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Te
st Subject Number Twelve

“I’m telling ya, Lucy, the breast augmentation treatment is nothing to worry about, and the rewards are nothing short of amazing.  I’ve been through three so far, and can hardly wait for my next one,” Wendy enthusiastically said.

“I’ll admit your bust line is looking fairly impressive compared to the first time I saw you, but there’s gotta be a catch.”

“Well, I suppose frequent and more powerful orgasms might be considered a side-effect by some, but I ain’t complaining.”

“It all just sounds too good to be true, and that makes me suspicious.”

“I can understand that, and I’ll admit that the actual treatment part kind of sucks, but it doesn’t last too long.”

“Why do they have to do so many treatments?  Can’t they just up the dosage or something and get it over with all at once?”

“I’m sure they could, but it’s still an experimental procedure, and they obviously want to advance slowly and safely.”

I wasn’t really convinced, but I let it drop.  It was obvious Wendy was no better than a shill for the company due to her love of bondage and submission, but I had to keep the bigger picture in mind.  I couldn’t spare six months away from civilization like she could, or I wouldn’t even have a home to return to.

I liked the idea of what they were trying to do here, but needed a way to get it done in a matter of weeks, not months.  Maybe if I could get my hands on the doctor’s notes, I’d be able to find out how fast it could really be done.

After planning for several days on the best way to try and get a copy of his research, it was almost anticlimactic when I simply walked into his office one night and copied his files onto a USB drive.  It only took about sixty seconds, and I felt a bit like a fool for trying so hard to come up with an elaborate ‘Mission Impossible’ type plan.

I spent another few days trying to figure out what it all meant, and couldn’t find anything to suggest that a higher concentration of his hormonal solution couldn’t be used.  His typical treatment called for a mere five percent solution to be used, which wound up being about a half-inch augmentation.

He usually used a ten percent solution for the initial dose, which gave close to a full inch, and the ratio of concentration to size seemed fairly constant across the various test ranges.  If I could somehow load up a stronger dosage when it was my turn for the treatment, it should be possible to upgrade my meager A-cup breasts to a ‘D’ in less than two weeks.

I was quite satisfied with what I’d found, but the most amazing part was a series of notes near the end.  The same solution injected around the clitoral nerve bundle, could cause a slight engorgement and significant increase in sensitivity of the clit itself.

That would be absolutely amazing if it actually worked.  My clit was so small as to be non-existent, and having an orgasm was extremely difficult for me.  I’d only ever cum before by a long and concentrated effort on it with a strong vibrator, and never by mere intercourse.

The more I read, the more I was convinced I needed to do it all, but only if I could do it my way; I wanted to go for the complete treatment.  One way or another, I was going to make it happen.

It took close to another week before the opportunity of a lifetime happened, and I knew it was time to strike.  Doctor Gustavo had to fly home for a week, and the two resident nurses were taking over the augmentation treatments while he was gone.  Goodbye to two-raisins-on-a-breadboard, and hello personal flotation devices!


Ga
ming the System

Unless something funky happened, then tonight was the night I’d been waiting for.  With the doc away, it was easy to open up my file and change things around to suit my needs.  Now when they took me down for my session I’d get what I wanted, and not the lame shit he had in mind.

I was both excited and nervous when Nurse Betty came to collect me and escort me into the ‘dungeon’.  I felt smug when we got there and I saw the other nurse, Cara, preparing the injections while reading the info off of the file I’d changed.

Steve the dentist was also here, sitting next to his gas canisters and eating a sandwich.  It was business as usual as far as they were all concerned, and I tried to keep myself looking calm and collected so they didn’t get suspicious.

Betty gave me what sounded like a rehearsed speech while I undressed and sat in the imposing looking exam chair mounted in the middle of a floor to ceiling frame of heavy chrome pipe.  She also made me sign a stack of paperwork the size of a phonebook with all the waivers, disclaimers, and non-disclosure agreements.

Once the paperwork was finalized, she pulled a set of mouth guards out of a pot of hot water and told me to bite down on them hard so they could form and set.  While waiting for that, she calmly adjusted my position slightly and began strapping me down.

Padded leather belts went around my ankles, below my knees and above them, around my upper thighs, and over the top of my hips.  She told me to grab onto the armrests so she could strap my arms down similar to how my legs were restrained, and then my torso was welded to the chair with another four straps.

A foam-lined strap went over my neck, a second over my mouth, and a third over my forehead removed the last little bit of freedom I had left, other than in my fingers and toes.  Each additional strap had driven me closer to total panic, but I fought through it, knowing I’d only have to go through this only once.

“I think we’re ready,” Betty said after double-checking the straps and removing any slight slack.

“What’s the plan for this session?” Steve asked.

“It looks like a good one, so you might want to start the nitrous early,” Cara replied.

He nodded and strapped a nasal mask in place, telling me to just breathe normally and try to relax.  It was tough to do when I felt like hyperventilating, but after a minute or so I had no choice in the matter; the nitrous oxide slowly made my muscles relax and the panic subside.

My vision was a little blurry and I felt like I was high, but I wasn’t so far out of it that I wasn’t aware of what was going on around me.  It threw me for a loop when the chair I was sitting on suddenly started spinning until my legs were pointing straight up in the air, but I wound up giggling over it.  It felt almost like a carnival ride.

The tube they shoved up my butt didn’t feel like a carnival ride, or at least not from any carnival I’d ever heard of.  I felt pressure as they inflated the bladders around my anus to keep me from leaking, and then a lot more pressure as they began filling me up with the enema.

It didn’t take long before I started cramping up from it, but the discomfort didn’t last as long as I expected due to the muscle relaxant included with it.  After holding it a while, I found I couldn’t even flex my fingers or toes anymore, and knew I was well past the point of no return.

Even though my entire body was like a sack of jelly, it was a real relief when they finally released the enema and cleaned me up in preparation for the next phase.  After donning rubber gloves, the two nurses began rubbing a salve into my skin.

Betty worked it in over my tits, while Cara coated my groin with it, even going so far as to squirt a bunch up both my holes with what looked like a turkey baster.  Taking what looked like a behemoth sized pair of dildos, she shoved one up my snatch and a barely smaller one up my ass, using a strap from below the chair to hold them in place.

I giggled again at the thought of how I looked.  I felt like a Thanksgiving Day turkey that was stuffed and coated with gravy.  I laughed about that for quite some time, but then the inserts came to life inside me, and I started moaning in pleasure instead.

They left me like that for about a thousand years, hornier than I’d ever been in my entire life, but unable to cum without any direct stimulation on my clit.  When they returned, I thought they looked pretty damn good for people a millennium old, and tried unsuccessfully to compliment them on it.

The goop was cleaned off my tits before they were sucked into a pair of vacuum tubes and some thick rubber bands were worked over the bases of them.  I laughed at how hard a time they were having trapping my tits due to how small they were, but they eventually succeeded and had the last laugh.

I vaguely heard something about an increase of the nitrous content, but wasn’t exactly sure what since the ringing in my ears drowned it out, and it took a lot of concentration to keep my eyes open now.  That changed as soon as I felt the first sting on my engorged little titties.

Working rapidly, Nurse Cara was giving me a series of injections all over my chest that felt like a bunch of wasp stings, each one feeling a little worse than the last.  Just when I didn’t think it could get any worse, she injected right around my nipples, and I thought my heart might explode from the pain.

Thank God the burning sensation didn’t last long, and slowly became a dull throbbing ache I could deal with.  I felt the strap down below come undone and the cream cleaned off, with the vibrator up my twat unfortunately removed in the process.

I’d totally forgotten I’d added the clit injections to my file, but when she stuck the first needle into me, I remembered in a hurry.  Even barely conscious, I let loose with a howl that surprised everyone.

I think he cranked the nitrous level through the roof after that, but I still felt the last three shots down there like nothing I ever imagined possible.  Still trying to scream, I blacked out after the last one, my body and mind too overloaded to care what happened next.

***

When I awoke, it took me a long time to figure out I was still strapped to the chair in the dungeon.  I must’ve made a noise, because Nurse Cara looked up from the magazine she was reading and came over to check on me.

“Finally awake, are we?” she said, looking me over and checking the readout on the machines monitoring me.  “You gave us quite the scare with your rather extreme reaction to the treatment.”

“That was a lot more intense than I thought it’d be,” I croaked through my dry mouth.  “Can I have something to drink?”

She put a straw in a water bottle and held it up for me, cautioning me to take it slow.  It tasted better than the finest champagne, and did a lot to restore me.  She took it away before I was even halfway finished, but promised I could have more in a few minutes.

“So… umm, are we done here?  When are you gonna let me out of this thing?”

“Patience,” she said.  “After your strong reaction, we thought it was best if we kept you here overnight under observation.”

“I’m fine now, I just want to be able to move again.”

“If you need to use the bathroom, I can get you a bedpan.”

It was humiliating, but pissing myself would’ve been even worse, so I nodded yes.  While my bladder was a pressing concern, it wasn’t the main reason I wanted out of here; I was hornier than your average high school football team, and desperately wanted some alone time with my battery operated boyfriend.

After filling the bedpan with a surprising amount of fluid, she wiped me clean and elicited a gasp as her hand brushed over my sensitive pussy lips.  A knowing smile crossed her face, and mine went beet red as I realized she knew my secret.

“Does someone want a reward for being a good girl during her treatment?” she asked, gently running a finger along my slit.

I almost came on the spot and couldn’t speak, but my throaty moan was answer enough for her.  She did nothing but stare at my face with that wicked little smile of hers, while stroking up and down, barely even brushing my clit, until I came with a scream that echoed off the walls.

My body was wracked with spasm after spasm of uncontrollable lust, and it was easily the most powerful orgasm I’d ever experienced.  Even more amazing was how little effort it took for her to make me cum.  Holy shit, the treatment worked like a charm.

She was still staring at me when I came back to my senses and returned her gaze, no longer caring about how embarrassing my public display should’ve made me feel.  I gave her a weak smile and meekly asked if I could have another.

She chuckled and shook her head in disbelief, reaching into her lab coat pocket for her phone.  After firing off a quick text to someone, she resumed staring at my face as she slowly unbuttoned the coat.  I was surprised to see she wasn’t wearing anything underneath it, and doubly surprised to see her overly large nipples were already standing at attention.

I usually preferred guys, but the sight of her naked body in front of me turned me on like never before, and I think I might’ve jumped all over her if I wasn’t so tightly strapped down.  When she stepped close this time, she had one hand between her own legs before she put the other between mine.

She had no trouble slipping a pair of fingers into my dripping tunnel and wiggling them around as she slowly fucked me with them.  My eyes rolled up in my head at the amazing feeling, and my throaty groans resumed almost instantly.

I knew it wouldn’t take long before I was ready to climax again, but she was in charge now and had a different plan.  She stopped just as I was getting nicely worked up, and pulled her fingers away, licking them clean and making me do the same for the fingers she’d just had in her own pussy.

The sweet taste of her juices made me even hornier somehow, and I would’ve sold my soul to the Devil for a chance at a sixty-nine with her right now.  Instead, after a brief but deep kiss where her tongue tried to reach my tonsils, she scurried away to the supply cupboard.

My heart started beating faster when I saw her pull out a double sided strap-on dildo and begin putting it on.  Yeah, that’s what I really needed; to be pounded like a veal cutlet for a few hours.  The large, pale dildo looked almost obscene jutting out from her crotch, bobbing up and down with each step as she returned.

Before getting down to business, she took the time to spread my legs even wider, making sure there was nothing to stop her from going all the way inside me.  Holding onto it with one hand, she began rubbing it up and down over my pussy, coating it with my glistening juices and teasing me wickedly in the process.

Holding the tip against my entrance, she paused and reached to the side strap and pressed the remote hanging there.  I felt the dildo come to life, vibrating with an intensity that would quickly drive me insane if she didn’t start putting that thing to its proper use.

Lucky for me, she was out of patience herself; she drove it deep inside me with one steady thrust and began fucking me for real.  Sex had never felt this good before, and I gave myself over to the moment, closing my eyes so I could enjoy every millisecond of it without any distractions.

The pleasure I felt was more than mere waves, it was like the tide, and every thrust in and out was like the ebb and flow of the ocean.  God, is this really what people felt during sex?  I almost felt sorry for myself for missing out on it until now.

Between her powerful thrusts and the stimulating vibrations, I came twice more before she got herself off, and I loved every second of it.  I wished she could’ve kept going, and it was a disappointment to feel the large phallus slip out of me.

I opened my eyes and was startled to see we had company.  Nurse Betty had joined us while I had my eyes closed and I never heard her come in.  It was the first time I’ve ever had an audience for sex, but it didn’t bother me, especially when I saw she’d already put on her own strap-on.

They changed places and she teased me with the tip similar to how Cara had.  Unlike Cara, she had the vibrator already running, and when she entered me, she did it nice and slow.  She fucked me with the same slow and deliberate motion she used to slide it in, and while I would’ve liked her to put it in high gear, it still felt wonderful.

Cara came around and started kissing me while Betty was working away, and the combined attention drove me back to the peak in record time.  Once I started cumming this time, I barely seemed to stop before exploding into a fresh new orgasm, barely able to breathe from the overpowering surges of pleasure.

Even after she was finished, I still wanted more; I was insatiable.  Amused at my unquenchable lust, they each took another turn pumping away, and it still wasn’t enough to satisfy my appetites.

Now they seemed a little concerned about how badly I wanted to keep cumming, and went off to the corner to talk in private.  After a brief, but animated discussion, Cara pulled out her phone again and called someone.  A longer conversation ensued, and I tried calling Betty back for some more fun while she was busy.  I was ignored.

They briefly talked again after Cara hung up, and came back to me for what I hoped was going to be another round of intense pleasure.  It was a major disappointment to see them remove the dildos and put their clothes back on.

“We need to ask you some questions, and you need to answer honestly, or you won’t be getting any more pleasure until Dr. Gustavo returns.” Cara said, sounding serious.  “First off, did you fuck with your file and change a few things around?”

I really didn’t want to answer that, but my pussy was still dripping wet and demanding attention.

“I may have tweaked the numbers a tad, but only to get this over with quickly.  I can’t afford to stay here for the six months like the doc wanted.”

They gave each other an odd look, both shaking their heads in disbelief.

“That’s what’s officially referred to as ‘fucking stupid’,” Cara said in disgust.  “Messing with a doctor’s treatment plan you know absolutely nothing about is pretty much the worst thing you could’ve done.”

“What do we do now?” Betty asked.

“Let’s get John down here and see what he thinks.  Gynecology is his area of expertise, so maybe he’ll be able to figure out how serious this is.”

“Wait, what about the orgasm you promised me?” I begged, as they began walking away.

“You’ll have to wait for Dr. Fenwick, you stupid, stupid girl.”

I was crushed hearing I wouldn’t be getting any relief, but hopefully he wouldn’t take long to get here, and maybe he’d stick a real piece of meat into me.  Considering how good the dildo felt, a real cock should be out of this world.  I could hardly wait, and my pussy was absolutely flowing as I fantasized about it.

The first thing I did when he arrived was beg him to fuck me hard.  That was a mistake that earned me a big, fat ball gag to shut me up while he did his examination.  Even though he declined to fuck me, the second I felt his fingers over my snatch I went over the edge in a breathtaking orgasm.  God, I sure needed that, and hopefully he’d figure out how badly I still needed to be fucked by him.

He seemed surprised by how easily I came, and was careful to avoid a repeat performance for the rest of his examination.  I was beginning to dislike him terribly for not letting me cum again.  He finished off maintaining his clinical demeanor, and stepped away to make a phone call.

On a one to ten scale, I was still simmering at about a twenty for how horny I was.  Maybe they were right and I shouldn’t have tried to game the system.  I vaguely wondered how long it’d be before I stopped acting like a nympho and could get out of here.

He briefly took the phone away from his face and had a whispered conversation with the two nurses, who immediately scurried off on some errand.  He finished his call before they returned, and came over to me with an unreadable expression on his face.

“If I understand correctly, you upped the percentages you should’ve gotten so you could get back home as quickly as possible, right?”

I both nodded and tried to answer vocally.

“It doesn’t quite work that way.  Yes, you’ll have the big chest you always wanted by the time the hormones run their course, but you also gave yourself some rather big problems.  First off, how fast do you think skin can stretch and adapt?

“Your breasts will be growing at an alarming rate, and will need almost constant attention from our entire staff.  You single handedly fucked up our whole operation here by not thinking about the consequences and how much extra work it’ll cause us.

“Second, adding the clitoral injections was a bad move to begin with, but with the concentrated dosage, there’s no predicting how long and how badly it’ll affect you like it is.  The serum usually takes twenty-four hours before it’s at maximum effect, so if you think you’re feeling horny now, can you imagine what it’ll be like tomorrow?”

I couldn’t wrap my mind around that one.  It would be simply impossible to be hornier than I was right now, and I hoped he was exaggerating for dramatic effect.  I shook my head in denial.

“We’ll find out more details about your condition when Dr. Gustavo returns tomorrow, but don’t expect much sympathy from him.  He’s majorly pissed off at having to cut his trip short, and probably won’t be inclined to do you any favors.”

Great… the one guy who could get me out of this mess was unlikely to cut me any slack.  Still, he was a guy, and maybe I could change his mind by letting him fuck me silly.  He was still verbally reaming me out when the nurses returned with a covered cart.

They wheeled it behind me so I never saw what it contained, but as they began removing the straps from my chest and arms, hoped it was some toys for a night of kinky fun and lots of sex.  As soon as my upper body was free, they surprised me by each taking an arm and helping me to sit, and then quickly forcing them behind my back where John was waiting.

I felt some sort of bag slide up my arms, and only after it got higher did I recognize it as a single glove armbinder.  Too late to struggle, and futile anyway with three to one odds, it was quickly laced tight enough to force my elbows together.

A pair of straps went over my shoulders and under my armpits to keep it from the unlikely chance of it sliding down, and then the end was pulled away from me and through a cut-out in the chair, forcing me to lie back down again, although I could raise myself off a little if I strained at it.

With my upper body secure again, they removed the straps from my waist and thigh area, being obnoxiously careful not to touch my pussy and give me any relief.  He went back to the cart and I almost started crying when I saw him return with a chastity belt.  He wouldn’t dare, would he?

I started struggling when he began putting it on me, but I had nowhere to go and the battle was over before it really began.  He not only buckled it extra tight, but locked it in place as well.  While he was doing that, the nurses were trying different sized cups over my breasts, most of which seemed far too large for me.

They finally decided on a pair that were probably close to a D-cup if they were on a bra, and used rubber straps to make a harness going around my chest and over my shoulders as well, holding them almost painfully tight against my chest, but depressingly far away from my actual breasts.

Once they were satisfied at the installation, one of them removed some caps from each one, while the other got something that looked like a grease gun from the cart.  Putting the nozzle onto the cup, she began pumping a cold gel into it until I could feel the pressure inside my oddball bra.  She repeated the process on the other side, and replaced both caps.

“That’s just a skin softening cream,” he said, as he checked around the edges for any leaks.  “In order to keep your breasts from becoming painful and deformed with the rapid size increase, we’ll be alternating between moisturizing, and massaging, with some free air time as well so they remain healthy.”

I liked the sound of the massage part, and as sensitive as they felt, wondered if I’d be able to cum just from having my tits rubbed.  I sure hope so, because it didn’t seem like I was going to be getting much action down below with the chastity belt locked tight.

“I can imagine how sensitive you must feel around all the injection sites, but there’s nothing I can do about it for now.  Maybe Frank will have a plan once he examines you, but don’t hold your breath.  For now, consider yourself institutionalized under our care until we’re satisfied your sexual appetite won’t be a danger to you or those around you.

“On a brighter note, despite the damage done, I don’t think you’ll need to be restrained for longer than the six months we’d planned for the regular treatment.  I personally don’t think there’ll be any adverse long term effects other than a dramatically increased libido.”

Six fucking months like this?  I wasn’t going to last six more minutes without going crazy, let alone six whole months.  What had I gotten myself into?  I was lost in thought and missed the rest of his diatribe, only paying attention again when they adjusted the table so I was lying down in a nice comfortable position where I remained for the rest of the night.

With how incredibly aroused I was, I hadn’t been able to sleep a wink before the doc arrived to give me the complete battery of tests later the next day, and was crushed when he concurred with Dr. Fenwick’s initial assessment.

My rash actions meant six months of complete denial, although Nurse Cara gave me a wink that offered a little bit of hope.  I’d make sure I was extra nice to her whenever she was attending me.  Even though it was driving me crazy, they were right to keep me restrained.

The one time I had an opening I took it, knocking Betty out and spending the whole time I was on my own trying to get past the chastity belt for some relief.  They not only kept me restrained after that, but locked in a padded cell.

The worst torture I had to endure was the breast massages.  They were so ultra-sensitive, that the lightest touch made me absolutely wild, but I couldn’t cum from it, and it amounted to two solid hours of hanging on the very edge.

I think I’ve been here for three months now, but had no real concept of time anymore.  I was just a crazy and chaste nymphomaniac, who’d done it to myself.  Still, I’d be out of here someday, and then lookout everyone… I’d be on a mission to scratch my itch like never before.
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