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She strode down the street, utterly impervious to the stares that followed every movement of her magnificent body.

Long golden hair, glowing, shimmering, fell from her head in full, rolling waves. A confident smile dominated a face clear of blemishes, perfectly symmetrical, with high cheekbones and full lips. Her tall body swayed in just the right places at just the right times, with nothing jiggling in any place where it shouldn’t, not even in the full but tight butt just barely covered by her silken loincloth. 

Above all two features dominated her form- the two gigantic globes that did not so much hang as float, firm and proud, from her chest. The twin pink spheres barely deigned to notice gravity, springing and bouncing with every confident step. Stiff, proud nipples stood from the peak of each breast, almost cherry red against the pale perfection of her skin. All of this perfection stood open to the view of every passer-by… and why not? Why cover up such undeniable beauty?

Ignoring the lesser beings around her she walked on, clad only in two long thin sheets of silk bound at the waist, basking in the glory which was her body. How different, how very different, this was from what she remembered! How different the feeling of confidence, of raw power glowing from every pore like a bonfire-  no,  like a star, burning in the sky for all to see! How different this was from the person she had been, the person called-

“AMY!”

A young female face lifted itself from the desktop, a gridwork of computer keys briefly imprinted upon one cheek. Bleary eyes adjusted to the waking world. A mind still muddled by dreams struggled to give meaning to the rapid pounding coming from her bedroom door. “Wha?”

“AMY, TIME FOR THE HOUSE MEETING!”

Memory returned in a sudden rush of wakefulness. The meeting notice posted yesterday, half-forgotten in the rush to complete a mid-term paper on the aboriginal people of the Japanese islands before going back home for her birthday… which fell the Friday before the start of Spring Break.

Her birthday. Amy Sue Tear’s twenty-first birthday… alone except for her parents, at home on a farm in the middle of nowhere, while the rest of the twenty-one-year-old world drank, partied, and did all sorts of presumably fun sexual things.

Amy looked at herself in the dormant computer monitor. She vaguely remembered the vision from the dream, the perfect, drop-dead-and-resurrect-instantly gorgeous figure… and what she saw in the mirror looked nothing like it. YUIHJKBNM could just barely be read on a check full of freckles and the occasional pimple. A large half-circle birthmark, vibrant red against her otherwise bone-pale skin, scarred her forehead. Flat lanky blonde hair, so blonde as to almost be white, hung half out of the bun Amy kept it in for lack of anything better to do with it. A skinny frame, a little on the tall side for a woman, but with virtually none of the signs of femininity to its shape. Eyes that just barely opened to anything, never looked directly at anyone for reasons of boon-deep shyness.

Of course, I have plenty to be shy about, she sighed. 
Amy spent a moment contemplating how wonderful life would be with the body from that dream. Then she pushed herself away from the desk, banishing the dream to forgetfulness. There was a meeting to attend, and after that bags to pack and a paper to turn in. There was no time for dreams or idle fantasies. 

Reality didn’t change just by wishing it so.

“Well, isn’t this weather appropriate?” 

Vicki Franks flung a hand skywards at the clouds gathering above Mu Beta Epsilon House. All the scene of gloom lacked was thunder and lightning, and that would come during the night. Winter refused to give way to spring without a fight, one last demonstration of power and fury. Spring, for its part, was impatient to take over. The result, according to the weatherman on every local station, would be a very dark, very stormy night.

Appropriate weather indeed, for a meeting of the members of Mu Beta Epsilon.

Beside her Benni Bruce looked up, not at the weather, but at the three letters- M B E- that proclaimed the sorority that lodged within the large three-story home on Greek Row. Below the letters ran  a motto, worn and shabby: Judge us not by our bodies, but our minds. “When has that ever had any meaning?” she snarked. “Nobody outside the sorority believes it. WE don’t even believe it.”

“Some people need their fantasies,” Vicki replied. “And we don’t judge each other by our bodies, do we?”

“Only because we’re all plain alike,” Benni replied. 

“We’re not all alike,” Vicki said. “I have these lovely long locks, while for strange reasons you keep your hair cut short-“

“This is more comfortable in a rad suit.”

“-I’m a bit taller than you-“

“And thirty pounds heavier.”

“Not an ounce of it fat, sister,” Vicki said.

“Yes, and that’s the point, isn’t it?” Benni didn’t poke Vicki in the chest, but Vicki could feel the stare prodding her in the chest. “What’s your bra cup size… sister?”

Vicki mumbled something vaguely like the letter, “B.”

“And on your frame that’s practically nothing.” Benni gestured down to a chest that could be called an A-cup only out of generosity. “And you’re the most developed, if it can be called that, of our sorority remaining on campus. And I certainly don’t remember any upperclassmen from when we pledged that were any bigger than you- either in the bust or the butt.”

Vicki resented it- just as she resented most things about her sorority sister. Benni was the one who got the respect of the professors. Benni was the one with access to the college cyclotron and radiation labs. Benni had her doctoral thesis in hand, with only the most token defense to be conducted whenever she felt like presenting herself- a year faster than the same process, with less respectful professors, was taking Vicki. Benni had even had a boyfriend, once- for two weeks, but that was two weeks more than Vicki Franks. Everything Vicki had to strain and struggle for- resources, romance, and respect- Benni got without even asking for it. 

Vicki resented even more the fact that Benni was entirely correct. The main reason the young ladies of Mu Beta Epsilon stuck together was that they were all about as curvy as a rural Kansas highway. The feminist ideals of the sorority’s founders had almost vanished, replaced by a shared misery and alienation. Today’s Mu Beta Epsilon members did not challenge society’s standards of physical beauty; they merely failed to meet them.
Not that they fell short in any other respect- Mu Beta Epsilon still had standards. Of the nine (counting Vicki and Benni) members currently on campus, five had perfect SATs, with the others falling just shy of perfection. Scholarships, awards, honors, and special privileges fell like rain over the women of Mu Beta Epsilon (even Vicki, her jealousy aside). Each and every member could expect a large head start in their chosen field, thanks to innate talent and hard work.

As any of the members would admit, however, a great deal of this success stemmed from a complete and total lack of social- to say nothing of romantic- activities that might distract them. Some members, especially the underclassmen and pledges, regarded diversions with the compatible sex as just that- distractions. As time went by, though, even the most career-driven sister looked at their isolation from the campus social scene, their lack of a love life, the total absence of the parties, adventures, and friendships which college was supposed to be chock full of… and their priorities began to change.
 Some times of year were easier than others for this. During finals, for example, the girls never missed the social scene. Other times were worse- homecoming week, rush, graduation. Early March, though, with the seasons changing and months of tension waiting to be released, and with decades of tradition surrounding one brief vacation period… this time of year brought the regret and loneliness to its most painful peak.
“Let’s face facts,” Benni said. “The professors like brains and achievement-“

“-but the boys don’t see anything in a woman but tits and ass,” Vicki concluded. “And I, for one, would like to lose my virginity before I leave college.”

Benni blushed. The reason her one romantic relationship had lasted only two weeks lay in a most unfortunate incident when she, tired of waiting for her beau to make a move, had made her own move. He’d fled Mu Beta Epsilon with pants at half-mast, screaming about crazy women, to the unified disappointment of every sister in the house at the time. She hadn’t even tried to date since. “Any luck with Spring Break, then?” she asked.


Vicki avoided looking at Benni. “I’m spending Spring Break here on campus,” she said. “I’m using the medical labs for practical experimentation of my doctoral thesis.”


“As am I,” Benni said. “Investigating applications of radiotherapy. For lack of any more entertaining option.”


“Stevie’s not going to take that well.”


“Stevie already knows.”

Nine girls slumped in chairs and couches around the room. As a group they represented almost the whole range of the student body, from two freshman pledges up to graduate students Vicki and Benni, all with the same hang-dog looks on their faces. Spring Break would begin Friday, and not a single member of the sorority had been invited to any party, any road trip, any anything. 


According to tradition- a tradition most of the girls attending had looked forward to- college was the time to explore one’s freedom, go a little wild, have a little fun, and experiment with one’s own sexuality. The freshman girls were disappointed that this wasn’t likely to happen this year, while the seniors and grad students were a little desperate that it would never happen at all. With Spring Break, the legendary height of college sexual hijinks, just four short days away, the feelings of disappointment, frustration and desperation reached their peak. 

And, thought Jordan Stewart, the last thing any of them need is a sorority president telling them exactly what we all already know. Psychology majors ought to know better. Especially those about to graduate.

“In past years we’ve always had at least one sister hook up during Spring Break,” Stevie Roberts growled. “There has always been one to give the rest of us hope. And who is it going to be this year? Does any of us have anything to expect from Spring Break?”


None of the other girls answered. Out of the nine members, only three were going anywhere. Lynn Tabbot (biology, freshman) would be off in the wilderness taking observations for a project on animal behavior. Amy Sue (anthropology, junior) was going home early for her twenty-first birthday party and staying there for the following week. Jordan herself (astronomy, junior) had a project due requiring nightly observations of the sky... which meant a week in far western Kansas, as close to desert country as she could afford to go. The rest were stuck on campus due to projects, experiments, a scholarship contest (in the case of Danielle Carlson (music, sophomore)) … or just plain nothing else to do.

And no one, male or female, had stepped forward to give any of them any reason to change their plans. Stevie knows that, Jordan thought, everybody here does. We’d have heard if it were otherwise. We’d have thrown a PARTY for the lucky girl!


“That’s what I thought,” Stevie said. “A total failure. We’re all going to miss out on the most important extracurricular experience college has to offer. And I believe we know the reason for that, right?”


The two graduate students nodded agreement. Each, in her time, had also been sorority president. Neither Benni (president two years prior) nor Vicki (president the year before Benni) had had the sort of experience Stevie referred to. And both put the blame the same place Stevie did- on their chests. Neither woman would say it out loud, but each had chosen their major for the same reason- to find some alternative to cosmetic surgery for enhancing female sex appeal.


Neither had the single-minded drive that burned within Stevie’s tiny breast, though. Stevie was the shortest and slightest member of Mu Beta Epsilon, but she had ambition enough for two people. Unlike most of the other girls, she routinely went to clubs, bars and social events trying, and failing, to find a boyfriend. Vicki and Benni were driven; Stevie was downright obsessed.

“Well, it’s high time we did something about it! We’re the most intelligent women on this campus, darn it! I’ve decided to devote my mind to solving the problem of the underdeveloped body!” Stevie slapped the top of the coffee table to drive home her point.


“Ain’t th’ problem the fact that boys are dumbasses?” Melinda Barnes (theology, sophomore) snapped. Unlike most of the other girls, who had grown up well-off, she’d grown up in the ghetto. She’d grown up under a barrage of insults. When she was young, the boys had dissed her for her interest in books. When puberty had hit her classmates and mostly left her behind, they added cracks about her body to their repertoire. And two years of being ignored by college boys hasn’t made it any better, Jordan thought.


“At present there are three and a quarter billion males on Earth,” said Gwendolyn Oberst (literature, freshman). “We would have to make every one of them more intelligent. Or, alternately, we may simply discover a means to take advantage of their stupidity on demand. Which is easier?”


“Exactly,” Stevie said. “The stupidity of men is THEIR problem- let THEM solve it. OUR problem is finding a way to use their stupidity- and that means taking advantage of their greatest weakness.”


“TITS,” seven voices shouted in reply. Only Amy Sue, too embarrassed to say the word, remained silent.


“Right!” Stevie slammed the table again. “We all want to experience everything this college has to offer- but we’re stuck dealing with men whose interest in women begins and ends with the size of their breasts and…. er… bottom.” Stevie shuffled on her feet a little, uncomfortable at coming so close to even the mildest profanity.  She shook off her embarrassment and continued, “We’re told that somewhere out there is someone who will love us for our minds. Well, I’m sick of looking for the mythical Nice Guy who gets turned on by a Phi Beta Kappa key! They don’t exist- at least on THIS campus! And if the only way to get a man to bed is to have a hot body… then let’s MAKE our bodies hot!”


“There are surgeries for that, you know,” Danielle noted. 

 “And if any of us were willing to take the risk of infection, loss of function, loss of sensitivity, and scar tissue involved with those surgeries, I’m sure we would have done it by now!” Stevie shouted.

Of course, there’s no surgery to add inches to one’s height, Jordan thought. And the tallest member of our house just HAD to remind the shortest member of that fact. Thanks SO much, both of you.

“Don’t forget the cost, dear.” The university required the Greek houses to have chaperones, and had assigned Erde Bullfinch to Mu Beta Epsilon several years before. Erde had just turned forty, but she had settled into the short-dumpy-overweight-mother role long before. Although not a former member, Erde kept the house running efficiently on the sorority’s very tight budget. “Ginger snaps, anyone?”


“And the cost,” Stevie said, taking a cookie from the tray. Erde knew about comfort foods and when to use them. “There has to be a better way, and we’re going to find it!”


“We?” Jordan shot up from her slouch on the love seat. “I thought you said you were going to do it.”


“We’re ALL going to do it!” Stevie said. “I have an idea I’m going to try, but it might not work. But if each of us tries something, it’s inconceivable that we won’t find SOMETHING that works!”


“I bet MY idea is better than yours,” Vicki grinned.

“Do you have to make everything a contest?” Benni asked.

“Why not? Everything in life is a contest! The member who gets the best results wins!”


“Wins what, exactly? Won’t any successful result benefit all womankind?”


“Sure, but I want to prove my technique is the BEST!”


“Fine, fine,” Stevie raised her hand to silence the graduates. “Let’s make it a contest, then. We’ll judge the results when all the house members are back from Spring Break- a week from Sunday.”


“What if you don’t have a method?” Danielle asked.


“Think of something,” Stevie said. “Use your studies and see where they lead.”


“I don’t think I can hypnotize men with my music into believing I’ve got big breasts,” Danielle retorted. “And for any actual augmentation, my particular field is completely useless.”


“Then try something OUTSIDE your field, then,” Stevie snapped. “Go buy some bust creams or something, but at least make the attempt.” She took a deep breath and then added, “Because the underclassman who gets the best results will be the next sorority president!”


Gwendolyn broke the long silence that followed.  “Regardless of class?”


“Regardless of class,” Stevie said. “Vickie, Benni and I won’t be eligible for that, but of course we’d be doing this anyway. The rest of you just have an added incentive.”

Jordan slumped back into the love seat, shocked. She’d expected to become house president by default. Amy Sue, as shy as she was, would never run for house president. But what good was a major in astronomy in a breast-enhancement contest? Amy just might stumble across some ancient secret, and Jordan- I woud be SO much better a president than Stevie, and twice as much better than Amy!- had nothing to look for in her studies. But my hobby… oh, please oh please, if it ever happens in my lifetime, let it happen this Spring Break…

Please, oh please let Them find me…

The other girls spent their own moments of contemplation thinking about the contest.

Amy shrugged. She didn’t want to be house president anyway. But if there were some way, some power that would give her the confidence she needed to pick up boys... She shrugged. Might as well wish for the sun. Wishing won’t make it happen- and I’ll be away from any research facilities for nearly two weeks…

Melinda’s mind raced like an engine riding the red-line. I’m sick and tired of taking shit from young dicks who think they’re too good for me. Who needs them? But being house president? The first black house president of Mu Beta Epsilon? That’s worth something-  more than picking up men or women who don’t see anything sexy if it doesn’t have big tits. And what you can get WITH a hot body… it might be worth paying the price…
Danielle sighed. She didn’t share Stevie’s obsession, and she didn’t have time to be house president anyway. Practicing for recitals and concerts took every bit of her non-study time as it was. I’d certainly try anything the others come up with if it works, though. It would be nice to at least have a fling… 
Lynn sighed. I’m just getting started in my major. I don’t have any ideas at all. And I’m spending Break in the woods hundreds of miles from any research library or lab. I’m just plain out of luck unless I run across a deer wearing a Wonderbra or something…
Gwendolyn thought intensely. She’d given up all hope of further development over the past summer. Nothing short of radical divine intervention would make her bra anything more than a formality. But if there’s a way… ANY way… to look like someone, ANYONE, ANYTHING other than a stupid Gwendolyn…
Erde sighed. The girls put far too much importance on sex. Nathan, rest his soul, liked sex just fine, but enjoyed good cooking and underwear he didn’t have to wash himself even more. Nice girls one and all, but they really need to get out more often, maybe put the books away now and then.

“So, who’s in?” Stevie said, looking at the rest of the girls.


Vicki and Benni each nodded back to her.

“Let’s DO it!” Melinda shouted.

“It’s worth a shot,” Gwendolyn shrugged.

Amy Sue cleared her throat and, after a couple of false starts, said, “I’ll see what I can do.”

Stevie looked around the room. “Any objections?” After a few moments of silence she grinned with satisfaction. “Then a week from Sunday all members will demonstrate the results of their method of making a woman’s body sexier- bigger bust, round, um, hips, the whole package- and the most successful underclassman gets my job. And everyone here gets to share in any successful treatment. Is that understood?”

Nods around the room, enthusiastic in some cases, indifferent or reluctant in others, but unanimous.

“Then to your labs, ladies!” Stevie said. “We’ve got work to do!”

