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Chapter 1


Sara was nervous. She was sitting in her room wearing only a bra and a pair of panties and she was nervous, She was nervous because in her hand she was holding a tube of what had promised to be an answer to her problems. She looked up at the mirror, hoping to see an answer looking back at her.


She didn't see an answer. She only saw a reflection of herself, sitting there in her bra. In her bra were Sara's size B breasts. Oh, sure, size B was big enough for most girls. But Sara had gotten obsessed with making her breasts bigger. She was no fool, she knew girls with bigger boobs lived more exciting lives. And she thought the tube in her right hand would be the answer to her problems.


She looked down at the odd little tube. She could hardly remember now what website she had found it on. She only remembered the weird disclaimer that had been on the page. The site said that the lotion would most certainly cause your breasts to grow larger, but there was a slight chance of side effects.


"possibly some discharge, potentially an odor, blah, blah, blah..."


She couldn't really remember now. What she could remember was that the website all but guaranteed that the lotion would increase the size of her boobs. There were before and after pictures — girls with boobs much like Sara's, girls who had almost doubled the size of their breasts. Sara was certain those girls were off enjoying all kinds of benefits this very minute, and here she was alone in her room.


She watched her reflection in the mirror as it started to undo the straps of her bra. She undid the clasp behind her back and slipped the bra off her shoulders and a second later she was staring at the topless reflection of herself. Her nipples were flush and slightly hard, either the effect of the cool air of the room or her pondering all of the exciting possibilities that awaited her.


She took the tube in her hand and squeezed out a little bit of the lotion onto her fingers. She caught a slight whiff of the lotion's scent. It smelled oddly of eucalyptus, which was both pleasant and medicinal at the same time. She looked at her reflection once more before moving her fingers to her left breast.


The feeling of the lotion was cold at first, and she felt the goosebumps form on her skin. But she rubbed the lotion into her breasts diligently, just like the instructions had said. The more she rubbed the odd lotion into her breast, the warmer the sensation of the gel on her skin. She realized that not only was she no longer cold, but she was also becoming slightly...


Aroused?


It was hard not to think about. Her breasts were always sensitive, and here she was rubbing some exotic lotion into her nipples. She was rubbing them and she was watching herself in the mirror, and that just seemed to make it worse. It didn't help that the aroma of the gel was strong and filling her nostrils with that strong medicine smell.


Intoxicating almost, and God she was getting turned on...


She broke out of her trance long enough to put another dollop of gel on her fingers and she slowly started to work her other breast. The instructions had been clear about doing both breasts at the same time in equal amounts, and Sara was diligent about following instructions.


She got another heady whiff of the lotion as her other nipple started to perk up. She put the lotion down with her one hand while her working hand continued to caress. Deep circles, that was what the instructions had said. She was rubbing with deep circles, while her hand that was now free started to slip into her panties.


It was like a reflex really. She felt an itch between her legs, and it started out as an innocent scratch. But before she knew it, her fingers were disappearing deep into her panties, and she was surprised to find out how wet she was down there. She explored herself, shocked at her arousal, and her exploring only made the situation worse.


She looked back up into the mirror, and what she saw shocked her. She was still rubbing her nipples which were rock hard, but her other hand was even more busy. Her hand was moving rhythmically between her legs, back and forth, up and down, sawing across her wet, moist snatch. Before she had even realized it, she had whipped herself into a frenzy, and she was frantically rubbing her love button in an effort to get herself off.


And the last thing she remembered as the climax knocked her back, was the strong smell of eucalyptus filling her senses.


Chapter 2


"What's up bitch?"


Sara was lost in her own little world. She was on the couch in front of the television, but her thoughts were a million miles away. She hadn't even noticed her stepbrother entering the room until he lobbed his familiar verbal assault at her.


"Go fuck yourself."


It was her typical response, and he nodded and took it in stride before sitting down on the couch himself.


Sara cast a sidelong glance at her stepbrother. He was strong and brooding and was good looking by any measure. Most of her friends had a crush on him at some point or other, and despite their verbal sparring, they were actually pretty good friends. Under any other circumstances, they might even have been...


She shook the notion from her head and went back to the place she had been before Jimmy came into the room.


She had been thinking about her boobs. She was certain they were getting bigger. She was careful not to expect too much too soon, but she swore that her bra had felt much tighter this morning. And even as she thought about it, she could almost sense a tingling under her shirt.


It was silly, she knew that, but she swore she felt something. Underneath her shirt, it almost felt like her breasts were coming to life. She could feel them pulsing, and more than that, she could feel her nipples getting hard. For a moment it almost felt like they would poke right through her shirt.


She tried to ignore it, but there was something making it harder. As she started to fidget on the couch, she noticed something else. There were two wet spots appearing on her shirt, each where her nipple was pressing against the fabric. And if that wasn't bad enough, there was suddenly the strong smell of eucalyptus in the air.


She was suddenly self-conscious because she knew Jimmy would notice. But worse than that, she was suddenly very wet between her legs. She felt wetness now in her chest, and a warm, steamy dampness between her legs. She fidgeted again in her seat, and to her horror her step brother turned to look at her.


At first his look was curiosity, as if he had also smelled the odor in the room. She watched in shock and her mouth opened without saying a word, but then her stepbrother's expression seemed to change. As he sat on the couch next to her, inhaling the eucalyptus scent, his eyes went glassy and fixated on Sara's chest.


Sara watched in shocked silence as her stepbrother leaned forward. He said nothing as he raised up her dampening shirt. She allowed him to pull the shirt over her head and she even helped release the strap from her bra. She told herself it was to relieve the discomfort, but the last lucid part of her knew she needed something else.


Her nipples were wet. No, her nipples were leaking. She looked down and saw warm, white liquid oozing from nipples that were throbbing on her chest. As the white dribbled out, the scent in the room got stronger, and her stepbrother said nothing as he opened his mouth and leaned over her chest.


She felt the tantalizing feeling of warm lips on her tits and a second later he was locked onto her hardened nipple. Itchy discomfort gave way to unbridled lust as she felt her stepbrothers tongue sliding over her stiff little nub. As the itching in her breast started to fade, the itching in her pussy started getting that much worse.


"Oh God Jimmy, I need you to suck them. I need you to suck them so bad..."


She heard the words come out of her mouth and she was shocked. She was even more shocked by her stepbrother's lack of response. He was moving rhythmically, like a breast sucking robot, intent on satisfying her every whim. She didn't know why, and she couldn't think clearly through the cloud of eucalyptus that seemed to hang in the air. She almost wasn't even aware of her hands as they dropped to her stepbrother's waist.


Hands that were shaking with lust a moment before were sure and steady now. She unbuckled his belt and unzipped his fly and tugged at his pants like a wanton whore. Her stepbrother's lips never left her leaking breast, but his pants and his underwear both hit the floor. And in a single, delicious second, his hardness was revealed to her.


Giant, fleshy stiffness...


She had suspected her stepbrother was hung, but never in her wildest imagination did she ever think she would see. She thought she was confined by silhouettes of his cock in his swimsuit, as it left a large outline against the wet, summer fabric. But his cock was right in front of her now, big and hard and glorious. As quick as it appeared in front of her eyes, she felt her hands back at her own waist.


Her sweatpants were no match for her trembling, horny fingers. As she whipped off her panties she struggled to understand why.


Why did she need Jimmy's cock in her pussy so bad?


Why did she need his lips on her other breast, nursing at her remaining milk?


Why was the scent of the eucalyptus still so strong in the room?


The questions were only in her head briefly and then they were gone. As quickly as the thoughts were gone, so were her sweatpants and panties. She was naked now, with heaving, dripping breasts. And she was looking down at her stepbrother's throbbing cock.


She didn't say anything to Jimmy. She didn't need to. She merely pushed him back and positioned herself over his giant, fleshy sword. She needed him inside her, and she needed his lips on her pulsing breast, and as she let her body weight sag, she instantly received both.


His cock was glorious. She swore she could feel every ripple on it as it split her lips and filled her up inside. For a moment she thought it might be too big, but then it became just right. She settled onto it in its entirety, while forcing a nipple down her stepbrother's throat.


"The other one Jimmy. I need you to suck on the other one."


Jimmy didn't speak. He had hardly grunted a word since being caught in the hucow trance. His mouth was already opening as his stepsister gave her command, and a moment later he was latched onto her thick, distended nipple. The nipple had been dribbling milk profusely before, but now with a pair of working lips, it was streaming like a faucet.


The feeling of the milk leaving her body was exquisite. The only thing that made it better was the feeling of Jimmy's cock in her itchy cunt. She started to rise and fall, desperate to scratch the itch between her legs. She could feel her stepbrother struggling to keep hold of her potent breast as her pussy streamed up and down his cock. She was alive, and she could feel her pussy gripping him like a fist. She also somehow knew that he was perilously close to the edge.


He wasn't the only one...


She started to feel it. Somewhere through the eucalyptus haze, she felt the orgasm getting closer. The feeling of his thick cock bumping her clit and her stepbrother's lips on her tits was getting too much. She moved faster as the milk gushed out of her, and she came down hard on his fleshy sword. It suddenly became too much, and she felt the orgasm hit her like a tidal wave.


She heard herself grunt in a most unladylike way. The grunt turned into moans and she felt her pussy contract, gripping her stepbrother's cock like a vice. The pressure proved too much for him, and for the first time in minutes he removed his mouth from her nipple. She heard him let out his own low moan as his cock twitched and filled her with its seed.


Chapter 3


It didn't make sense.


He hadn't uttered a word to her since it happened. It had been nearly two days since she had fucked her stepbrother, and he had carried on like nothing had happened at all. Only it did happen. She knew it happened because she had been flooded with his sperm. But Jimmy had acted like it had never happened at all.


That wasn't all that was happening...


Her breasts were bigger. She was certain of it. She had even gone out and gotten two new bras, and even they were starting to get tight. There could be no other explanation than the breast gel was working. But she had to wonder at what cost?


She was sitting on her bed, and the precarious tube of gel was laying down beside her. It was technically time for another application, but she honestly wasn't sure if she should even continue. Her breasts were nearly perfect, and the episode with her stepbrother had all been too weird.


Still, the little green tube sat next to her, almost calling out to her, and its promise was a little too much to resist...


Putting the lotion on in front of a mirror was almost too much to bear, so Sara removed her shirt and laid back upon her bed. With a squeeze of the goo on her fingers, she started to rub small circles around her breast. As she rubbed, the unmistakable scent of eucalyptus filled her nostrils, and she soon felt her senses starting to come alive.


She was warm - so warm. Far too warm for panties, she thought, so she stripped them off with her free hand while she continued to smooth in the gel. Small concentric circles got smaller until she was tugging on her hard nipple and she tried to stifle back a moan. Her left breast was soon finished, and she needed to switch hands, so she gave herself another squeeze of the mysterious smelling ointment.


She started to slowly rub the second dose into her other breast, as she breathed in another cloud of the scent. The hand that had been busy just a few minutes before was soon trailing down her taut midsection. She continued massaging her aching breast with one hand, dutifully working the gel into her skin. She almost lost track of her other hand, although the itching between her legs was hard to ignore.


Her fingers slid across the wetness of her sex. How easy it would have been to slide them inside her pussy. But she continued to slide past her wet lips, to that crease just inside her ass, where her slick finger found the opening of a hole far more forbidden.


She didn't know why she was touching that spot. She only knew that she smelled eucalyptus and her breasts were white hot. Her fingers were still slick, and as one hand massaged her breast, the other slid a moist digit into the tightness of her ass.


"Oohhh..."


The noise from her mouth surprised her, but not enough to make her stop. She continued pushing a finger into the tightness of her asshole, not understanding the desire that was pushing her to go forward. What she did notice, however, was that pushing a finger into her ass caused the force of her wrist to press against her clit.


"Oh God..."


More moaning. The fingers of her other hand were still busy spreading gel onto her nipple. Her nipple was hard and her touch was firm, and within moments she felt the warm gush of her milk. Her nipple was spurting, and her sheets were getting wet, but all she could concentrate on was pushing her finger into her ass,


One last push and she could feel her knuckle against her bottom. The full force of her wrist was pressing against her clit, and with each moan she rubbed just a little bit more. She felt her body starting to shake from an orgasm she did not intend or anticipate, and still her last memory was the strong odor of eucalyptus in the air.


Chapter 4


Confusion, with brief moments of clarity.


That was the only way that Sara could explain it to herself. She was sitting at home, alone, trying to figure out what to do next. The applications of the gel were working, there was no doubt about that. But the side effects, well...


She was thankful that her stepbrother wasn't home, although it didn't really matter. He had carried on like nothing whatsoever had happened after the afternoon they had fucked. That had been a splendid afternoon - even thinking about it now was making her wet between her legs.


But it had to end. She couldn't keep applying the gel if that was the risk.


Her breasts had gotten bigger, sure. But she was also lactating like mad, and there was no explaining the sexual drive that accompanied the strange odor. She had all but made up her mind, she could go no further.


And then there was a knock at the door, shaking her away from her thoughts.


She rose from the couch, somewhat happy for the distraction from her thoughts about the gel. She opened the door and was surprised to see the face of a somewhat familiar guest.


"Hey Sara, I'm supposed to meet your stepfather here. Is he home?"


It was her stepfather's friend Marcus. He unmistakable, because he was big and black and was a hulking presence of a man. He had played college football in his younger years, and it was there that he had met her stepfather. She returned the big man's smile and motioned him inside their house.


"Hi Marcus. He's not home yet but come on inside and make yourself at home."


He bent his head slightly to duck the door frame as he entered the house, reinforcing the fact that he was a big man.


"Thanks Sara, I certainly appreciate it, and..."


All at once he stopped speaking, but he never took his eyes off the young girl. She returned his gaze, waiting for whatever he was going to say next. And then she felt it, and she knew exactly why he had suddenly stopped.


Wetness. Two points of wetness poking forth from the center of her chest...


It was there in an instant. She could suddenly feel her breasts as they started to lactate, right in front of the big man's eyes. Her nipples had opened up like tiny, erect faucets, and her shirt was getting slick from her milk. The wetness of her shirt almost hid the fact that her panties were wet as well. But there was something else, something far more ominous.


The heavy scent of eucalyptus had suddenly filled the air...


It hadn't been there before, but now that she was leaking there was no mistaking it. It was heavy in the room, like a noxious cloud of fragrance, and both she and Marcus were in the center breathing it in. Her thoughts were getting foggy as she tried to process what was happening, and suddenly her priorities had shifted quite abruptly.


She needed them sucked on. She needed them nursed at any cost. She needed it worse than anything she had ever needed in her life, and the black man in front of her looked to be entirely under her control.


She removed her blouse without thinking about it, and her bra came off without a second thought. Her breasts were nearly two and a half times their original size, and they were now hanging heavy in front of her and dribbling milk. She spoke to Marcus, giving him a command that was unnecessary, because he had already started to lean in.


"Suck them, Marcus. Suck my tits dry. They're throbbing so bad, I need you to suck them for relief."


If he heard her, he didn't register it. His only response was to open his mouth and a second later she felt him clamp down on her swollen breast. Her nipple had been dribbling just a moment before, but under his warm tongue it had opened up in a gush. She felt the big man lift her up effortlessly, and a moment later they were seated on the couch. She straddled his lap and pinned him down as she forced her nipple down his throat.


It was sweet, erotic relief. Sara could feel his lips working on her nipple as the milk from her breast coursed into his mouth. Her body felt like it was a thousand degrees, and every pass of his tongue only made her want it more. She could feel the bulge, as if she was sitting on a stack of books. She was vaguely aware of what she was feeling underneath her, and her hands moved swiftly as she sought out Marcus's hard cock.


Pulling his zipper down wasn't easy, especially considering that he was still nursing at her breast. When she finally succeeded, she pulled the big man's pants down, and all at once she saw why it had been so difficult. His cock was hard, of course, but his cock was also far bigger than any she had seen in her life.


It was big and it was black and it was beautiful, and it wasn't going to stay in her hand for long.


Removing her own pants was far easier than removing his. In a flash she was naked from the waist down, which effectively meant she was naked completely. Marcus simply stared, still caught up in the hucow trance, and before he knew it, she was straddled over him once again.


"Suck it Marcus."


She spit the words at him, but the command was completely unnecessary. Marcus was already leaning forward, his mouth open and poised to receive her breast. Sara felt his lips latch onto her, at the same moment she felt his giant tool make contact between her legs.


Her pussy was wet and ready for him, but her pussy had never had anything close to his size. She felt the broad head of his big cock make contact with her wet lips, and she lowered herself slightly as it started to slip in. There was the slightest hint of pain as her body stretched to accommodate him, but the numbing effects of the hucow trance made everything feel ok.


Pain gave way to exquisite ecstasy as she let her body weight do the work. She allowed herself to sink down slowly on the big man's cock, and she felt it start to fill her body completely. As she slowly settled down on Marcus's stiff penis, she felt it touching parts of her that had never been touched before.


"Oh my God, Marcus..."


She spoke his name, but she wasn't really speaking to him. Even if she had been, he wouldn't have heard her. He was in a trance, rhythmically chomping up and down on her breast, extracting her sweet milk, as the young girl bounced up and down on his giant, steel rod, He was oblivious, existing only to satisfy Sara's insatiable lust, and she started rising and falling faster, determined to enjoy every inch of his giant, black cock.


She could feel her clit, thumping against the base of his big cock on every rise and fall. The feeling of his flesh inside of her, coupled with his lips clamped onto her nipple was almost too much to bear. In her young, innocent life she had never felt anything like it, and all at once it proved too much to endure. As quickly as she had mounted him, she felt a climax come over her, and she frantically bounced up and down as she squealed out in delight.


He never stopped sucking. He barely responded at all. His cock remained rigid throughout her orgasm, seemingly not even close to climax himself. Sara's orgasm hit her fast and faded even faster, and she slowly slumped forwarded, still impaled on the big man's cock. She realized she was starting to doze, and she probably would have drifted off to sleep. But suddenly there was a voice, and it was an angry one at that.


"What the fuck is going on here?"


Chapter 5


She hadn't heard him come in. The noise of the door opening was no doubt suppressed under her moans, but she didn't need to turn to know it was her stepfather. He was a big man himself and he was a strict disciplinarian. His voice was angry as he confronted his stepdaughter and his best friend.


The scene in front of him was as lewd as any he had every scene. The sight of Sara's naked body mounted on his friend's big, black cock was unbelievable. Both of them were motionless, and she was slumped forward on his chest. Nothing made sense, least of all the smell that hung in the dimly lit room.


There was the smell of sex, of course. The smell of his stepdaughter's pussy filled the air, along with the slight odor of sweat. But that wasn't all, there was something else. As her stepfather looked down at them in rage, the thick odor of eucalyptus started to fill the air. He inhaled deeply, trying to place the unfamiliar scent, and by the time it started to register, it was already much too late.


His senses started to blur as he continued looking at the scene in front of him. As he breathed in the heady aroma of eucalyptus, he looked at his stepdaughter's prone backside. She was mounted on his best friend, her pussy wrapped tightly around Marcus's big cock. But there was another hole that was open and inviting him, and he moved towards it as if it completely made sense.


He had been angry a moment before, but now he realized something else. His cock was instantly hard, and there was something in front of him offering gratification. He moved toward his stepdaughter, and his hands started to undress. And as he reached the prone couple, his hard cock was already in his hand.


Marcus had never stopped sucking. His lips continued to move, and the last bit of milk continued to flow. Sara was pinned to the big man's body, spent from the orgasm she had just received. Through her own mental fog, she was barely aware of a tug at her back door.


Her stepfather knelt behind her, eagerly lining himself up against the last hole that Sara had to offer. If he had been thinking clearly, it wouldn't have made sense, but under the hucow trance, it made all the sense in the world. Her tight asshole was in front of him, begging him to be fucked. He put the pre-cum coated tip of his cock against it, and 'slowly started to push his way, in.


It was exquisitely bate Sara had never taken anything larger than her own finger up her most private of orifices. It was made even tighter by the fact that she was impaled on Marcus's fat cock. But none of that mattered to her stepfather as he continued to push his way in.


"Oh God..."


The words came out in a grunt from Sara's lips. She was getting filled beyond capacity, but the pain quickly started to fade. The exhaustion from her orgasm was replaced with the feeling of a new sensation. She felt another cock filling her ass, as the one in her pussy began to pulse harder. She gasped at the intrusion, as more of the eucalyptus scent filled her lungs. In a matter of moments, she felt like she was hyperventilating, and for a brief moment she feared she would pass out.


Her stepfather was oblivious. The only thing that mattered to him was pushing himself all the way inside. His cock was soon surrounded with the tight feeling of his stepdaughter encasing his cock, and he paused momentarily to savor the feeling. He could feel her tight ass, gripping his cock harder than it had every been gripped before. He savored it for a second, before starting to move it back and forth.


The cock sliding into Sara's ass caused her to grunt, but there was another noise in the room. Marcus had been silent and had so far only been sucking on Sara's breasts. But the movement of her pussy was starting to get to him, and his cock had taken all that it could take. As Sara continued to get ass fucked, the cock in her pussy pulsed one last time and triggered deep inside of her.


She heard the big man groan as he unleashed his load inside of her, and suddenly her pussy was flooded with his wet warmth. It should have been enough to push her over the edge once more, but she still had a cock going back and forth in her ass. As if it was a routine that they had rehearsed a dozen times before, she felt her stepfather pick up where Marcus left off. As the black man's cock released its last bit of seed inside of her, the cock in her ass twitched and repeated it's wet release.


"Oh fuck, I'm cumming..."


She had never heard her stepfather swear, so it would be fitting that the first time she heard it was when he was cumming insider her ass. She didn't have long to process his words, however, because her second climax had approached faster than her first. As the hucow trance wrenched a second orgasm from the young girl's tired body, her stepfather finished cumming in her ass.


And the only thing stronger than the smell of semen in the room, was the slowly dissipating scent of eucalyptus.
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