Blossoming Freshmen
By Mollycoddles

Erin was a terror.  A queen bitch of the highest order, she didn’t let anyone or anything stand in the way of her getting exactly what she wanted.  A slender girl with a deep bronze tan, striking green eyes, and lustrous strawberry-blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail, Erin’s beautiful face was set into a permanent scowl.  Her plush glossy lips pulled into a nasty smirk, her big expressive eyes flashing with rage and arrogance.  She was absolutely the biggest, baddest bitch on campus.  She wasn’t just full of herself.  She was absolutely filled up with herself.  It didn’t help that Erin was absolutely a knock-out.  Her dynamite curves, always carefully packaged in skin-tight jeans and snug blouses, made boys drool.  Her tummy was plush but flat; the kind of softness that implies rigorous dieting but no exercise.  Exercise was something that was beneath Erin.  Why should she get all sweaty and gross just to please some boy?  Boys should flock to her, if they appreciated what she had to offer.  Her bottom was small and pert but round, just the perfect peach.  And her bustline was just big enough to attract attention but not big enough to be tacky.  She was just the absolute perfect package of gorgeous womanhood.
Of course, every queen bee needs a drone to worship her.  And for Erin, that was Missy.  Erin and Missy had been friends since they were little kids, back when Missy went by the name Mike and everyone else thought she was a boy.  Of course, Missy always knew that wasn’t the case.  She knew she was a girl.  Erin was the first person that Missy told about that.  Erin wasn’t surprised when Missy started to dress more like her true self, but it wasn’t until the two friends went away to college that Missy started to change in other ways.

Missy couldn’t help but envy Erin a little bit.  Missy was pale and slender with fine, delicate bones that made her always look smaller than she really was; she wore her long mousy brown hair in a modest bun.  Erin did have the body that Missy always dreamed of.  So Missy couldn’t help but feel a little proud when she started HRT and started to grow a girlish figure of her own.  But, for once, Erin was less than fully supportive of her friend.
Only a couple weeks after starting hormone treatments, Missy was already showing some noticeable changes.  It was hard for Erin to miss.  The two friends had decided to room together when they went to college, so Erin saw the small changes happening to Missy’s body everyday.  Eventually she had to say something. 
“Hey Missy, I gotta ask: How the hell did you make your tits so big?” snapped Erin.  Her gaze fell on Missy’s plump new bosom; Missy could see a fire of jealousy burning in the red-headed queen bee’s green eyes.

“They’re not that big,” said Missy.  She hoped that would help defuse the situation, but truth be told she was kind of proud that Erin had noticed.  And it gave her a secret thrill to know that Erin was jealous of her size. “I don’t even really need a bra yet.”
“They’re bigger than they used to be,” said Erin accusatively.  “What are you trying to hide from me? I know you didn’t just have a growth spurt by yourself! That’s not the way it works!  You don’t just put on women’s clothes and suddenly grow tits!”

Missy frowned, annoyed to hear Missy describe her transition so callously.  It was about much more than just putting on women’s clothes.  Maybe Missy couldn’t understand that or maybe she didn’t want to.  
“Are you taking something? You must be taking something, right?”

Missy sighed and reached into her pocket.  She pulled out a little plastic pill bottle.

“My doctor prescribed it for me,” said Missy, “It’s called Gleemonox.  It’s some sort of hormone.”

“I’ve never heard of it,” said Erin haughtily.

“It’s artificially synthesized,” said Missy. “Apparently it’s a new thing, but it’s really great for trans women.  It used to take a really long time to start noticing changes, but this Gleemonox really shortens the time that it takes to—“

“Yeah, yeah, I don’t care,” said Erin, rolling her eyes. “I don’t need your life story. I just need to know: Where can I get some of that?”

“Where can you… Erin, you don’t NEED this stuff.” Missy cleared her throat nervously.  “You’ve already got boobs.”

“Not like yours!” protested Erin.  She sat down next to Missy, her expression suddenly pleading. “C’mon, Erin, your new boobs are… they’re spectacular!  I’ve never seen ones so big and yet so perky!”
“Oh gosh!”  Missy blushed a deep rosy red at the compliment.  It was absolutely untrue. Missy’s boobs were little more than new nubs right now, but Erin was buttering her up like crazy.
“Mine are just so… average!” said Erin with a heavy sigh.

“Oh don’t say that Erin! No one could ever think anything about you was average…”

“You’re just saying that to be nice,” said Erin. “No one’s even going to give me a second look when you’ve got those perfect boy magnets on your chest!”

“I’m not interested in boys,” said Missy quietly, though it did occur to her that she might start attracting more unwanted attention with her new bust.

“All the more reason to share your Gleemonox with me,” said Erin, her face lighting up with a sly cat-like grin.

“I…I really shouldn’t,” said Missy. “Erin, your body already produces enough estrogen by itself.  The doctor said that it could be dangerous if a ciswoman takes this stuff and…”

“I can’t believe you would deny me like this!” cried Erin, flinging herself back onto her bed with an agonized groan. “I thought we were friends!”

“Okay, okay! Please don’t be upset!” cried Missy, “I guess I could… let you have a little bit. I’m sure that won’t hurt…”

Erin sat up.  “Oh absolutely! I’m sure it won’t cause any trouble at all!”  She smiled and patted Missy’s hand reassuringly.

Missy smiled back.  But she couldn’t help but be unnerved by the greedy gleam in Erin’s eyes.

“The doctor did warn that it might have some side effects like increased appetite and slowed metabolism, though,” said Missy.  She remembered how often Erin complained about the almost imperceptible bit of softness around her waist.

To Missy’s shock, Erin just shrugged nonchalantly. “Eh, nothing’s perfect,” she said as she snatched the pills out of Missy’s hand and tossed them into her mouth without a second thought.

“Erin!” cried Missy in surprise.

“What?”

“You always hated… uh…well, you always were always trying to lose a couple pounds when we were back in high school, so I thought… you would be more put off by that…”

Erin snickered.  “Yeah, that was when I was young and dumb.  Who cares about a couple pounds?  Honestly, do boys even notice? Besides, once I get my brand new titties, no one’s gonna be looking at my waist ever again!”

Missy gulped nervously.  She hoped that this wasn’t going to bite her in the ass, though she had a really bad feeling about this.

***

Missy was surprised to see how quickly Erin began to react to the hormones.  The effect was almost immediately in Erin’s chest.  Her breasts were already big enough that one might not notice Erin’s growth at first if it wasn’t for her tightening shirts and blouses.  Her breasts filled out her shirts even better, her fat nipples tenting the material.  Buttons started to gap.  Erin was ecstatic.  She couldn’t keep her hands off of herself, constantly fondling her new swollen breasts and pushing them together to create an impressive canyon of cleavage. 

But they didn’t stop growing.  Another girl might have been satisfied with just a couple cup sizes worth of expansion, but Erin was greedy.  The bigger she grew, the more she wanted.  Whenever her growth slowed, she pestered Missy to get her more doses of the hormone.  She was addicted to growth and Missy… well, Missy was feeling increasingly uneasy about her part in this caper.
“Damn, look at this massive mammaries,” said Erin, coming up behind Missy and pressing her tits against her friend’s back.

“Stop that, please,” said Missy.  She found Erin’s behavior embarrassing.  And, well, just a little arousing.  Missy felt weird about that.  She and Erin had been friends for so long that it seemed a little… off to suddenly become attracted to her old friend.  But Erin’s inflating bustline was so hard to ignore!
Erin stood up and stretched languidly, like a lazy cat stretching after a catnap.  As she raised her fluffy arms over her head, the hem of her blouse raised up enough to put her doughy tummy on display – as well as the bottoms of her sagging breasts.  It was incredible how much Erin had blossomed in such a short time.  Her entire body was growing rounder and plusher – you couldn’t deny that Erin’s tummy was poking out further and her behind was spreading out wider – but the greatest beneficiary of her new eating habits were definitely her breasts.  Erin’s bustline had practically exploded as her already ample boobs ballooned from mere C cups to DDs to Fs to Gs and beyond.  After outgrowing all her biggest brassieres, Erin had finally given up on trying to harness to expanding mammories and instead let them swing free.  Her unfettered tits sagged on her chest, like two massive bags of sands, hanging nearly to her belly button.  That meant that, when she stretched, she could see the creamy supple flesh of her naked tits just barely, tantalizingly come into view.  If Erin stretched just a little tiny bit more, her nipples might across cross the threshold and come into view.  Missy could already see Erin’s big, firm nipples tenting the fabric of her loose, billowy blouse.  It would be see easy for them to just pop over the edge of the material!  No such luck, though.
Instead, Erin’s jeans popped open.  The pressure of her tubby gut proved to be too much and the metal button snapped away from Erin’s crotch with a sudden POP!  

“Shit,” said Erin, lowering her arms so that her titanic tits went back into hiding.  Missy swore under her breath.  She was soooo close to catching a glimpse of forbidden flesh!  She was desperate to see Erin’s fat nipples, but she would have been happy to just get a glance at the fat girl’s big puffy areolae!  It wasn’t fair!  She could almost swear that she could already see the dark circles of Erin’s burgundy areolae through her shirt.  So close and yet so far!

“That’s my last pair,” said Erin.  Her brows knit in annoyance as her plump tummy pushed out through the open fly of her busted pedal-pushers. “I’ve blown the buttons off of all my jeans now.  I’ve got to go shopping or I’m just gonna have to walk around with my gut hanging out.”

Erin honestly didn’t seem particularly troubled by the idea of her gut hanging out, but she did relish any excuse to go shopping.  

Without a button to anchor her fly closed, Erin’s zipper continuously slid wider open as she moved, the tab pushed down by the gravity of her chubby middle.  A few more notches and her panties would come into view.
Click, click, click… Oh. There they were now.

Missy found something oddly entrancing about the way that Erin’s cotton panties restrained her chubby tummy, acting as a cotton barrier to hold in her true size.  Her chub hang over the waistline like a soft, jiggly avalanche and Missy couldn’t take her eyes off of it.  She had to surpress the urge to gasp everytime that Erin’s cowboy boots hit the ground and sent a wave of ripples through that plump jelly belly.
And Erin wasn’t done growing.  

Erin continued to demand regular doses of Gleemonex.  The effects were striking as Erin’s breasts swelled to gargantuan size, bloating up to the size of mature watermelons.  They were so big and heavy that Erin had to lean backwards when she backed, futilely attempting to counterbalance her pendulous pontoons.  

After another month, Erin’s breasts were absolutely off the chart.  Eventually, Missy had to protest.  One night, Erin was lying in bed playing with her fat nipples and massaging the gelatinous flesh of her globular juggs.  Missy was sitting at her desk trying to ignore her roommate’s shenanigans.  But then Erin asked.

“Hey Missy! Your doctor didn’t give you any more Gleemonix, did he?”
“You know, I need some of that for myself,” said Missy, annoyed.

“Not as much as I need it!” cried Erin. “I’m practically flat over here!”

“Erin, I think you’ve had enough!” snapped Missy.  “You can barely lug those monster mammaries around.  If you get any bigger, you’re going to need a wheelbarrow to carry your tits!”

“Hell yeah,” muttered Erin, struggling to sit up in bed.  She was having some major trouble.  It wasn’t just that she was weighed down by her absurdly inflated breasts, but she had grown so incredibly tubby in general that she had to fight against her increasing gravity to right herself.  She kicked the covers off of the bed with a few grunts and Missy was shocked to see that her roommate was naked under the sheets.  Missy probably shouldn’t have been surprised.  What nightclothes would fit that burgeoning body and that blossoming bustline?  Erin’s paunch rose above her like a massive mountain, almost as large as the two tremendous breasts that slapped against it with every abortive attempt to right herself.  When her belly bounced, Missy caught brief glimpses of Erin’s fat pussy beneath her expanding fupa.  The girl was getting softer all over.
“Give me a hand, will ya, Missy?” grunted Erin, raising her flabby arms and wiggling her fingers to indicate that Missy should grab hold and help swing her to her feet.

Missy sighed and obliged.  It wasn’t easy!  Erin was carrying so much dead weight that it took a good ten minutes before the two girls could finally get her to her feet.  They were both red-faced and wheezing by the end. 

“Jeez, these tits are heavy,” sighed Erin, placing her chubby hands against the small of her back and leaning backwards until her back cracked.  “I’m gonna ruin my back carrying these big girls around.”

“All the more reason to stop taking the hormones,” said Missy seriously.  She was really worried about Erin’s health!  Besides, someone was bound to start asking questions soon about how Erin had grown so massively stacked in such a short amount of time and Missy didn’t want to have to provide answers.

“Oh yeah? What about you, chunky?”  Erin said, a self-satisfied smile spreading across her face as she poked at Missy’s middle.  It was true, the Gleemonox was having a similar if less pronounced effect on her.  She had noticed a new layer of womanly baby fat spreading over her hips and thighs and just enough pudge in her paunch that she had to suck in to button her pants. Missy was actually excited about the change, though.  It felt more feminine.  It felt like her true self, the self that she felt inside, was finally coming out.  And, of course, she had breasts now too.  Not huge hooters that nearly dragged to the ground.  But her chest was growing softer to the point that she could be said to at least need a bra; no one was going to mistake her for just having moobs anymore!

“There’s no comparison,” said Missy. “You’ve got to be kidding if you think there is.  Your tits are absolutely out of control.  You just said it yourself, you’re ruining your back.  And the crazy thing is, you’re doing it to yourself! You could just stop taking the hormones and you’d go back to normal!  Or, at least, you wouldn’t keep getting bigger.”

Erin sucked in her breath sharply through her teeth. “Maybe I don’t want to stop getting bigger.”

Missy goggled.

“Maybe I want to be much, much bigger,” said Erin, a dreamy tone coming into her voice as she pantomimed giant breasts with her open hands. “Maybe I want to have the absolute biggest tits in the world. Bigger than Dolly Parton! Bigger than Katy Perry!  Bigger than… bigger than Pandora Peaks!”

“Who?”

“Pandora Peaks.  She’s a big tit porno star,” said Erin matter-of-factly as if this was information that everyone knew.

Missy raised an eyebrow.  If Erin was this familiar with big bust adult performers, then her breast obsession must run even stronger and deeper than Missy had thought!  Missy was worried where this all might lead.
“I’m gonna be soooo big,” continued Missy. “You think they’re big now? Ha! These are only the size of paltry little watermelons! I’m going to get so big that beach balls look small compared to me!  I’m going to have the ultimate beach body! The ultimate bikini-busting bustline!”
“They’re going to be way heavier than beach balls,” said Missy quietly.

Erin grinned widely. “Yeah, well, they’re also going to be way BIGGER than beach balls by the time I’m done.  By the time I’m done, they’re going to have to load me into the back of a semi truck to even get me to the beach! I’m going to be the biggest! My tits are going to be sooooo big that… I’ll look like my own planet! Correction! My own TWO planets!”

Missy couldn’t believe what she was hearing.  Erin was talking crazy talk!  She couldn’t honestly believe any of this!

“But… Erin!  You’re WAY too big! And… what about the rest of you?  You’ve been gaining weight all over, you know…”

Erin shrugged. “Eh, it’s a small price to pay for beauty.”

Missy was shocked!  Erin was always so weight conscious that it was crazy to think that she wouldn’t mind her expanding waistline as long as her bustline kept expanding right along with it…

“Besides,” said Erin, “I don’t think I’ve gained that much.  Most of my weight is right here in my new boobs, in any case.”

Missy sighed.  “Okay, Erin, you really want to know how much you’ve gained?  Let’s pull out the scale and see.”

Erin laughed.  “Fine! Let’s do it!”

Missy pulled out the bathroom scale from under the bed and motioned to it for Erin to climb on.  Erin stepped onto the scale and waited as the dial eventually whirred to a stop.  She couldn’t see the number over her own titanic tits, so she didn’t even bother to try reading it.  Instead she just turned to Missy.

“What’s the damage, Missy? I can’t see a thing over these monster melons.” She smiled and patted the top of her bare boobs, grinning widely as the supple flesh wobbled and jiggled in response to her touch.

Missy bent down to peer at the scale dial, the top of her head brushing against the overwhelming swell of Erin’s titanic underboob.  Missy gasped loudly in response.

“Shiiiit,” said Erin, her breath suddenly quickening, “I could feel that all through my body.  You didn’t tell me that those hormones would make my boobs so sensitive.”

“They’re not supposed to make them THIS sensitive,” said Missy.  The hormones made her own smaller breasts tingle sometimes, but Erin was gulping down such outrageous amounts of the hormone that her twin blimps were nearly electric with sensation. “If you’re getting this much sensation, you really should cut back.”

“Never,” said Erin, a wide grin spreading across her face. “Now tell me.  How much do I weigh.”

Missy stood up straight, stepping away from her chubby roommate and her massive mammaries.  “You’re 312 pounds, Erin.”

“Holy shit,” said Erin.  She stretched her fluffy arms over her head and smiled as her chest wobbled in response.  “And to think: How much of that weight do you think is pure tit?”

“A lot,” said Missy. Erin’s view of her growing spare tire was blocked by the shelf of her blossoming bustline, but surely she could feel her gut spilling over the stretched waistband of her exercise shorts.  Erin’s spare tire was quickly growing to be the size of a big rig tire.  But even so, there was no denying that the majority of her new weight was concentrated in her bulbous bosom.  Her giant knockers were the size of two medicine balls, billowing bra-busters laced with blue veins that made them look like big ripe melons on the vine. They looked… volatile.  Missy was actually afraid to be in the same room with those monsters.  She knew it was crazy, but she couldn’t help but think that those swollen spheres were ready to burst.  Could a girl’s breasts explode?  Could a girl’s boobs pop like a pair of overinflated balloons?  Missy wasn’t too eager to find out, but she feared that she just might learn the answer soon.  She needed to put her foot down.

“A lot,” repeated Erin, the thrill evident in her voice. “And think about how much bigger they’re still going to get!”

“Bigger?”  Missy couldn’t believe her ears.  “Erin, you’re already the bustiest woman I’ve ever seen!  You’ve outgrown the biggest bras you can buy off the rack and you can’t fit those monsters into any clothes!  People stare at you everywhere you go!  You’re going to ruin your back… if they get any bigger, you’re going to have to cart them around in a wheelbarrow!”

Erin’s chubby cheeks flushed.  Her cork-sized nipples popped to attention in reaction to Missy’s concerned words.  Damn.  Missy wasn’t getting through to her at all!  If anything, Erin was only getting more excited!

“Ohhh Missy, jeez, keep talking, why dontcha?” she gushed. “You’re getting me all flustered!”
“You are way too obsessed with tits for your own good!” said Missy. “I thought I was desperate to have breasts, but you’re just out of control! How can you stand carrying around these beach balls?”

Without warning, Missy reached forward and cupped Erin’s orbs, bouncing them slightly for emphasis.  The sensations shooting through Erin’s over-sensitive milkbags were too much for the poor girl and Erin howled out loud, her eyes rolling back in her head.

“Too much for you?” said Missy. “That’s what I thought! And you know that’s only going to get worse the bigger they get!”
“It’s… not too much!” said Erin, huffing and puffing with excitement.  Her ponderous pontoons rose and fell like the ocean in a gale. “Oh jeez, oh my… Missy… touch them again…”
“Again?  You’re crazy.”
“Just…tap them.”  Erin stared at her roommate with sudden longing in her eyes.  “Please.”

Missy hesitated but then obliged.  She lightly tapped the underside of Erin’s left breast with her fingertips.  The supple flesh jiggled, sending a twinge of sexual energy through Erin’s entire body.

“Oh shittttt, wow, that’s soooo good,” moaned Erin, falling backwards onto her bunk with a cry.  Erin rolled onto her back, her giant tits splaying out to her sides and her thick legs kicking up in the air.  “Jesus Christ, I can’t believe it…. I never thought….”

“It can’t be THAT good,” said Missy.  She was skeptical, but when Erin put her legs down Missy could see the growing damp patch at her crotch.  Jesus.  Maybe it really WAS that good!  Missy couldn’t control her own reaction as she felt her penis twitch slightly at the sight.  Oh no.  Oh no no no, was she actually getting an erection watching Erin orgasm?  How embarrassing!  

At the same time, Missy began to wonder whether she really ought to limit her own hormone supply so much.  She wanted huge tits too, after all.  And tits that gave you orgasms?  What was the downside?  So what if they were big and unwieldy!  You only live once.

“No, no, I need to stop thinking like this,” muttered Missy.  Her own cheeks were burning at the delirious thoughts running through her head and her boner was throbbing in her pants.  She moved her hands to try to hide her arousal, but Erin had already noticed it.

“Oh Gawd, I can’t believe how horny I am,” moaned Erin. “Jeeeeez, I am just soooooaked!  I fuckin’ want… no, I NEED… a great big cock right now.”  

Her eyes fell on Missy.  She licked her lips hungrily.

“I don’t know if I feel comfortable about this,” said Missy. “I’ve been taking the hormones for a while and, uh, I don’t know if maybe that will interfere with my ability to, um, function…”

“You look like you’re functioning just fine,” said Erin. “Stop fussing around and get over here.  I need that girl cock sooooo fucking bad.”

Erin propped her feet against the flat of the bed and raised her fat ass up off the mattress.

“I can’t reach,” she muttered. “You have to undress me.”

Missy didn’t need to be told twice.  She grabbed the hem of Erin’s exercise shorts and ripped them down her legs, revealing the busty babe’s bare bottom and dripping pussy.  Missy’s erection was ready to tear through her pants; she could feel the cum flowing to the tip of her penis.  Oh Gawd, oh Gawd, oh Gawd!

“Put it in me,” moaned Erin, pumping her legs as she attempted to grind her crotch against Missy.  It was not easy with her ginormous hooters weighing her down. “Fill me up with that girl cock!”
All awkwardness was forgotten as Missy grabbed Erin’s soft flanks and pulled herself into her friend.  Her penis slid into Erin’s tight pussy like butter, so soft and so smooth, both girls gasping and whimpering the whole time.  And then slowly, Missy started to pump away, in and out, each stroke faster than the last.  She pounded Erin’s snatch with practiced precision, all the knowledge she’d gained in her previous life serving her well to blow out her busty friend’s back walls.  Erin moaned and bit her lip, riding Missy’s cock hard and clenching her muscles to massage the shaft that filled her up so completely.  And finally Missy couldn’t hold it in any longer and, with a tortured groan, she came, spurting inside Erin with such force that the fat girl screamed in ecstasy.
Afterwards, Erin and Missy lay next to each other, breathing hard and soaked in sweat.  Neither girl was entirely sure what had just happened.  Had they just… OMG.  They totally had!  They had actually just fucked.  It was crazy… but it was also very very good.  Erin was still sopping wet and Missy could still feel the lingering throb of her erection.  But there was no denying just how right this all felt!
“Wow,” said Erin.

“Um,” said Missy.

“I can’t believe how good that was,” said Erin.  She lightly ran her palms over her enormous hooters, her fingertips grazing her fat nipples.  “These giant titties really just magnified everything.  I’ve never had an orgasm like that before.”

“Me neither,” said Missy.  “I guess maybe it’s a side effect of the hormone.”
Erin rolled over to face Missy, her titanic boobs flopping over to slap Missy on the chest.  They really were big.  Way too big.  Missy was practically smothered beneath them, their weight bearing down on her with frightening intensity.  But at the same time… Missy couldn’t help but feel a little twinge of envy.  Maybe a lot of envy.  For so long, she had denied her own desire for enormous womanly breasts out of a fear that it wouldn’t appear respectable.  How seriously would anyone take her as a woman if she looked like some sort of stacked bimbo?  But she couldn’t pretend any longer.  If Erin didn’t care that people stared at her, then why should it bother Missy?

It was as if Erin read her mind.  “You thinking about growing some boobs of your own?  I mean, real ones.  Big ones.  Not like those itty bitty titties you have.”

“I’m not itty bitty,” said Missy defensively.

“Compared to me, you are.”

Missy snorted.  “Touche.  And maybe I am thinking about that.”

Erin grinned.  “You should.  It’s lonely at the top.  And lonely having the most up top.  But think about it.  If it felt that good at your size, think about how good it must feel at my size.”

Missy was thinking about it.  And she was coming to a decision.  Why should she let Erin have all the fun?  She thought about all the attention that Erin got walking around campus with her titanic tits bouncing and her soft wide ass swaying.  Wouldn’t they make quite the pair together if Missy was just as big?  She could just imagine it now:  Every boy—and girl – on campus would have to stare when Erin and Missy sauntered past with enormous outrageous bosoms busting out of their tops.  And if they both just kept getting fatter guts and wider butts too?  Well, that was just a fair trade, wasn’t it?  Just part of becoming more and more womanly.
Erin poked Missy in her soft, fleshy side.  “Of course, I don’t think you could ever match me,” she chuckled. “I’ve got waaaay too much of a head start.”

Missy grinned.  “You trying to scare me off now?  Afraid of some competition?”

Erin laughed and hugged Missy close.  It sounded like she had reached her decision.
* * *
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