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“It’s not fair!” the young girl complained.

She was right, it wasn’t fair. She’d just gotten back from a night of trick or treating with her friends and almost immediately had her bag of candy stolen away by the only real monster she’d seen all day; her sister.

“Life isn’t fair runt, get used to it. Now let’s see what you got in here.”

Liz was eighteen now, she was well past the age of being interested in trick or treating but that didn’t mean she didn’t mind eating some candy, or getting the chance to bully her sister.

“I’m gonna tell mom!”

“Go tell her, and I’ll help myself to all of your candy.”

Just to signify her point she rooted around in the bag and pulled out a loose piece of hard candy, throwing it into her mouth and making an overly emphasized eating motion, with an audible moan.

Her sister shook on the spot, hands being wrapped up into tight fists before she stormed away, screaming for her mother. Liz took the chance to sit down on the couch and dig into the candy while she still had the chance.

Liz was an attractive girl who’d been a cheerleader for a long time. Her long thick hair came in a dark shade of brown while her eyes were a sparkling and beautiful blue. Her body was small, tight and fit that wasn’t carrying an ounce of fat. Sure she was binging now but she’d quickly work it all off.

She may have been on the slim side but that didn’t mean her body couldn’t carry a curve about it, Liz being very proud of her wide hips that gave her body a seductive shape. Her B cup breasts weren’t the biggest on the team, a fact she was envious of inside, but they were still delightful to make her one of the most sought after girls in her whole university.

Tonight she was going to flaunt those assets of hers as she was going to a Halloween party. While kids like her sister went ahead and spent the nights dressed up to get candy teens like her dressed up to drink, party and take part in some promiscuous acts.

While she was spending her time watching some season television she quickly got to work on devouring candy from her sister’s bag. She found some lovely looking milk chocolate treats and if there was one luxury food Liz did love it was chocolate.

The teenager moaned out pleasantly as she ate up the first chunk of milky chocolate; it tasted scrumptious. She had little interest in those gummy treats that stuck to her teeth but these chocolate chunks she could eat all night long.

“Elizabeth!” a stern voice called from up the stairs, accompanied by the pitter patter of stomping feet. “Elizabeth, did you steal your sister’s candy?”

Liz could tell she was in trouble when her full name was used but she didn’t have to get hung up about it, she was an adult now and not a child which meant being yelled at by mommy didn’t really do much to her.

“No, she offered them to me, I’m just taking my share.”

“I did not, she’s lying, she stole them.”

“Elizabeth, give your sister her candy back.”

The bratty teenager threw the pumpkin themed container through the air for her sister to catch in an awkward panic.

“Well I’m done with them anyway. Now if you’ll excuse me I have a party to get ready for.”

She jumped her way off the sofa and back onto her feet, pushing her way through her family who had now decided to form some sort of human blockade in the doorway to the stairs. Liz was right though, she did have a party to get ready for which meant slipping into a sexy costume.

So what slutty outfit had Liz decided to buy for the event? She’d gone for the maid outfit. That sort of outfit just screamed naughty from the offset and she loved it.

The outfit was styled off the classic look for a maid. A black dress complete with white frills and trim. The different came with how much skin was being exposed by the outfit. The top was showing a lot more cleavage than a maid necessarily had to show off while that skirt was probably a few inches smaller. She was going to be wearing white thigh length stockings after all, she needed to make sure some skin was peeking over the head which meant shortness in the skirt department was a necessity.

Liz admired herself in the mirror as she squeezed herself into the exposing costume. She wasn’t a lesbian or anything close to that but looking at that reflection, she would. The boys were totally going to love her.

She was sure she’d measured it properly and gotten an exact fit when she’d first purchased the outfit though. Liz was showing a lot more cleavage than she imagined. Then again her bra was feeling a bit tighter as well, maybe it was just down to some growth in the vital areas? How she’d love to have some D cups to rub it in the faces of those other girls in the cheerleading club.

It may have been tight but it was manageable and showing off more chest was never going to be a bad thing. After slipping on a pair of black high heels and grabbing her clutch bag the teenager strutted her way down the stairs.

“Alright I’m heading out, don’t wait up for me.”

There were some boys from the football club who were going to be there tonight. If she was lucky her own bed wouldn’t be the next one she was crawling into.


If her mom wasn’t such a bitch Liz could have just driven the family car down to the party, nobody else was going to be needing it at this time after all. But apparently she didn’t want her daughter to be drunk driving so now she had to walk. Parents could be so uncool sometimes.

Speaking of uncool it was October which meant the night was not the most tropical. Liz’s exposed skin was feeling the effects of the cold air blowing through the sky, making her body shiver as she walked through the streets towards her destination. She should have gotten somebody to give her a ride, she underestimated how could it would be.

Liz wrapped her arms over her own body and began to rub over her skin with her hands, rubbing up and down to try and keep that body of hers warm. At least her legs had stockings on but her arms were totally exposed and needed a lot of attention.

The more she walked Liz couldn’t help but notice how much harder it was getting to actually hold that position, arms squeezing tightly into her chest, hands rubbing along her exposed arms to create some warming friction. Not only was it getting harder to hold her arms in place her bra was starting to dig into her skin as well. She didn’t remember it being this tight when she set out.

Liz tried to ignore it and just kept on walking but the bra was just getting more and more uncomfortable as time went on. Did she put on one of her sister’s bras instead? No that’d be stupid, but this one just felt too small all of a sudden.

She unwrapped her arms and looked down into her cleavage to see that deep crevice looking back at her. She’d never looked this busty before, this maid outfit must have been very flattering.

Those were her first thoughts until her mind was taken back to the strain that her bra was putting onto her chest. She slung her arms back and began messing with the hook, trying to free herself of the strain and see what was wrong. Unhooking was awkward and uncomfortable, further sinking the bra into her chest, but the actual release was magical.

Her tits felt so relieved to be out of the confines of that restrictive fabric, rolling down into her top with a certain shake and bounce which surprised the party goer; she didn’t expect to see her own boobs do anything close to a jiggle.

Liz squeezed her fingers down and cupped her own chest. Woah, where did all this come from? She liked to class her tits as a handful, mainly for a confidence boost, but these were really a handful. She must have had a sudden growth spurt and Liz couldn’t complain, she was looking amazing.

“Wait till those bitches get a load of these,” she snickered to herself as she fished around in her cleavage to awkwardly pluck free her bra, hiding it away in her bag. It was too late to go back now, she’d just have to manage going braless. What a shame.

Sudden growth spurt was enough of an explanation for Liz and she didn’t put any more thought into how her sweater puppies suddenly got so big and lush, she simply approved of the change.

With her confidence having risen even higher she continued to strut down the street with her head held high, making her way towards the party.

The sudden distraction managed to block the thoughts of just how cold it was from her for at least a limited amount of time. Just an ego boost wouldn’t be able to win against the coldness of a fall night forever though and eventually the shivers began to course back through her exposed body.

Liz wrapped her arms back around her body to warm herself back up when she noticed that it was getting even harder to hug herself. Her eyes wandered back down to find that those sweater puppies had basically became full mutts while her mind was elsewhere. She was threatening to pop out of the top at any moment.

“Holy shit what happened!?” she yelled to herself at the sudden growth spurt. This was no teenage race to make up for lost time, this was bizarre.

Usually she was a B cup, or a ‘C cup’ when she was flirting, but right now she’d be safe to call herself at least a double D. She was bustier than any other girl on the team.

A gasp poured from Liz’s lips as she saw her chest continue to grow bigger, this time before her very eyes, starting to strain into the front of the maid top. Her cold, stiff, nipples were even tenting into the front of the costume.

“No no, this is weird,” Sherlock spelled out as those tits of hers continued to grow. If at first it was so subtle that she didn’t notice now they were growing out and proud.

It wasn’t her bra which was feeling tight anymore, thankfully removed earlier, it was not the entire top itself. Sure this top had been bought for someone with only some slight lift but there was plenty of give which wasn’t being tested as her chest swelled fatter and softer by the minute.

In a panic Liz opened her bag and began rooting around for her phone. When in doubt phone for help, that’s what Liz was picturing in her head.

Once she managed to get that stupid bra out of the way she finally managed to get her phone out, just as the visibility was starting to decrease in front of her as it was replaced with the sight of swelling, compressing, cleavage.

Looking down was no longer an option and stretching her arms out felt too awkward when there were two huge pillows trying to spread her arms apart. Liz pulled her arms and her phone up close tight to her face to a position where her tits could not interfere, or so she thought. A sudden expansion of her tits slapped into her elbows and forced her arms to jerk apart, her fingers releasing hold of her phone which dropped down into deep cleavage, slipping almost perfectly into the exposed crevice.

“Oh come on don’t do this to me you stupid thing,” she cried out as she tried to send her hand in to chase but her chest was getting so big and compressed, she couldn’t get in properly from above.

She was no longer just the biggest girl in the entire cheerleading team she was probably the biggest girl in the entire school. Pornstars would be proud of how big her tits were. Being compressed into the top in those firm round orbs they looked like a pair of fake soccer ball sized tits. Sure Liz wanted to be busty but this was ridiculous!

Liz was now faced with a dilemma. There was no way for her to get her phone out while she was still in her top, she’d only be able to get her phone by pushing her hand in from below which meant letting her tits hang out in open, in public.

She had another dilemma to think about as well. She didn’t know why her boobs were still growing but there were and they just seemed to keep on getting bigger and heavier. She didn’t know how long she’d be able to hold them up. The last thing she wanted was to grow so big she wouldn’t be able to move any longer, she had to get away.

Right now she was closer to the party than her own house so if anything it’d be quicker to go over there to reach help but in her current situation did she really want to be heading to a frat house party?

Suddenly Liz felt a surge from her front, a weird tingling followed by a flood of wetness. Her fingers sunk down into the front of her maid outfit to find wet patches forming around her nipples as they burned up noticeably. She brought her fingers back up to her nose and gave a small sniff.

“That smells like m-milk!?”

That revelation put things into a whole new perspective as she began to run towards the party as fast as she could, as fast as a girl wearing high heels which massively growing, leaking, tits could. She no longer had the luxury of choosing a course of action she just had to get to somewhere which she could find help as soon as possible.

At first her chest bounced ludicrously with every long stride she took, her fast movements making her bosom bounce at the same speed. The only way she was able to stop it for a limited amount of time was my wrapping her arms over her chest and clinging to her own tits to stop the shaking from putting her off.

Even with her arms cupping those giant melons they were still jiggling and still growing until her tight squeeze was bordering on a full hug. It was almost impossible to run or move quickly with such a huge weight literally on your chest, shaking with every movement.

The milk constantly leaked from her nipples, gathering in the front of that maid outfit and increasing the weight of the fabric, dragging it down to give those tits an easier job of exploding free. When the fabric dropped down her tits escaped with a bounce.

“Oh no don’t do this!” Liz squealed as her tits suddenly flipped out of her top and her arms, flopping down over herself, milk gushing from the nipples. They didn’t look any smaller now that they were free, they pretty much draped over her stomach.

She tried to squeeze them back in but she couldn’t even figure out how they both fitted into start with. Just pushing one breast in left no room for the other to go anywhere.

Suddenly she remembered that her phone was still somewhere. She pried her massive tits open, the softness sinking around her fingers, to try and find its location but disaster as it suddenly dropped from beneath her cleavage onto the floor with a loud thud and a crack as it split open.

“No no no!” It was turning from bad to worse. Liz dropped down onto her knees to rummage at the shattered remains of her phone. There was no way she was going to be able to use this now.

Liz felt the swelling of her tits again as the fatness expanded with a thud, slapping into the floor below her. She scooped her arms under those hanging melons and pulled them back up into a tight, squishy hug.

Her tits were getting too heavy. She couldn’t stand up and hug them to her chest at the same time. Awkwardly she backed her way into a nearby street light, pushing her weight back so she could use it as a support to lift up her heavy body. Her chest was starting to get completely excessive.

“This is ridiculous,” she complained to herself as she began to move quickly, doing her best fast waddle on those high heels. She should have brought some flats, this was no time for sexy footwear.

The flow of milk from her nipples was increasing by the moment, her hands squeezing deeply into her cleavage to make the cream come flowing free. It wasn’t intention but it was this or run with her tits slapping across her own body.

She panted heavily as she ran. Running itself was not too tiring for normally, she went for jogs a lot, but having two extra weights hanging off her chest really put a strain on her movements.

The growth still hadn’t ended. Her breasts were squeezing around her fingers, the increased weight and softness sinking around her supporting hands as she desperately tried to hold them up, a constant flow of white gushing down her front.

It wasn’t just the weight of those boobs which was starting to make the act of running a great struggle. Between Liz’s legs was starting to heat up from the sensation of milk gushing from her expanding udders. She couldn’t believe the feeling was actually making her feel good.

Her breasts had gotten to the point where she was no longer able to secure them with just a hold, the softness spreading out and sinking around her grasp. The milk flow was even leaving a streak of white behind her on the floor, it was beyond ridiculous. There was only saving grace for her; she could hear the party, she was almost there.

Liz kept running on those heels as her chest got heavier and bigger and her panties began to cling to the mound between her legs, soaked in juices, her breaths coming into hot pants.

The lights of the house she was heading to came into view on the horizon. She could even see the outline of the party goers. This was it, she was going to make it.

Her destination was within touching distance when the weight of those boobs got the better of her, Liz tumbling forward and landing on those meaty udders with a thud and slap of skin.

“Ah no! Almost there, come on, almost there!”

She squeezed her fingers into her massively oversized chest and tried to drag those boobs up but they were just too heavy and every tight gripping squeeze from her forced the milk to squirt out in heavy gushes which made her body writhe.

Everytime she sunk her fingers in and grasped at the softness of her giant tits, the type which a bra wouldn’t even be able to contain, more milk came gushing out and her pussy throbbed hotly. Why did milking herself have to feel so good?

Her milk had been leaking out by itself all this time but this was the first time it’d been coming out so forcefully, from her own touch. She didn’t know it was going to feel so incredible, her body was burning up.

Liz’s hands wandered from the sides of her mega tits and down towards her stiff, pink, leaking nipples. She knew that she shouldn’t be about to do it but her body was tingling and was craving the feeling; she was too curious to deny it.

She wrapped her hands around the thick nipples and squeezed tightly, forcing out two long sprays of white in arches through the air, splattering down with a wet thud upon the ground. A loud, quivering, moan poured from her parted lips. Her nipples were so sensitive, simply squeezing them was enough to feel good. Forcing milk out of them simply turned the dial up from good to amazing.

Each nipple was pulled in turn, being treated like the teats of a cow, milked with firm, hard, pulls up from the softness of her breast right along the length of her engrossed nipples to force out streams of the milk. Every gush and squirt left her body squirming and that honey pot tucked between her legs a waterfall of dripping juices.

“So good,” she moaned out lustfully, “So good. I didn’t know it would be so good!”

The floor around her was stained with puddles of milk which dripped back around her body as the laid in total ecstasy, milking her giant udders of that seemingly endless supply of milk. Was there no stop to it?

Even though she wasn’t touching her pussy at all she could feel the heat and the pleasure bubbling out, just her tits were enough to make her feel ultimate pleasure. She could feel something coming, something building. Milking those giant breasts had summoned up a powerful orgasm which was running up through her body and starting to turn her whole world white. She began to shake visibly on the spot, it was about to hit and it was going to be explosive.

Liz threw her head back and moaned to the heavens as she was wrapped in ecstasy of the incredible orgasm, a thick faucet of juices spraying from her puffy pussy down below as those teats went into overdrive and sent thick loads of milk flying high into the air. It was the most incredible she’d ever felt, yet still she craved more.

Her hazy eyes wandered upwards and spied the sight of that party in the distance. If she could just get there she was sure that total pleasure was awaiting her.


It’d been a hard journey. Managing to heave those tits off the floor was no mean feat and had taken all of her strength. If she hadn’t been a cheerleader who exercised regularly she might have been stuck there but somehow she managed to lift them up and slowly waddle her way to the party.

Eyes burned into her as soon as she entered the house as she commanded their presence with her overpowering experience.

Her lower half was actually normal. Apart from the shaking below the knee and the fact her heels and maid dress were stained in milk it was all fine. Up above? A moaning Liz carried the biggest pair of tits any of them had ever seen or imagined in her hands. They were bra defying and milk leaking, streaming the white down her front.

She bit down firmly on her bottom lip as she grew aroused, even more so, at seeing all of those eyes staring at her overly sexulazied appearance. She knew coming here was the right move.

“So does anybody want a drink?” she moaned, squeezing her fingers down around her areolas, making the milk spray out, “There is plenty to go around.”

How could a bunch of students ignore an offer like that? It was moments until she found both of her nipples being engulfed in a pair of firm, suckling, mouths, making the lustful teenager moan as her milk was drained out by two hungry boys.

Her eyes flickered upwards as she populated the room with her lustful noises, her hands now free of the burden of those heavy tits, able to wander down her front and rub down under her skirt and into the completely soaked panties which clung to her flesh and pussy lips.

She began to rub herself visibly without any sort of modesty, palm firmly pressed into her engrossed button as her fingers went crazy against her soaking mound, digging deep between her puffy lips. The lust of having her milk drunk down was simply too strong for her.

Voices flowed around the room, all about the sudden appearance of Liz. Some didn’t know who this udder possessing girl was, some were in shock at how she’d changed and others were simply debating when it’d be there go to get a bit of that. The boys drinking from her nipples seemed to be loving it.

It didn’t take much time for her oversized body to be flung down onto a couch to take the pressure off having to heave up those huge weights. Liz spread her legs wide open and went to town on her pussy, molesting it with eager touches as the boys flanked her at either side and drained her tits of her thick dairy.

With such a heavy flow it wasn’t long until they’d had their fill of her sweet milk but she had no need to worry as there was already a new mouth ready to latch on once the last had parted. It felt simply amazing to have her breasts squeezed and her nipples slurped from roughly. Her needy pussy was on fire.

She wasn’t the only one in lust. Her effects had spread around the hungry eyed boys taking in the sight of her perverse figure. They had to have a taste of her too, even if that meant not in the most literal of manners.

Her fingers were pulled away from her cooch and her panties were ripped off her form by an eager teen who wanted to sample her honeypot for himself. She was already dripping along her inner thighs and down across the couch, staining it with her juices. She read more than ready for whatever these party goers wanted to give her.

A thick, throbbing, erect length pulsed before her, one that had been driven wild by her form and the strong milky scent around her. There was no foreplay, she was already prepared, and the cock sunk between her lips and deep into her pussy, making Liz buck in mad ecstasy.

She wrapped her arms around the two heads which were buried against her tits, screaming out hot pleasure into the air as the cock within her pussy began to find a rhythm, thrusting within quickly and eagerly, stirring around her hotness.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop. Feels so good,” Liz drooled out in a messy slur, her mind fully being consumed with thoughts of sex and milking. Her desires were becoming completely hedonistic.

The party had suddenly turned into an orgy centered around her, for her, by her. She commanded all their perversions for herself, all the men of the party already hard and waiting for their turn using her.

One impatient boy pushed himself up onto the couch and filled up that squealing mouth of hers with his dick, suddenly giving all the other party goers another hole to have access too.

Liz’s mouths, upper and lower, were being fed cock after cock, young hard flesh to feast upon as her milky nipples were drained eagerly.

Orgasms shot through her nerves over and over again. When she thought the last orgasming was just about ending the next one would begin, her mind was being wrecked with the overpowering sexual conquest which bubbled through her insides.

All of the worries she had when this growth first started and the milk started flowing, washed again, gone. Now all that mattered to her was sweet pleasure. She didn’t mind having the biggest tits possible, she didn’t mind having the human form of udders if it meant she could feel this sort of pleasure all the time.

Cum was flooded into her body as milk came spraying out and still she craved more, the conveyor belt of hard dicks still flowing to bring her that sexual relief without interrupt, her heated body being scratched in just the way it needed to be.

That sticky semen mess and hot milk stained the couch and dripped over the floor as well as marked the body of the slut who sat in the center of it all, body dripping with white from every hole.

Some of the boys were already exhausted, their stomachs heavy with her milk but the predator just grinned and cupped her huge, swollen, udders. A purr rippled from her lips as kept her thighs spread nice and wide, showing that dripping cunt which craved attention.

“Come on guys,” she growled, “It’s still early. Does nobody else want some of my milk.”

She didn’t know why this had happened to her. She didn’t know how long it would last. She didn’t know if she was stuck like this forever. Right now she didn’t care about it, she didn’t care about any of it, she simply seeked more pleasure; her body craved it.

A house filled with horny teenage boys wouldn’t be able to pass up such a sexual sight, such a seducing beauty, such scandalous acts. Round two was imminent and unavoidable and imminent.

Sometimes a trick can also be a treat.
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