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Music Matters


"And here you can see that the particles of substance A respond to the specific audio input while the particles in substances B and C do not," the graduate student, Chi Song, said as she had the lecture hall observe her videos streaming from her lab. The beautiful brunette indicated the specific particles with her laser pointer while playing a sample of the music, which was a strangely haunting melody. "Although B and C are similar to the particles in A, they are untouched by the waves, which means that we can favor the reaction in specific substances, while leaving others completely alone. In terms of organics and biology, we could fine tune the wavelengths to target cancer cells only, rendering them inactive, while bypassing all healthy cells. Imagine if you only had to listen to music to be cured of cancer, rather than the expensive treatments of today."


Song closed the sample and the lights came on in the room as the sleepy looks on her fellow students did not go unnoticed. Some were even sleeping. Still, her smile did not falter. "Any questions?"


She picked one of the students in the foreground who only looked half-interested, but was the first to put her hand up.


"If audio waves could destroy cancer cells and otherwise manipulate physical matter of your choosing, could it not be used as a weapon that would target everything? That sounds really scary, with all the free music online and through websites that specialize in it. What if I was browsing a recommendation and it was laced with something that melted my mind or something?"


"In that case, I doubt you'd be able to listen to it for very long before realizing that something was off. A melody of such destructive properties would be very intense and nothing you'd want to listen to. You'd turn it off long before it moved anything enough to become a long-term problem. After all, it's not like you could listen to one song and have your cancer problems go away. It would be an extended therapy that would slow the growth of cancerous cells, then stop them, before reducing them. It's not like it would be an instantaneous cure.


"Next question," she said as she picked another student, this time a young man with a sleepy expression.


"If you could focus on specific matter with the audio waves - biology aside - what's to stop it from being a trigger to a weapon or the weapon itself? After all, humanity often plays with the dark side of technology long before exploring the beneficial. What's to say you haven't just created the next generation of horrible weapon's technology?"


Song frowned, unpleased with the direction of these questions. "I assure you that this technology had no malicious intent in its creation. The vibration of particles has long been known to scientists and occurs quite naturally in the universe with no problems. This is merely one facet of a possible application. It would be very difficult to bring harm to anyone or anything in a short time period. Don't try to weaponize something natural. Next question."


Song continued to answer questions that seemed to focus on the negative aspects of her research and none of the positives which she tried to highlight. In particular, one of her rival students kept steering the conversation into the concept of destruction, no matter how many times she tried to make it positive. She was a big chested blonde student that had always been after her for whatever reason, and today was no exception.


The way she stuck out her chest every time she spoke annoyed her to no end, especially since she chose not to wear a bra, and it was rather chilly in the room. Something that she seemed to take pride in, given that both her and Song's favorite professor was taking notice of her attributes. In the end her questions were simply spite and jealousy.


"I think that's enough for today Song," that professor, a young man in his early thirties with black hair and brilliant green eyes said as he rose from his seat. "While you are advocating for a peaceful application of this technology, and it does hold great promise for a positive future, the opinion of Tonya and the others does hold. Humanity is inherently destructive and its intent is not generally positive. I'm afraid that more work would be necessary in order to possibly counter a potentially bad melody over a good one. Perhaps you need to work on a filter of sorts that would block and negate anything that would prove destructive or harmful.


"Nevertheless, great work, and fantastic presentation today."


"Thank you, sir," she said despairingly. The thought of creating a counter technology and the time that would take was overwhelmingly daunting. "I'll look into it."


The Malicious Song


"Great work today, Chi," Tonya said with a smirk as she brandished her perky breasts in Song's direction. "However, it's a pity that Professor Miller will never notice the true brilliance of a woman if she's as flat as you," she said as she patted Song's chest tauntingly. "Face it, you Asians just don't have what it takes to grab a man's attention with quite the same gusto as someone like me!"


"Half-Asian," Song said with annoyance as she swatted the blonde's hand away in annoyance. "And Chi is my family name, not my name."


"Yeah, but Song isn't fitting of someone like you, who just looks overall tone deaf. I mean, why'd you pick such screechy music in the first place? Just horrible tastes," she said maliciously as Song's temper continued to rise. "Forget cancer cells - the only thing you moved was my stomach in a bad way!"


Song went to retort angrily, but Tonya had already turned away from her, giving her a side profile of her annoyingly bouncy breasts and clearly hardened nipples, before turning in full before adding, "Why don't you forget moving cancer cells and try to do something productive, like giving yourself a bust that matters?"


"Or taking away yours?" Song said under her breath and out of earshot. "You want a weapon, fine, then I'll make one just for you."


With that thought and an unknown feeling of maliciousness rising in her chest, Song took to the lab and pulled out her thumb drive and loaded her research material into the machine. If Tonya was so proud and arrogant because of her attributes, then she'd take them away! She didn't know how she'd do it, but there had to be a way to isolated the effect for just the fat cells in the breast while leaving everything alone. Maybe creating a filter or block wasn't such a bad idea. If it worked, she'd have to thank Dr. Miller later.


First she'd have to work on what blocked the frequencies to begin with. If she thought of it like sunglasses, which worked by blocking wavelengths a set direction, she could do the same with the body, but then she'd have to apply something directly to Tonya's body for it to work, otherwise she'd end up looking emaciated like one of those anorexic movie stars - not that that wouldn't be neat to see, but too obvious. No - it had to be different. What did the breast have different from the rest of the body? Mammary glands? Maybe that was it.


If she focused on the mammary glands and a nearby proximity, then she could have a set radius out from the glands and limit cellular impact based on them and them alone. In that way, she could isolate the reaction to only Tonya's breasts and reduce them to mere nubs, That would serve her right!


"Yes," she said aloud as she started to isolate the frequencies she'd need to affect specific bodily cells, "this should do it nicely."


She started to laugh in an odd way as she readied the specifics of the code and input the numbers. Hours passed in no time at all as she furiously readied the equations. Of course, this kind of work in hours was remarkably fast, and if she weren't angry and tired, she never would have forced the result like this. She was already out of her right mind, and this kind of work needed those of stable mindsets. All she could think of was the look on Tonya's face when her vaunted breasts shriveled like deflated balloons. Since her skin was already stretched, there was no way she'd have a nice, tight chest. No, it was more than likely that they'd be grotesque. Floppy and stretched out, but with absolutely nothing inside, like old granny boobs. It would be fantastic.


As she was typing a notice on her computer came up. It asked her if she meant to add a negative input, and indicated that it was clearly positive. But she ignored it. It had to be negative because that was the only way to make it go down. The computer didn't know what it was talking about. Negative was the only way to go.


After another few hours, she finally had the compilation of the first ever weaponized musical tune in history! But, it was already late into the night, and she was far too tired to actually formulate a clever plan to put it into effect. That, and she wanted to enjoy the look on Tonya's face when her breasts started to deflate. And for that, she had to be awake!


Saving all the work and creating multiple backups like always, Song loaded the finalized form of the music right into the surface directory of her thumb drive, and after shutting down the computer and extracting the drive, went back to her apartment. After all, she was exhausted, and needed a long night's sleep.


Accidental Audio Exposure


When she awoke in the morning, the rage and maliciousness that drove her the night before had all but dissipated. She knew that it was just a passionate expression of anger that made her react the way she did, and felt a little silly for having done so. She was still angry at Tonya and some of the other students, but it no longer clouded her thoughts in the same way. Still, it was an indication of how dangerous the technology could be in the hands of someone with a grudge. Perhaps she did need to create a filter after all.


After a nice, warm shower she wrapped her hair in a towel and loafed around her apartment. Yesterday had been a Friday, and that meant that there was nothing pressing her in anyway. Feeling it was a shame to just disregard her work from the night before, she decided to investigate it to see exactly what she created when she was out of her mind. It would be a laugh. She didn't doubt that it would do what she made it to do, but the execution could be better. Even now she thought of things that would improve it.


As she waited for her computer desktop to load up, she stifled a yawn and went to prepare some coffee, but not before plugging her drive into the external slot. In the time it took to get the caffeinated elixir that moved the world, all the processes of the machine would be warmed up and ready for her. That's what she thought, and sleepily began the preparations for the drink.


In a dazed state she began to ready the coffee machine while the various sounds from the other room were muffled to the point of being inaudible from the towels about her head. For whatever reason — possibly her good mood - she started to hum. It was a strange song that popped into her head and seemed oddly familiar, but she couldn't place it.


Thinking nothing of it, she continued to hum while the coffee was getting closer and closer to being ready. As the liquid started to fill the pitcher, she felt a little odd. Her chest was fluttering. Much in the way it did when she was about to cough or come down with something, but then it went away just as quickly. It was such an odd feeling - was it a muscle spasm? She didn't really know and didn't seek to investigate either.


Whatever it was, it left behind a kind of tingly feeling in her chest. Kind of like it was in the breast area itself. In fact, it felt like it was just below each nipple, since each was getting a little hard against her towel, almost sore as the pressure from the formerly comfortable towel started to dig in slightly.


"What the heck?" she asked no one as she loosened the towel and stopped humming. Yet dimly, it sounded like the tune continued despite her having stopped. It was an oddly haunting tune that floated through the air, and was coming... from her computer? "Oh no, the song!"


She realized that the audio file must have initialized automatically from the processes booting up the device, triggering one of the audio programs to detect it and play it!


"No, I don't want them any smaller!" she said as she started towards the room as the towel on her head unraveled and she got hit with a sudden louder burst of the music. The effect of which, was almost instant, as she gripped her chest and fell down onto the soft carpet. But the pain wasn't from her breasts contracting and shrinking... but getting bigger?!


"What's happening?" Song asked as she wrenched her towel open to investigate. Clearly, the petite breasts she once had were now bigger, but only just a little. Wasn't her song supposed to reduce them in size?


"Oh!" she uttered, as a chill hit her like static electricity. It was violent and intense, and seemed to arch through her breasts, as a feeling she'd never felt before moved beneath her nipples, which were also steadily increasing in size and sensitivity. It was like they were being forced upwards and outwards. It wasn't as though they were growing bigger, but being stretched out, as her dark areola became less so, and her inverted nipples popped out.


Somehow, the song was doing the opposite of what it was supposed to. It was giving her what she had never had before. Why would she want to stop it now?


Bountiful Rewards


"Oh god..." Song moaned, as her weaponized melody was creating pleasure where she had never felt pleasure before. She didn't know why it wasn't working as intended, but she couldn't care less. All she knew was that she was practically immobilized on the floor, laying on her half-wet towel and experiencing something that few would ever experience.


As her breasts continued to puff out beneath her fingers, she felt something else occurring inside that was equally alien to her. The growth of fat cells shouldn't be enough to make her swell so much, and it certainly wouldn't have popped out her nipples, which were incredibly sensitive to her touch. The very act of touching them made her wet and was leading her to the edge of orgasm. She had never gotten off to her nipples before, and now they were driving her wild!


Something was actually filling the space beneath her nipples, as they continued to grow harder to the touch and the swelling feeling bordered on sore. Though she had never felt it before, there was only one thing that the breasts did that would bring about that sensation. She was producing milk!


"This... can't be..." Song moaned, unable to contain sounds she'd never made before. Already her breasts were into a larger cup size and showed no signs of stopping there. What's more, the song continued to play, though it shouldn't have been this long. Was it looping? It didn't need to play continuously to work, and even hearing part of it should have been enough to induce significant change. If she didn't stop it now, the effects would be unprecedented — but she couldn't move!


"It's so good," she said as she massaged her swelling breasts as they pushed past another cup size on their march to greater gains. She was already big enough, but soon she'd be Tonya's size, and then from there she'd be no better than a cow! She'd be one of those Hucow things she'd read about. Then she'd go through life being called 'Hucow Song'.


She giggled, though it wasn't really funny. She'd be famous for her breasts, which she was only ridiculed for now. Just that alone was a good feeling, but she couldn't do that to herself.


Struggling to turn over, trying to ignore the pleasure and the weakness in her legs, she got up on all fours, as her big breasts swung beneath her just like a cow's udders, only in a human location. They were only the size of Ds... but that was huge compared to the As she was before! They made it hard to move, because every time she did, the milk in them pushed downwards against her nipples and she got weak from the pleasure that resulted in that pressure. She was going to orgasm any moment, and it was difficult to keep her thoughts in line.


Each time she moved her arms forward, her swaying breasts bulged a little and the weakness made her legs nearly buckle. Every time she moved her legs forward to support her weight, her swollen breasts bumped into her arms. It was too much stimulus, but if she stopped, it would be the death of her. 'Death by big breasts' would not be a headline she'd like to be remembered by. So, she pushed herself. She tried to forget the pleasure, but it was too much to stand. She only had so far to go, but each minuscule repositioning was brutal.


She was going to orgasm any moment. She could feel it building. She could feel the wetness between her legs. It was like a waterfall of secretions. It made her clit tingle and her pussy burn. She wanted to be filled so badly, but she wanted to be milked more. She didn't know what she wanted any more. And it was only continuing to build in a bad direction the longer she took.


Finally, she was in the same room, and there were only feet to go to her desk. She could see the player, and the mouse was only so much higher. Already her hips were shaking, and she knew that she was only seconds away from an intense orgasm, and if that happened, it would be minutes before she could move again, and that would be the end! So, with one last ditch effort and summoning of strength, she bound forward, grabbed the mouse, closed the player, and just managed to cut off that haunting melody in one swift motion, as the waterworks began and she keeled over.


It was intense. It was the best orgasm she'd ever had, as she had never in her whole life been so sensitive. That, and her breasts only continued to get bigger, just as her straining nipples grew ever more difficult to touch, but touch them she did, as she latched on and groped herself for all she was worth, inciting yet another orgasm. Weak, tired, and in desperate need of that cup of coffee, it was all she could do to hang on to her consciousness.


After all, this had only just begun!


Going with the Flow


Somehow, with much difficulty, she managed to pull herself into her bed, which was conveniently located in the same room as her computer. The melody had long been silenced, but that didn't mean the changes were stopped because of it. In fact, her breasts only continued to swell larger as the mammary glands continued to grow and fill with milk. She was exhausted, but her body was somehow allocating the resources it needed to in order to fulfill the demand. Already petite, she wasn't exactly sure where it was coming from.


All she knew, was that she couldn't think even if she tried. The raw feelings inside her had chased any thoughts to the far side of the room, as the pleasure that took their place dominated every sense in her body. The feeling of her bed's sheets was so nice, despite getting soaked from her sweat and the fluids leaking from her pussy. She had cum before, but now she was doing it every other minute, as each nipple felt like a clit with no matter how little pressure she applied to them. It was beyond amazing.


The pressure on her body was overwhelming. She had no idea that breasts could be so heavy. It was like that time her little cousin sat on her chest. A young kid was really heavy, and these were comparable to that sensation! It was really too much now, as they had swelled to a size that was rare to find bras for without a special order online. She was huge. There was no other way to describe it!


The pressure was amazing. Just like being denied an orgasm made it explosive when it finally happened, she had to wonder what it meant for lactating too, since it was very much a similar scenario. She knew if she didn't release it soon, it would be bad. There was only so much her mammary glands could hold - and they were way beyond their natural limits! If massaging her sore tits did nothing, then she had to induce the letdown response through another action of love. She had to masturbate. It was the only way to get the hormones to flow right.


Panting, with a heavy breath, she stretched her fingers out to her crotch, and lightly brushed past her clit, which had also become swollen and throbbing. It was just the lightest of touches, and it set her off with a sweeping feeling through her body, as muscles reacted deep within her vagina and made her arch her back and thrust her pelvis into the air before she knew it had even transpired. She came. She came hard and so intensely that it shook her whole body. With just a touch! There was no way she could possibly withstand fingering herself while keeping her sanity. There was just no way.


Still, she had to. She couldn't let loose the milk without the right hormones for it. She had to finger bang herself silly, otherwise it might never resolve itself.


Steeling herself for the mind-shattering orgasm that was surely to follow, Song gathered up all her strength and plunged her fingers into her slippery, slick pussy. She had never gotten off to her fingers in the past, and though she had only tried with one in the past, she knew no less than two would do anything for her.


"Oooohhhhh, yes, yes, YES!" Song cried out, only mildly concerned that her neighbor would hear her through the wall. She sounded so slutty and so unlike herself, but right now she was completely unlike herself, so why would that matter? Besides, she had the reason and the drive. She had to take it all the way with this.


It was so good! It was beyond anything she had ever experienced with her own body that it amazed her. All her pent up sexual tensions were cascading out of her poor pussy the faster she serviced it. There was no stopping the lust that had accumulated through her body and no reason to prevent it, as she needed it so desperately. She didn't care what she sounded like. She just wanted to resolve it all, and she needed it resolved now.


Finally, with a shriek of ecstasy, she hit the right conditions and exploded. Her pussy gushed, and her nipples spurted. But she could no longer touch any of them, as each hand resorted to gripping her thoroughly soaked sheets in an effort to hang on. She was thrashing her body so much that she was afraid that she might fall from the bed and hurt herself, so it was all she could do to provide some stability.


Again, another orgasm flowed through her, as her breasts also leaked their sweet milk. Some of it fell on her face and she couldn't help but delight in its flavor as she tentatively licked it up. It was flowing, and even though she wasn't encouraging it with effort, both her pussy and breasts continued to work in tandem on the path to dehydration as they forced untold amounts of fluids from her. It was amazing and incredible. It was beyond what pleasure she had ever known before, and all she could do was go with the flow.


It was all her body's pace and none of her own. She would stop it if she could, knowing that all the jerking around would hurt her eventually, but she couldn't stop. Her only choice was to submit and let it flow. And flow it did. For nearly forty-five minutes.


She was exhausted.


Sharing the Song


When she was finally able to peel herself from the bed, Song made certain to go to the kitchen and re-hydrate before anything else happened. Her breasts had reduced considerably, but were still much too large. She managed to reduce them more by milking herself in front of the mirror, to make sure she had the right technique, but she knew it would take a lot of practice. Fortunately, it was still Saturday. Besides that, she had an idea of what she wanted to do with the song, now that she had it. After all, it was much too good to simply set aside and dismiss.





Hours later, before evening had begun, Tonya was working on one of her theses when her email alerted her to a knew message. Thinking it might be one of her partners also working on their research, she checked it, only to see that it was from Chi Song. On the subject line was the words Hucow Song.


"What's this?" Tonya said annoyed. There was an attached picture and video, and with curiosity getting the better of her, she opened it. There, she saw Song with massive breasts, much bigger than her own!


Needing to find out what it was all about, she clicked the video and it downloaded to her computer. It took a moment, and then it opened up, with a title page and the big-breasted Chi Song, with an accompanied background melody that sounded like an action theme song.


"Good evening, Tonya," Song said happily in the video while the music toned down but continued onwards. "I want to thank you for the excellent suggestion to get a pair of big breasts of my own, using my new technology. Actually, I had originally decided to weaponize it out of spite, and reduce your breasts to deflated bean-bags, but I made a mistake on the equation. I put in a negative value instead of a positive! Anyway, that's what gave me these."


Song started to rub her breasts and Tonya watched in disbelief as she squeezed beads of milk from them. She was lactating?! That was gross.


"For whatever reason, they got all milky when they got big, so I guess I'm what they call a Hucow for now... at least until I figured out a way to fix it. Playing the melody backwards didn't work, so I guess I'm off to the lab once it gets dark. I'm sure I'll figure it out, so don't worry about me."


Watching Song rub her breasts was oddly stimulating, and she almost felt like her breasts were responding just by watching, as they had a slight tingly feeling inside them. That and she was getting oddly excited. Even though she disliked her, it was impossible that she had created something based on her suggestion. And weaponizing her own work? What was she thinking?!


"What you should be worrying about is yourself," Song said with a broad grin as she continued to milk her breasts with each hand, squeezing her fingers in a sweeping motion and squirting the milk out with each pass, "I still haven't forgiven you, you know. Your taunts and jeers are unwelcome, so I wanted to teach you a lesson. So, the first lesson I wanted to teach you is this: Keep lots of water around. You'll need it!"


The action sounding music started to tone down, thus signaling the video was about to end, as Song added with a cheerful wave of her hand, "Don't think of going anywhere tonight, and just have fun with what happens next. I know I did!"


"That bitch!" Tonya said as she went to delete the video, when the music suddenly ended and the file corrupted. Even the files attached in the email corrupted and were inaccessible. Was it a virus? And why were her breasts continuing to tingle in that annoying way?!


"Eh?" Tonya felt a chill go through her as she put her hands up to her shirt and felt her tingly breasts beneath it. Did they feel... bigger? "She couldn't have..."


Little did Tonya know that Song had indeed, and that it would be a wild night for her.





An angry email came in from Tonya, but Song ignored it. After all, she had a lot of work to do tonight in the lab. And maybe if Tonya asked her nicely, she would fix her.


Maybe.
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