the office.

		To start with, Jewel’s blouse was much lower cut. If she leaned forward, which she needed to do from time to time, anyone in front of her could get a look down her top and at her larger unrestrained breasts.

		Then there was Jewel’s skirt. She had gone shopping again, this time for work appropriate outfits. However, the definition of work appropriate seemed to have changed. This particular skirt was black and tight, highlighting her expanded rear, but also doing little to hide her legs. The skirt reached down to just a few inches above the knee, but there was also a slit up the side that was just a little too high.

		And to top it all off, so to speak, there were Jewel’s heels. She had always worn heels, but these matched her now more casual style of tall stilettos with a platform under the toe. It should have been difficult to walk in them, but Jewel had developed a kind of grace that drew in the eye. She did not walk particularly fast, but she rewarded those who needed to wait for her with a spectacular view.

		Technically, nothing Jewel wore was against the office dress code. There was no formalized dress code. However, Jewel would have been more easily mistaken for one of the firm’s secretaries rather than one of its legal experts. Not that she was doing much legal work. Rodgers had taken over the merger project and Jewel seemed to be left with just a few scraps, assignments a junior staffer could complete without the high price Jewel was paid each month.

		“Knock, knock,” the doctor called out after actually knocking on the door. He pushed it open and smiled when he saw Jewel. She returned his smile, finding herself far happier than she had been the last few visits.

		“Hi, Doctor,” Jewel said.

		“This is your last injection,” Dr. Winchester said as he set the drug case on the counter and then began to wash his hands. “It’s a momentous occasion. How do you feel?”

		“I feel great,” Jewel answered truthfully. She had never felt better. Even her struggles at work seemed inconsequential.

		“That’s good to hear. As always, your growth updates have been very helpful. You appear to be responding even better than the medical documentation suggested. It makes me think you don’t actually need the last injection to reach your goal size.”

		“Oh no, I want the last injection,” Jewel said almost automatically. Her growth thus far had been great, but she found herself wanting more. She was not big enough yet. She needed another injection.

		Dr. Winchester chuckled. “Completely understandable. And it makes sense. Without the fourth dose you might invalidate your participation in the trial. But no worries, I’ve brought the last dose with me. However, I believe it would be prudent to do the exam first.”

		“Yes, Doctor,” Jewel said as her hands started unbuttoning her blouse. There was no hesitation.

		As she sat there, her blouse hanging off her arms, her shoulder thrust back, Jewel felt pride as the doctor examined her boobs, poking and prodding them. They really had become quite spectacular. Despite their increase in size, they had remained perky and they continued to thread the fine line between soft and firm. And most impressive was their projection, the way they pushed off of her chest, making their presence fully known.

		“Your results certainly are impressive,” Dr. Winchester said. “If this new treatment is eventually approved, it might just put me and my brethren out of business. I guess there will always need to be someone to perform the injections, but that seems like such a waste of talent.”

		“I’m sure women will still want perfectly sculpted boobs,” Jewel assured him. “I just don’t like knives.”

		“That’s completely understandable,” the doctor said. “Now, let’s have you stand up and bend over for your injection.”

		Jewel did not bother to put her blouse back on before she pushed herself off the exam table and turned around. She lowered the zipper on her skirt and let it fall down her legs. The thong she wore beneath it meant she did not actually need to take it off.

		“Just like before, this might sting a little,” the doctor said as he turned around to see Jewel’s perfectly framed ass.

		Jewel did not even feel it as the needle pushed into her flesh. It only took the doctor a moment to drain the syringe. Then he pulled it out and disposed of the needle in a receptacle attached to the wall.

		“All done,” Dr. Winchester said. “You can put your clothes back on now.”

		“Thank you, Doctor,” Jewel said. She started by pulling her skirt back up and then took the time to put her top back on.

		“I realize we didn’t talk about side effects. Have you noticed anything different?”

		“Um,” Jewel said as she put a finger to her lips and considered the doctor’s question. The truth was, there were a lot of things that had changed for her, but it was becoming difficult to find any of the changes negative. “I didn’t have to get my roots touched up when I went to the salon last week. My hair is just growing blonde now. And, um, sometimes I find myself getting confused. Do you think it might be related?”

		“Hmm,” the doctor said, considering Jewel’s confession. “It’s possible. I’ve never heard of that happening before. Although some women seem to enjoy acting confused when they get bigger breasts. That seems a more likely story. I can send you off for a blood test if you want. We don’t have the equipment here, being a surgery clinic. We don’t have a diagnostic setup here.”

		“I think I’m okay,” Jewel said. “You’re probably right. I must just be acting this way because I finally have big boobs like those sexy bimbos.”

		“Exactly,” Dr. Winchester said. “You aren’t the first to let attractiveness get in the way of intellectual pursuits. If there’s nothing else, you’re free to go. I’ll see you again in two weeks for your followup appointment.”

		“Thank you, Doctor,” Jewel said as she practically skipped out of the exam room. Just knowing her boobs were going to continue growing for another two weeks was enough to turn her on. And she knew just what to do. She was sure Charles would take care of her by fucking her hard before Alex served them dinner.
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		“Y ou wanted to see me, sir?” Jewel said as she stepped into Townly’s office.

		The Jewel that stepped into his office did not have the same level of confidence as the one who told Townly that the merger was possible seven weeks before. Or, more accurately, she had a different kind of confidence.

		Jewel had once been fully confident in her legal skill and acumen. She had always been confident that she could snuff out deceit or turn the tables in the firm’s favor.

		However, none of that made any sense to this new Jewel. Instead of being a legal eagle, she was an expert on how to look her best. Her hair and makeup was flawless. So too was her outfit. Every item she wore came from a name brand that Townly would never hope to remember.

		“Yes, please come in and take a seat,” Townly said, barely looking up at his once promising protege. “We need to talk about your future here at the firm.”

		“Of course, sir,” Jewel said as she swayed and glided across the office and gracefully lowered herself into a seat opposite her boss. She crossed her legs and sat straight up, pushing out her now substantial chest.

		“Look, J.B.—“

		“You can call me Jewel. Or Mrs. Blythely if you prefer.”

		Townly looked up and seemed to take in this new Jewel for the first time. She looked immaculately well put together. And there was no way anyone would ever guess she had a law degree, let alone had graduated college. The pink lipstick, the large hoop earrings, the slightly vacant stare all added together to scream that she lacked intelligence, whether that was actually true or not.

		“Jewel, I’m not sure what’s going on with you, but as you know, your work has really fallen off lately. I mean, the presentation you gave was bad enough, but I’ve been told the quality of the rest of your work has also deteriorated. I mean, not only do your numbers not add up, but the secretaries are having to correct your spelling.”

		Jewel just sat there, taking everything in. She knew it was all true. She also knew that she no longer cared. It was not necessarily that she could not do any of the things she was required to for her job, it was that she simply did not care enough to do them correctly, assuming she actually could. Jewel was still pretty certain that Townly was wrong about her math skills, but she was not about to argue with him about it. Arguing never got anywhere.

		“Look, you know how much I respect you,” Townly continued. “And you know how much I’ve been in your corner. When you married Charles, I was as happy for you as I was for my own sister when she got married. And I understand the fine line you’ve had to live between being an independent woman and being your husband’s wife. However, I’m starting to think you’ve gone over the edge and given up on trying to be an independent and career minded woman.”

		Jewel was about to open her mouth to respond, but Townly cut in and continued speaking.

		“You don’t need to say anything. We both know it’s true. Who knows, maybe you’ll want to return to the world of finance again, but I don’t think your heart is in it right now. If you can’t tell, I have to let you go. You’re dead weight around here and I can’t keep paying you your current salary for what I’m getting from you. However, I don’t want to fire you. I don’t want to have to tell a future employer that you were let go because you couldn’t hack it anymore. Therefore, I’m going to ask that you resign. We’ll part on good terms and leave it at that. How does that sound?”

		Jewel sat there for a moment, considering Townly’s offer. The fact was, she had been planning to quit for a few days now, but she had not been able to bring herself to do it. She had felt torn about it, citing the same reasons Townly had mentioned. She was good at her work. But there was something about her now that placed such levels of performance out of reach. Jewel could not even understand why, but she was finally coming to terms with the fact that she would be much happier just being Mrs. Blythely and to give up on her former career aspirations. It was not like she needed to work for a living when she was married to the wealthiest man in town.

		“I think you’re right,” Jewel said. “I don’t want to work anymore.”

		“So you’ll resign?” Townly asked.

		“Sure, whatever,” Jewel said, not caring how it was done. She appreciated that Townly was trying to leave her an opening to return to the workforce in the future, but Jewel did not think that was likely. After all, once she was home full time, it seemed likely that Charles would want to put a baby into her. And none of that would change the confusion she felt when she tried to think of lawyerly things.

		“Um, how about I write up a resignation letter for you and you can sign it?” Townly offered. “That’s probably easiest.”

		“Yes, sir,” Jewel said. “Thanks for understanding.”

		And just like that, Jewel’s days at the firm were over. There was a part of her that wondered if Charles would be upset at her. They had not discussed her ending her employment, but given the jokes he had started to make around the house, mocking her intelligence and understanding of topics he talked about when she had previously been fully versed in everything he spoke of seemed to hint at the truth. He knew this moment was coming just as much as she and Townly did.

		“I hope you enjoy yourself,” Townly said. “It’s been a pleasure working with you.”

		Jewel noticed the sadness in Townly’s voice. She had not considered her relationships with her coworkers, let alone her boss, as she found herself transitioning away from her work. She had admired Townly and appreciated his mentorship. However, she could no longer find the words to accurately express how she had felt about him.

		“I’m gonna miss you,” she finally said. “You were the best boss I ever had.” That was the best she could do in her final moments at the firm.
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		“D octor, I need to talk to you,” Jewel said as she sat down in Dr. Winchester’s office. She had arrived early for her final appointment and requested she speak with him as soon as possible.

		“Mrs. Blythely,” the doctor said, looking up. “My, you’re looking terrific today.”

		Jewel blushed a little at the compliment. She was still getting used to having people compliment her appearance, especially people like Dr. Winchester. It helped that she had not needed to dress for the office before coming to the clinic. She had not needed to worry about maintaining her professional appearance anymore since she had resigned from the firm.

		As it turned out, Charles had been fully supportive of her decision and admitted that he had been about to suggest she give up her job to become a full time wife. He had even helped her develop a new routine that kept her plenty busy. If she was not doing everything she could to take care of her appearance with trips to the salon, the spa, and the gym, she was spending her free time at the country club, getting to know the other wives of wealthy men. Jewel fit right in.

		And of course Charles made sure that his wife was learning her role in the house. His rule was final, but more importantly Jewel was learning all the fun ways she could please her husband. They had already broken in her new tits with a proper titfuck. He had even popped her anal cherry. More and more, Jewel had come to the realization that her greatest asset was not specifically her new tits, but her body as a whole. She was coming to terms with the fact she was little more than a sex object and trophy wife. And despite her degrees and past business success, she was finding being a sex object to be right up her alley.

		“Thank you, Doctor,” Jewel finally said as she sat down across from the doctor.

		“What can I do for you?” Dr. Winchester rested his elbows on the desk and touched his finger tips together. He looked over his hands at the well dressed Jewel.

		Since she no longer needed to worry about professional appearances, she wore a light pink ribbed pullover sweater with a large peephole over her chest, giving everyone who saw her a generous look at her large tits. The sweater just touched the top of her skirt, a tennis style number that did little to actually cover her legs. The high heels were now standard and expected. Jewel crossed her legs, but not before Dr. Winchester got a peek up her skirt from across the desk. She was wearing pink panties that matched her sweater.

		“I was hoping you could give me another injection,” Jewel said, sounding slightly desperate. “I want to be bigger.”

		There was a part of Dr. Winchester who was not surprised by Jewel’s request. It was common knowledge that many women who underwent breast augmentations ended up wishing they had gone bigger the first time. If he wanted to, he could make a living just from doing revision work for women who were left just a little disappointed with their first operation. However, that would take all the fun out of taking a flat chested woman and giving her the big tits of her dreams.

		On the other hand, Dr. Winchester could remember Jewel as she was. It had been plainly obvious that her size considerations when starting the trial were entirely dictated by her husband. He knew she wanted to be bigger, but she would have been happier with a couple cup sizes bigger. Now, from the looks of it, she was pushing five cup sizes bigger and asking for more. It was quite amazing.

		“You were only scheduled for the four,” Dr. Winchester noted. “It would be breaking trial protocol to give you another injection.”

		“Who cares about that, Doctor,” Jewel said. “I just want to be a little bit bigger. I want to be the biggest wife at the country club.”

		What Jewel failed to say was she also wanted to have the best ass. She was in the running for both and she was certain a fifth injection would put her over the top. Who cared if she lost another few points off her IQ? Jewel no longer did. She had found her true calling in being the sexy wife of Charles Blythely. That was all that mattered to her now.

		And despite the obvious IQ loss, Jewel had figured it out. Actually, it had been her husband who had deduced it, but she had embraced it. She frequently called herself his dumb big-titted wifey when they were in the bedroom. Charles seemed to like it. And if Charles liked it, Jewel liked it. That was how their relationship worked now.

		“Well, I suppose we can break protocol,” Dr. Winchester said. “I had another patient in the trial stop early due to the mental side effects. I still have her dose. It is identical to what you were taking. You’re sure you don’t mind the side effects?”

		Jewel shook her head, causing her long blonde hair to flow back and forth with the movement of her head. Her big hoop earrings even clanked against the side of her head, but she was used to that now and did not even notice it.

		“I don’t mind,” Jewel finally said. “I just want to be bigger.”

		“Well, okay,” Dr. Winchester said. “We’ll just fill out your file to say you had your post-trial exam today and everything was perfect. You’re happy with everything that’s happened thus far?”

		“Yes, Doctor,” Jewel said, nodding her head.

		“You know where the exam room is,” the doctor said. “I’ll join you in there in a moment. I need to collect your injection from the fridge.”

		Jewel smiled as she got up and swayed toward the door. She was the happiest dumb big-titted wifey she could be.
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		“G irl, you’re looking fine today,” said Patti as Jewel joined the rest of the girls for afternoon drinks at the country club.

		“You too,” Jewel said, although none of the other wives could hold a candle to her. Between her fit body, big ass, and even bigger tits, Jewel was the jewel of the group and everyone knew it.

		Not that Jewel let such distinction go to her head. She was past being catty with the other wives. They had become friends, even if Jewel had been wary of them until her growth was complete. She really was the biggest of the group. All of them had been augmented in some way or another and all of them had big tits. It was just that Jewel was the biggest.

		Admittedly, the level of conversation was never very high. None of the wives in the group was particularly bright. And none of them would have guessed at Jewel’s past. They never bother asking. None of them knew she had once been a top-flight lawyer and had closed deals involving more money than some of the companies their husbands ran were worth.

		“So did you do it?” Sasha asked.

		Jewel sat up straight, taking a sip of her martini before she answered. “Of course I did.”

		“Where?” Patti asked. “Right there on the course?”

		Jewel reached into her purse and pulled out a white towel. It had two knee-sized grass stains on it.

		“Charles won the front nine,” Jewel said. “It was only fair that I blow him.”

		The women began to titter and giggle at the outlandish but completely true claim Jewel had made.

		“You girls should try it sometime,” Jewel said, proud of the reputation she had garnered. “That was the third load I’ve sucked from my husband today.”

		“But, like, aren’t you worried what people will think of you?” Sasha asked. Of all the women in the group, she seemed to be the most sexually repressed. Then again, Jewel was the most sexually open, so it made for an interesting polarization. But as far as Jewel was concerned, she thought every woman there should be fully available to their men. In Jewel’s mind, it was the only way to be, especially when all of them were little more than trophy wives.

		“Sasha,” Patti said. “If you haven’t learned it by now, Jewel here is a special case. I don’t think there’s anything sex related that our Jewel wouldn’t do.”

		Jewel just smiled at that assessment. As far as she knew, it was true. Then again, she was no longer the sharp and creative woman she had once been. It was Charles that always made suggestions for their bedroom activities. And Jewel was always willing to go along with his ideas. After all, he was the man in the family. She was just a bimbo.

		The women chatted and gossiped as they drank. All of them were conscious of the calories in alcohol, so none of them overindulged. But after several hours, the men returned from the golf course.

		“Babe, how did you do?” Jewel asked as she jumped into her husband’s arms. He had changed out of his gold shoes, but he still wore the rest of his golfing attire, including his golfing gloves.

		“I won, of course.”

		“Ooh, yeah, baby,” Jewel cheered. “How do you want to celebrate?”

		“I’ve arranged for the hut,” Charles answered.

		“I can’t wait,” Jewel cooed.

		The hut had originally been a storage building that had been dressed up like a tiki hut. However, it had recently undergone a renovation that allowed club members to rent it out for a few hours at a time. It was supposed to be a place where a couple could have a romantic picnic or something similar. Charles used it as a place to fuck his wife after a round of golf.

		“How do you want me?” Jewel asked as soon as they were inside the hut.

		Even with the door closed, there would be little wonder what was happening inside. The walls were thin and the windows large. Still, no one had yet to complain about what various couples got up to in the hut. Nearly anything seemed to be fair game, as long as no one made too big a mess.

		“Hmm, I don’t know yet,” Charles said as he pushed Jewel up against the wall and kissed her hard on the lips.

		Jewel melted into his touch. She kissed him back with all she was worth as he squeezed and nearly mauled her tits. That alone was enough to elicit a moan from her lips, a rumble that was cut off by his hot lips against hers.

		When Charles broke the kiss and pulled his head back, Jewel was left panting and wanting. She loved kissing her husband. She loved simply making out with him, although she was always ready and willing for far more. But she viewed that as her wifely duties and her body was certainly primed for more. She was always on edge, always horny.

		“Since I worked hard to win that game, why don’t you ride me while I sit back and enjoy the view,” Charles said. It was phrased like a question, but Jewel knew better.

		“Whatever you want,” Jewel said as she practically pulled her husband to a seat by the window. He would be able to look out at the golf course and the tennis courts as she rode his hard cock.

		As soon as Charles was settled, Jewel started doing a little dance, shaking her ass and making her skirt swish and sway. It quickly became apparent that she was not wearing any underwear. And given the way her slit glistened, she was more than ready to feel Charles’ big hard cock in her pussy.

		“Ooh, yeah, baby,” Jewel moaned as she slowly lowered herself onto her husband’s cock. She had not even needed to take off her skirt. It was short enough it did not get in the way. And from there, she worked her hardest to give Charles every pleasure her body could provide.

		It did not take long before Charles gripped her by the hips and pushed down, holding her impaled on his cock. This was the big moment and Jewel was ready.

		“Fuck yes,” Jewel screamed out as Charles flooded her pussy with his cum, triggering her own orgasm that left her shaking as she was rocked with a big orgasm. Then again, when Charles was involved, they were always big orgasms.

		It took awhile for Jewel to recover, but she eventually leaned back and rested against Charles’ muscular chest, his cock still inside of her. She was happy to sit there like that until he was ready for more. After all, they had the hut for several hours and they could both enjoy watching the golfers and tennis players go about their business.

		“I’m glad you decided to become my dumb little slut,” Charles eventually said.

		“Me too,” Jewel said as she nuzzled his neck. And she believed that with every fiber of her being. She was happy as her husband’s bimbo wife and she never wanted to be anything else.
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