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“Did you see Genny’s boobs? They were
huge. I bet Larry put her up to it.”

Paula sighed and took another puff of
her cigarette. “I have to admit, Lynn, that I wasn’t really
focusing on breasts at the dinner last night. I was a little more
concerned with making sure everyone got fed.”

Last night had been their monthly get
together with their friends and, unfortunately, it had been their
turn to play host. Not that Jeff had minded much. He always loved
to have a crowd to play to, and, of course, he wasn’t the one
running around like a chicken with its head cut off, making sure
that everybody’s needs were met. However, Paula had lied. She had
absolutely noticed Genny’s new breasts. They had practically poked
her in the eye when Genny had stepped past her into the
house.

“Well, whatever, if she wants to look
like some bimbo for her husband, then fine. I told Anthony that he
would have to shot me and drag me into the doctor’s office bleeding
to death before I would go under the knife just to make my boobs
bigger.”

Uh oh, better pray that
Anthony doesn’t own a gun, Rita. “That’s
very feminist of you.”

“Yeah, well, we didn’t fight the good
fight just to have sluts like Genny make the rest of us look bad.”
Rita’s voice took on a self-righteously petulant tone.

Paula felt done with discussing some
other woman’s breasts and quickly ended the conversation with a
promise to call tomorrow. Once Rita was off the line, Paula’s
thoughts drifted back to the image of her husband drooling over
Genny’s new tits. It had upset her more than she liked to admit and
she wasn’t sure if she wanted to kill him or join the club and
admit that Genny had looked beautifully fuckable last
night.

She stood up and looked down at her
front. It wasn’t like she was a flat teenager or anything. Her
breasts were a healthy 38C and they were still firm and round after
three kids. Still, she pictured showing up at the next dinner
wearing a tight sweater over some new DD’s. She had to admit it
wasn’t only Jeff’s eyes she wanted staring at her. If she could set
all the men to drooling like Genny had last night, she’d be very
happy indeed.

That night, she mentioned the
possibility of getting breast implants and Jeff smiled at her like
a kid at Christmas. “I love you the way you are, Paula, you know
that, but if it would help you feel better, I would be behind you
all the way.”

Paula looked at him.
I’ll bet you would, you horndog. Still, it was her idea and she was not one to let another
person tell her what to do. If she went through with it, she knew
it would be her decision alone. She decided to make an appointment
tomorrow to explore her options and her feelings more
fully.

The next day, after going online and
doing some research, she contacted Dr. Michael Ellis’ office to
make an appointment for a consultation. His reviews on the web were
very positive and he was highly recommended for implant surgery.
She set the appointment for the next day.

That night, she mentioned that she had
made the appointment. Jeff beamed like a kid promised the key to
the local sweet shop. “Would you like me to go with
you?”

Paula stared at him, stunned. They had
had three kids together and the only time they had stepped into a
doctor’s office together had been the time he had broken his nose
after walking into the newly cleaned sliding glass door. She
decided not to point that out, though, and gladly invited him to
come along.

The next day, they made it to the
doctor’s office with plenty of time to spare. As Jeff had explained
as he hustled Paula to the car, “You know there will be all that
paperwork and it will just take more time. Better to show up a
little early and get in the appointment on time.”

Paula had shrugged. Again, Jeff had
never been half the time Nazi she was, so a lecture on making it to
an appointment at the scheduled time, coming from Jeff, just
reinforced her sense that she was making the right
decision.

They were greeted by a lot of forms and
a lot of perfect, plastic doctor’s assistants that made Jeff’s
drooling problem almost embarrassing. Thankfully, they were taken
back to an exam room right away, where Paula was informed by the
well-endowed nurse that she needed to change out of her clothes and
into the obligatory paper robe.

Jeff took a seat, a huge supportive
grin on his face as Paula undressed and put on the paper cover-up.
After only a few minutes, a knock came on the door and then the
door was opened and the doctor stepped in.

It was now Paula’s turn to smile. Dr.
Michael Ellis was hotter than a boiling pot. He was tall and had an
athletic build. His black hair was cut short and his blue eyes were
warm and engendered a sense of comfort. When he took her hand in
his and introduced himself, Paula found her voice was strangely
unwilling to work. He smiled good-naturedly and sat down. “Well,
Mrs. Graff, what is it I can do for you today?”

Undress me and fuck me
hard, doc. She shook off her mind’s
immediate response and focused on her reason for being there.
“Well, I, uh, would like to have my, uh, breasts enlarged.” She
blushed like a schoolgirl when she finished.

“I see, well, you mind if I take a look
at your breasts and do an initial exam? It helps me provide a
better assessment if I can see what I’m working with.”

She nodded and he proceeded to lay her
back on the exam table in the room. He had her rest her arms at her
side and then slowly, he pulled down the paper robe and exposed her
breasts. His eyes looked into her own as his hands began to
manipulate the soft mounds of her breasts, his fingers gently
pressing and massaging around her nipples before finally touching
those very sensitive little buds. The moment his hands touched
them, she took in a shuddering breath.

He smiled down at her. “I’m sorry if my
hands are a bit cold. I hope you’re comfortable.”

She nodded dumbly and he proceeded to
knead her areolas, supposedly looking for any unusual lumps or any
other issues that might make getting implants difficult.
Admittedly, she was beginning to feel a little hot and bothered as
his soft yet firm hands seemed to massage every bit of her tits.
His eyes were focused on their roundness, and she found his stare
to be part of the whole strange sexual vibe. Finally, he smiled at
her and gave her a hand to help her up. “Well, I didn’t detect
anything that would be a hindrance to the placement of implants. I
must say, Mrs. Graff, that you have very nice breasts.” She felt
the warmth of a blush rise up her neck to her face. “Still, I’m
here to help you be the happiest you can be. Now, what size were
you contemplating for the enlargement?”

Paula looked at Jeff for a moment,
expecting him to jump in and throw out some wild size like 42EEE,
but he sat mutely, a small smile planted firmly on his boyish face.
“I, uh, was thinking, uh, that maybe a DD would be
nice.”

Dr. Michael seemed to pick up on the
hesitation in her voice. “I tell you what. I have some nurses who
have gone through this exact procedure. I think they might be able
to help you firm up your decision.” He left her side and walked to
the door. Opening it, he called out into the hall, “Carrie, can you
get Jenna and Mindy and can all three of you join me in here for a
consultation.” Paula heard a mumbled reply and then the good doc
was by her side again. “I really believe it helps the prospective
patient see someone with the implants. Just seeing what can be done
and talking to the girls sets a lot of my patients at
ease.”

 

Just then, three incredibly beautiful
women walked in, their tight white blouses accenting the work that
had been done. None of them was smaller than a D cup, and the
biggest of them seemed to be in triple letters. Paula wondered how
she could cope with such a weight.

Doc Michael got up and introduced the
girls. Bella was the dark haired exotic looking little thing with
the smallest breasts of the three. “She was a B cup when I put in
the implants and moved her to a size 46DD. Now, Carrie here,” the
doctor moved to a pretty blond that looked like a typical
California surfer chick, “was a size 36C before implants. She is
now a size 32DDD.”

Paula took a quick peek at Jeff and saw
the same look on his face that had appeared when he had seen Genny
walk in for the dinner the other night. She sighed and looked at
the final girl. “This is Mindy and she was rather daring, but she
has been very pleased with the results. She is now a beautiful size
42DDDD.” Mindy had her red hair pulled back in a ponytail and was
beaming like she was on a game show and had just won a brand new
car. Paula hoped she didn’t start jumping up and down. She was
afraid the girl might smack herself in the face and cause a
concussion.

As the doctor introduced Mindy and her
two great assets, Jeff suddenly jumped up from his chair. “Um, uh,
Doc, um, Doctor Ellis, is it possible to, uh, feel the implants and
um, see how natural or unnatural they seem.” Paula saw the look in
Jeff’s eyes and thought she had seen it only when he had come home
from a hunting trip with the guys. She was glad he didn’t have a
rifle in his hand.

The doctor moved back by her side and
made way for Jeff to have his touch test. Jeff approached Bella
first and shyly, he brought his hands to her tits and brushed his
fingertips over them. She breathed a sigh and leaned toward him,
giving him a good view of her cleavage. Jeff grinned like a dog in
a deli and with her assistance, he raised his hands again, but this
time he kept them on her breasts, squeezing them harder and harder
until she squealed.

“How is it, Jeff?” Paula wanted to
bring him back to earth just a little, but he didn’t even turn his
head. He just chuckled and nodded his head.

Then, Bella and the others lifted their
shirts in unison and all their braless breasts bounced out in front
of Jeff. He practically clapped his hands like some kid who has
seen the rabbit reappear in the magician’s hat, and, he now
demonstrated no hesitation whatsoever. Putting one hand on Carrie’s
tit and his other hand on one of Mindy’s gargantuan ones, he
squeezed and caressed them, making both girls moan and yelp. He
didn’t stop there, though. His mouth descended on one of Bella’s
nipples and sucked it in, pulling hard and making her shiver as she
stood before him.

Paula stared in amazement. What was
Jeff doing? Where the hell did he think he was, Vegas? She turned
to the doctor to apologize, but he stopped her and smiled. “It’s
alright, a man likes to know what he’s getting before he seals the
deal. You know, though, I think your breasts are wonderful.” Paula
heard a different tone in his voice and felt the color rush to her
face again. “In fact, I wouldn’t mind feeling them again, just to
make sure what I’ll be forever changing.”

The doctor’s hands came up and moved
the flimsy paper robe from her shoulders and down her arms. Then,
he moved his hands back to her bare breasts, caressing them in the
palms of his large hands. The feel was very different than it had
been earlier and she felt a twinge between her legs in response. As
he continued to cup them in his hands and squeeze, he leaned
forward and kissed her, his soft lips pressing hard onto hers and
making her breathing ragged.

She looked over at Jeff when the doctor
broke away, worried that he would be ready to fight, but she saw
that he was fully occupied with the girls. In fact, one of them was
now leaning far down, it was Carrie her mind remembered, and was
moving her luscious tits up and down her husband’s now freed
cock.

Paula’s jaw dropped, but only for a
moment. Her shock soon turned to a raging horniness as she watched
her husband suck one girl’s titties, feel up another’s and push his
shaft with hard thrusts between the breasts of a third. She could
hear him grunting and the girls moaning, and she heard a small moan
escape her own mouth as she watched them move together.

Doctor Michael’s arms now encircled her
waist and he spun her around to face her husband fully. Then,
running a gentle hand up her thigh, he parted her legs enough to
grab at her panties and move them aside. She gasped as his fingers
slipped inside her and began to move in a matching rhythm to her
husband’s thrusts between Carrie’s breasts. She watched her husband
move as she felt the doctor’s fingers move in her and she began to
tremble.

Doctor Michael’s voice now breathed in
her ear as he manipulated her so that she was bent over the exam
table in the center of the room. She was still facing Jeff, and she
shook as she saw him take Mindy and Carrie and bring them to their
knees, turning to have them face each other, their unnaturally
large breasts pressed together. He began to smack those round
globes with his cock, the smacks echoing in the room and mingling
with the girls’ yelps and cries. Then, taking Carrie by the hair,
he plunged his shaft into her mouth and groaned deeply.

Paula’s attention on her husband
shifted away, though, as she felt the doctor remove his fingers.
Suddenly, his cock was pressing against her pussy, and, with one
thrust, he filled her. His hands reached up to her breasts and
stopped their swaying with his cupped hands while he thrust hard
and deep inside her. She moaned as his cock stroked her most
sensitive place, and she began to move against him. All the while,
she kept her eyes on her husband as he moved from one girl to the
next, burying his shaft in mouths and pussies. His hands were never
empty, always squeezing, caressing or slapping the large round
breasts of the three nurses.

Finally, Paula saw her husband tense,
his ass cheeks tightening as he thrust forward toward three open
and waiting mouths. As his semen spurted onto lips and tongues and
cheeks, Paula felt her own orgasm roar through her, making her body
shake and her legs go weak. The doctor took only a moment more
before he pulled out his throbbing cock and, pulling her from the
table onto her knees, came all over her very real breasts until
with the last pulsing spurts, he slid into her gasping mouth and
down her throat, filling her mouth with his semen.

She shuddered as she pulled away from
the doctor and felt another, familiar set of hands lifting her from
the floor. Her husband wrapped her in his arms and kissed her,
pressing her come covered breasts against his chest. He brought his
mouth to her ear and whispered to her, “I think you should stick
with your breasts.”

Paula didn’t return an answer right
away. She only pulled away from his embrace and walked to where her
clothing was piled on a chair and began dressing. By the time she
was fully dressed, the three buxom nurses had left the room and the
good doctor had zipped up and was looking as if nothing had taken
place, not a single hair ruffled.

The two men sat and waited for her
decision. Finally, she turned from Jeff’s satisfied face to the
doctor’s expectant one. “You know, Dr. Ellis, I think I might
require some more consultation before I can firm up my plans. It’s
a big decision and I want to make sure I make the right
one.”

The doctor beamed at her and nodded.
“Of course, Mrs. Graff, if you see Carrie on your way out, she’ll
help you set the appointment. Many of my patients find it’s helpful
to have three or more visits before they firm up plans for
surgery.” He stood up and shook both their hands. With a final nod,
he exited the room and left them alone.

Paula turned and looked at Jeff
closely. He was still smiling like a kid with his hand in the
cookie jar, and she thought that he was happy with her decision to
wait. “I hope you don’t mind, Jeff, but it’s a big decision to
change your body forever.”

“Oh, absolutely, honey, you take all
the time you need and, I want you to know that I will be here to
support you at your next visit. We want to walk into this thing
together.” He grinned a big goofy grin and nodded. “Anyway, I want
to give you the opportunity to explore every option along with
me.”

“I’ll be right by your
side.”

 Or,
at least, you’ll be beside Bella’s and Carrie’s and Mindy’s big
tits. She really didn’t mind, though. She
knew she’d be too busy with Dr. Michael Ellis as he examined her
own good-sized breasts. Who needs plastic surgery to feel good if
you could get the plastic surgeon?
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