She was quite a beautiful Doberman. Sleek, svelte, and imposing. Still, despite having a muscular bubble butt, she was also rather flat as well. As much as she tried not to let it bother her, it was the one small flaw that kept nagging at her as she was growing up.

When her boss hired a busty Afghan Hound as a new secretary, though, that was the last straw, and the minute she got off work she went to visit the first plastic surgeon she came across in the phone book. As it turned out, Dr. Renard was a lanky, jovial fox, only tall enough to come up to the bottom of her meager bust, his office in a tiny corner of a disused strip mall in a remote corner of the city. As friendly as he was, he was also the consummate professional, and the dobie gladly agreed to trust him to take care of her while she was under the knife.

Still, she never expected to wake up to a pair of humongous beach balls jutting from her chest!
Maybe it was the anesthesia, but she could only manage to make a meek, weak protest. The doctor gave her a warm smile and sent her on her way, not even listening to her complaints. She hadn't wanted to be hyper. Not really! Once she got home, all she could do was fall into bed. The surgery had really tired her out. Strangely, though, despite what surely had to be an intensive procedure, she only felt mildly tender at most.  Whatever they installed within her tingled and throbbed while she lay there, sending waves through her belly and down her spine. The more she thought about it, the less she was bothered by her immense new bust. It felt pleasantly full, all warm and snug underneath the covers.

Getting dressed the next day was a hassle. None of her shirts really fit her properly anymore! They jutted through even the loosest shirt she tried to wear. Her amazing tits just pushed the fabric up and out, the underside left helplessly dangling loosely below and exposing her midriff and at least half a foot of underboob. She couldn't stop thinking about how strangely heavy they felt. Even the slightest movements made them bounce, keeping her aware of their humongous weight and size at all times.
As much as she wanted to think otherwise, she had to admit - they were aesthetically perfect. Flawless spheres several feet across, capped with thick, meaty nipples as big as her fists, the areolae around them perfectly proportioned to fit her new bust even as they were impossibly oversized as well. And, of course, despite how heavy they felt, they jutted from her chest as if they were weightless, without even a miniscule amount of sag!
The lightest breeze, the barest brush against her enhanced bust or meaty nipples, sent lightning through her long, undocked tail. Oh, yes, they were beautiful. Works of art, really. Dark, rich flesh, velvety fur.  A million little nubs and crinkles, the areolae dotted with bumps in a hypnotic pattern. Perfect roundness, so ripe and taut. 

She didn't even notice the total lack of back pain. She actually felt stronger and more vivacious. Her tits swayed deliciously as she sashayed into her office on time, an especially pronounced swing in her hips.

And oh, people stared, of course. Who wouldn't? Hypers were common, but there was something about her magnificent bust that irresistibly drew the eye. At first, she tried to play it off casually, her face flushed crimson and ears splayed self-consciously, but oddly enough despite their open stares nobody said a word about her new rack. Thank goodness they didn’t make a scene! The lack of reaction was strangely comforting, and as her shift dragged onwards she grew more and more used to her new situation.
During lunch break she sat at her desk and played with her tits, hands up her shirt and lightly palming over her gigantic nipples. Each touch felt almost orgasmic, and she spread her legs without thinking, crying out softly and thrusting her hips to hump an invisible lover. Dampness bloomed across her groin, the fabric soaked with honey and drawing skintight, outlining a growing, bulging camel toe. Her pussy was changing, the creeping tendrils of growth seeping inside her reproductive system and altering it from the inside out. Curling around her organs, her delicate little ovaries.  Cushioning them.  Protecting them.  Empowering them. Exploring in and out, pushing down into her clit, filling it over the course of an hour like a thick-skinned balloon full of hot water.  She'd had a rather ordinary button before, but now it bulged against her hood (itself thick and rippling, always slick with protective lubrication) like an apple. It felt achingly, erotically tight and engorged, each beat of her heart making it contract and stimulate itself.

It goes without saying that her labia followed immediately after, her pussylips bloating until they were as thick as her wrist and gave her an actual panty bulge.

Juices flowed openly down her thighs, the faucet of pheromones unable to be turned off, the leaky Dobie squelching as she sashayed down the hallways and trailing a thin scent cloud that her co-workers could see if they squinted. The pheromones definitely loosened them up quickly the more time she spent around them. As she was coming back from the restroom, she ran into her boss, who casually slid his hands up her shirt and began to fondle her thick, flawless nipples. He didn't bat an eye, simply feeling her up like he were handling a coffee cup.

"Your tits are getting bigger, aren't they?" He murmured.

The words caught the dobie off guard, and the way he caressed her taut, aching flesh made her moan in response. A rubbery sound filled the air and her breasts expanded a few inches. "Mmmn, that's right! I thought as much. Your tits are getting bigger," the panther smiled approvingly. He pulled his hands away without bothering to mind her shirt, and the blouse burst open and fell back around her shoulders, reduced to an open vest that bared her naked bust for all to see. Her spectacular nipples jutted out prominently, and try as she might even the dobie couldn't resist staring at herself.

It quickly proved to be a pattern. Her co-workers kept stopping her in the hallway and coming up to her at her seat just to tell her how big she was. How her tits were getting bigger. Nodding almost proudly, the males visibly tenting their pants and fawning over her beautiful bosom. At some point she started to lactate, whimpering and spreading her legs helplessly in desperate need. From where she sat in her cubicle, she turned to face her chair out at her co-workers walking by, thrusting her pussy out at them as her inner muscles contracted to the cadence of their repetitive mantra. Her tits were getting bigger!

Who could blame them for encouraging her? Her tits were the first thing they saw, the last thing they thought about. She wasn't a beautiful doberwoman so much as a pair of massive, perfect tits.

Her boss came back a few minutes later and ran his thumbs over her nipples, collecting some cream for her coffee. "Your tits are so big and beautiful! My wife could learn a thing or two from you. You're so lucky to have them. They're getting bigger, aren't they? I think they are! Your tits are getting bigger."

The deafening sound of squealing, shrieking rubber echoed off the walls of the office as her bust surged outwards in response.

By now, the day was almost over, and her tits had more than trebled in size, losing not one iota of perkiness and somehow becoming even more perfect and mesmerizing the more colossal they became. When she walked, it was with the exaggerated, sexualized steps of the world's greatest stripper, the blushing, panting Doberman pausing to read a notice on the announcement board.

CASUAL FRIDAY, it read. CLOTHING OPTIONAL.
SEX TOY SWAP MEET.
SEEKING COMPANIONSHIP. LET’S GET BIGGER TOGETHER!
Lewd things, erotic things, awful things. Things that sent shudders of shame and delight and disbelief down her spine. There was a picture of her smiling happily, her bust engulfing the lower two-thirds of the frame. CONGRATULATIONS ON GETTING BIGGER, it said. Other pictures of her co-workers sporting blossoming hyper endowments in various stages of size. Naked tits and penises and balls. Humongous, messy cumshots, masturbation and explicit sex. A shocking number of her co-workers had become herms.
She stood there and orgasmed as she looked at it, whimpering and rubbing her squirting pussy against the rough stucco wall beneath the board, letting it bring her to a messy gushing climax again and again.

The teenage office intern didn't interrupt her as he walked on by, his arms filled with papers for the boss. His giant boi bulge quaked, though, five feet of dick erupting through the fabric and sending gushing volleys of cum all over the floor. The lil' turbo-twink always found it difficult to hold his jism in around the other office workers, especially the beautiful dobie he had a crush on!

Her mind dazed from orgasm, her climax beginning to become a feedback loop, the canine was vaguely aware of his passing, and she turned to watch him cum. He had a beautiful ass. Gigantic, wide, the cheeks clenching with his climax, they clapped loudly together with each stumbling footstep he took down the hallway in his pretty platform heels.
The dobiewoman hardly noticed anything but his ass, though. It was bigger than hers! That wouldn't do at all...

Thankfully Dr. Renard did butt implants, too.
