No More Assistant No Jutsu

Author’s Note: Well, it shouldn’t be hard to figure out whom I chose...


Shizune struggled to keep the massive stack of papers from falling as she attempted to open the door. The knob wasn’t… working… She shifted the papers against her, holding them up with her arm and keeping them in place with her chin. It was awkward, but it was the only way she could free her hand. She finally twisted it enough to hear the click. She sighed in relief, pushing it open slightly with her foot while changing her grip so both her hands would hold the pile.

She really didn’t think when she finally put the pile in place, obscuring her view. She knew Tsunade’s office better than anyone in the village save, perhaps, Konohamaru and Tsunade herself. She walked inside, pushing the door all the way open with her foot, and then stepping inside, closing it behind her. “Tsunade-sama, there’s more paperwork for you to do… I hope you haven’t been slacking.” She added that last bit with no small degree of frustration. Tsunade NEVER got all her work done. If the people of Konoha found out that she had literally made a rubber stamp with Tsuande’s signature so she could… help her finish most of the menial paperwork that was sent to Tsunade’s office, they would probably be appalled… and Tsunade would probably kick her out of her office for good.

She stopped before placing down the papers, Tsunade hadn’t replied. Usually she would grunt or yell at her… something was wrong. “Tsunade-sama?” She placed the papers on Tsunade’s desk and looked around. The blinds were closed, and… she spotted the pile of clothes on the ground. Her mind simply stopped working… she… knew… those clothes… Her mouth opened slowly, and her eye twitched, ‘Tsunade-sama… and… Jiraiya-sama…’ She closed her eyes and balled her hands into fists, “TSUNADE-SAMA!”

The chair shifted slightly, and Shizune stomped around her desk, “Tsunade-sama! How could you! IN THE HOKAGE’S OFFICE! This is a place of respect! I can’t—” Tsunade kept moving her chair, turning around further and further so Shizune couldn’t see her, but Shizune grabbed it and whirled it around, she opened her mouth to shout, but the words died in her mouth as she stared at Tsunade’s chest.

Tsunade smiled, and laughed meekly, trying desperately to think of someway to distract Shizune from… the rather radical change in her breast size. “Uh… it’s… not what you think.” Shizune nodded dumbly, unable to speak. “I… you see…” Tsunade gnawed on her lip, then looked at Shizune as harshly as she could, “You know, you really should knock when you enter my office.”

Shizune nodded, still staring at Tsunade’s chest, one massive breast sticking out over her shirt. Her mouth began to work, and she looked at Tsunade’s face “H-h-how?” She stumbled of her words, “Why? What happened?” She shook her head slightly, disbelieving the sight before her, “I… Tsunade-sama?”

Tsunade bit her lip, “Well… Jiraiya was spying on me and one thing led to another and…” She looked away for a moment, “you know…”

Shizune shook her head still staring at her breast, “No… I don’t think I do know Tsunade-sama…”

Tsunade bowed her head, “Look, it really doesn’t matter, does it?”

Shizune stared at her breast, then exploded upon her teacher “ARE YOU INSANE?! How can you POSSIBLY think that this doesn’t matter! LOOK AT YOURSELF! You look… deformed!”

Tsunade looked up at Shizune, who had devolved into ranting at her again. Shizune always ranted at her, you’ve spent all our money Tsunade, pay back your debts Tsunade, don’t drink Tsunade, don’t gamble Tsuande, do your work Tsuande, do this Tsunade, do that Tsunade, … how long had Shizune nagged her? It seemed like forever. Shizune was turning a bright shade of red, pointing at the window and trying to explain something, but Tsunade simply gave up in sheer frustration. She stood up and looked at her charge, “Shizune!”

Shizune stopped talking immediately, looking at Tsunade with a sad determination in her eyes. Tsunade knew, inside, that Shizune had her best interests at heart, even though she didn’t always like to hear it. Tsunade just wished that Shizune would, maybe once in a while, do what she wanted without arguing with her, or bickering about money, especially now that she was Hokage. Tsunade frowned, another idea forming in her mind.

“Tsunade-sama… I’m telling you, you have to hide this… it could ruin your reputation…” Shizune sighed heavily, “And I’m not even sure I want to know what Jiraiya-sama’s clothing is doing here…” She looked away, despondently. Tsunade had probably ignored her this entire time. It was just so frustrating…

Tsunade placed a hand on her assistant’s shoulder, still looking at her sternly. Shizune looked back, her determination breaking down. Why couldn’t Tsunade see how big of a deal this was? This… this was unacceptable. She didn’t even know how Tsunade had done this to herself or why…

“No More Assistant No Jutsu.” Tsunade said quietly.

Shizune stared for a moment, not comprehending. Tsunade removed the other side of her shirt and suddenly thrust Shizune’s face into it. Shizune went into shock for an instant, feeling her teacher’s soft skin against her. It felt like it was sucking on her chin… She twisted and pulled back, staring up at Tsunade, “Tsunade-sama?”

Tsunade looked down at Shizune sourly, “You’re not going to argue with me on this, Shizune. You’ll be fine, but just… shut… up!”

Shizune’s mouth opened slightly, and she felt the same sense of suction against her neck. She looked back at Jiraiya’s clothes and back at Tsunade’s swelled breast. She swore she saw it move. “Jiraiya-sama?”

Tsunade twitched, “Yes. It’s him.”

Shizune looked back at Tsunade, “But… you told me you never wanted him to touch you…” There was a desperate urgency to her voice, a sadness that Tsunade almost missed.

“I don’t.” Tsunade crossed her arms across her chest, “That’s why I used this jutsu… after I let him go, he will never willingly peep on me again.” Shizune’s face brightened at that, and Tsunade smiled at her apprentice, “I told him it was going to do something awful to scare him. Really… it’s just a holding technique.”

“So… he’s not hurt?”

Tsunade shook her head, with a small sigh, “He’s too important. I couldn’t beat him to a pulp because I need him to leave on another mission soon… this is just temporary, to scare him.”

“But…” Shizune looked back at her breast, “but can’t he hear you?”

Tsunade smirked, “It has a sedative affect, like the Blossom of Life Jutsu.”

Shizune looked distracted for a moment, “And… you’re going to use this on… me?”

Tsunade soured slightly, “Shizune. If you stop yelling at me, and realize that this is going to end in a few days—”

Shizune looked away, “No… I…” She stared at the pile of clothes at the other side of the room, her heart began to beat faster… another chance… to be with her. Shizune’s mind whirled, fear and doubt tried to tell her it was foolish… that it would never work; that Tsunade would never care for her that way… but… “I… I shouldn’t have just barged in…” She murmured, looking back at Tsunade with desperate eyes, “it’s my fault. I…” She trembled as she reached for the edge of her kimono… she tried to calm herself, letting out a half-hearted laugh, “I’ve been yelling at you to do your work too much, you should have some time to relax.” She smiled at Tsunade in an almost sad way, desperation and fear still on her face.

Tsunade watched her apprentice and covered herself, “Shizune… why are you trying to do this?”

Shizune bowed her head, “I… I—I’m sorry Ts—sunade-sama… I…” She let out a rattling breath, looking up and smiling again, “It was a joke… haha…” She laughed uneasily.

Tsunade shook her head, “No… it wasn’t Shizune. I know that wasn’t a joke, you were being serious.” Shizune’s heart sped up again and she felt herself trembling, she tried to calm herself, but couldn’t. Tsunade’s cold look told her everything she needed to know. “Why… did you want me to use the technique Shizune?”

Tsunade’s voice was calm, but biting. Shizune looked towards the floor, hugging herself. She… couldn’t tell her… Tsunade would reject her. At least now… she could still be near Tsunade. “Shizune.” Tsunade’s voice was harsher, “I want to hear an answer.”

Shizune shook her head and turned to leave, but felt Tsunade’s hand on her shoulder. “Shizune…” Tsunade’s voice softened as she looked upon her terrified apprentice, “you’re acting as if you…” Her voice trailed away.

Tsunade’s hand slowly pulled back from Shizune’s shoulder, and she took a step back, sinking into her seat, deep in thought, “How long has it been, since I used the Blossom of Life Jutsu on you Shizune? Ten years? Twelve?” She looked up at Shizune, 

Shizune blinked for a moment, “It’s been longer than that, Tsunade-sama… but it—”

Tsunade looked into the distance, “I never expected the side effects would linger this long… I should have found… some other way…”

Shizune’s insides twisted into knots, “Tsunade-sama, you’re not listening…”

“I just assumed that they would diminish with time, I never should have done this…” She slowly shook her head, despondently “I… I never thought old memories would be dug—”

Shizune clenched her fists together and then grabbed Tsunade, twisting her around in her seat and kissing her. Tsunade’s eyes went wide and she shoved Shizune away, sending her sprawling to the floor. Her eyes went wide when she realized what she had done, and reached out for her apprentice, but then stopped herself, “Shizune… are you all right?”

Shizune didn’t move, her face obscured by her kimono. Tsunade stood anxiously, “Shizune, answer me.”

Tsunade’s took an awkward step forward, trying to reach her apprentice before hearing the soft sob. Shizune curled herself together, still trying to hide herself. Tsunade kneeled down beside her, brushing the kimono away from her face to see the tears flowing down Shizune’s face. “Shizune…”

“You… you wouldn’t listen… you wouldn’t listen…” Shizune murmured, closing her eyes and trying to hide herself.

“Shizune…”Tsunade placed a hand on Shizune’s shoulder reluctantly, only for Shizune to pull away from her touch, “What were you trying to tell me.”

Shizune just wanted to disappear… just wanted this to stop. It was every bit the mistake she had imagined… Tsunade wouldn’t listen, she wouldn’t understand. She cringed, Tsunade’s question ringing in her ears… “It was never the technique, Tsunade-sama… it was never… a side effect… it wasn’t a result of that jutsu…”

Shizune’s body stopped shaking, and she managed to look back at her mentor. Tsunade’s head was bowed, shaking almost imperceptibly, “No, no, you never showed any signs before I used the technique, and afterwards—”

Shizune sat up, quacking with desperate fury, “YOU’RE NOT LISTENING! You’re still not listening! It was never the technique! It was you… it was… always you…” She trailed off, hugging herself tightly.

Tsunade watched her in silence, shaking her head, “Then why? After the jutsu, you acted differently—”

Shizne sniffled, looking away from her teacher, “After I found out… I thought… I thought you had accepted me, but when I told you how I felt… you just blamed it on that jutsu. I can remember how you explained it was all a side effect, explaining it away without taking a moment to consider if what I was saying was more than some imbalance of neuropeptides or a chemical imbalance created by the jutsu. You just explained it all away so quickly… I… I agreed with you.”

Tsunade bowed her head, “Shizune… you know…” She gnawed on her lip, looking back up at her apprentice, “I’m not… I’m just… not.”

Shizune let out a deep breath, “I know… that’s why I agreed with you.” So it would just go away. I didn’t want you to push me away.”

Tsunade frowned, “I never would have pushed you away Shizune, you’re my apprentice, my friend.”

Shizune looked up at her mentor, with a bitter smile on her face, “Then why am I on the floor?”

Tsunade paled slightly, “I didn’t mean to, it was sudden.”

Shizune nodded weakly, “I know…”

“Look… Shizune.” Tsunade frowned, growing quiet, “I’m sorry. I thought… it was a side effect, that there was something wrong with you.”

“I know.”

Tsunade stared at the floor, frustration and anger rising within her. How could she have missed this? She had lived with Shizune for nearly two decades… she’d forced herself to ignore signs, writing them off as lingering side effects… Shizune had stood with her all that time… never attempting to meet a man, even when they stayed in an area for a long period of time. Shizune had never liked the men she had dated, although it was a sad fact that she was as bad with men as she was with gambling. Shizune had always looked out for her, trying to care for her even when she hadn’t taken care of herself. She had never left her side… 

How could she have missed all of the signs? 

Tsunade’s reverie was shattered when she realized Shizune was no longer sitting in front of her. She blinked then stood, finding Shizune heading for the door. “Shizune.” Shizune stopped in her tracks, not looking back. Tsunade narrowed her eyes, “Where do you think you’re going?”

“Anywhere but here. “ Shizune looked back at her teacher, “I… I can’t stay here right now… I… it just feels wrong. I just don’t want to be here, after...” She bit down on her quivering lip, turning away from Tsunade and headed for the door, trying to hide herself as she brushed tears away from her eyes.

Tsunade closed her eyes, making up her mind. “Shizune. Stop.”

Shizune had barely grasped the door when Tsunade’s words reached her. Her hand fell to her side as she heard the soft footsteps from behind her, “Please… Tsunade-sama… just…”

Tsunade placed a hand on Shizune’s shoulder and placed her hand next to her ear, “Shh…” Shizune tried to turn, but Tsunade held her firmly. “Shizune… you’re not leaving tonight.” Tsunade’s hand slowly pushed Shizune’s kimino from her shoulder. 

Shizune looked back at her teacher, “Tsunade-sama?”

Tsunade smiled, her free hand resting firmly on Shizune’s other shoulder, “I’m sorry Shizune… but it seems that this technique wont shut off until used.”

Shizune blinked, looking at Tsunade with terrified eyes. Her mouth moved slowly, no words passing through it. Tsunade leaned forward and kissed her, her hand pushing Shizune closer, driving them together. Shizune couldn’t react as Tsunade’s tongue plumbed her mouth, licking against her own and running over her teeth. She was in shock… after… everything… she couldn’t even move.

Tsunade pulled back, looking into her apprentice’s eyes. “I can’t promise… that we’ll do this again… but you have tonight.”

The color drained away from Shizune’s face as she watched Tsunade take off her shirt. She was still stuck in a daze… she had a chance… she could be with Tsunade… It was a sudden flurry of motion. She didn’t even know she was taking off her clothes before there was a pile on the floor next to Jiraiya’s. Tsunade stripped as well, although Shizune quickly got down on her knees and pulled down Tsunade’s panties. It was a dream, a living dream that she couldn’t wake up from… and she didn’t want to.

With every caress, every touch, she felt as loved as she had always wanted to be. There was shoving and pushing as they struggled to find the right place. Shizune enjoyed Tsunade’s laughter when she shoved the pile of paper from her desk. Tsunade sat on top of it, smiling, “I thought you said something about the Hokage’s office being a place of respect…”

Shizune leaned in and kissed her, “It is, Tsunade-sama…” She pulled Tsuande close, hugging her as she explored Tsunade’s mouth. Their tongues battled against each other, forcing past each other and into each in a relentless struggle. Tsunade’s breasts, one still far larger than the other, rubbed against her chest, sending shudders down her spine. Her own, smaller bust rubbed against Tsunade, but she was simply too busy to see if Tsunade had reacted.

Her hands ran over Tsunade’s back as she forced Tsunade backwards onto the desk. Her hands were pinned beneath Tsunade, but she made no effort to free them. Tsunade’s own hands were busy exploring her chest, running over her breasts, squeezing them slightly. She moaned, freeing herself from Tsunade’s mouth. Tsunade had to smile as one of her hands trailed down Shizune’s chest and onto her small messy bush. ‘The only disorganized thing about her…’ Tsunade thought with amusement, brushing her finger against the slightly rough hair for a moment longer before plunging deep into Shizune.

Shizune’s body stiffened and she gasped, looking at Tsunade in complete shock. Tsunade smiled and slowly pulled her finger back before pushing it back in. Shizune’s face was priceless, Tsunade thought to herself. The complete look of shock… and she was certain she had heard the girl squeak when she had pushed her finger back in. 

Shizune moaned loudly, her head falling over Tsunade’s shoulder. Tsunade’s finger worked in and out, back and forth within her… she turned her head and nibbled on Tsunade’s ear. Tsunade turned slightly, pulling away and slowing her pace. Shizune leaned in and kissed her cheek, pulling her hands free from Tsunade’s back and holding her face as she kissed her. Tsunade tried to lean into it, but Shizune had control for once, pushing her back onto the desk and holding her there, helplessly as their tongues wrestled again.

Tsunade pulled her hand free, brushing against Shizune’s bush. Shizune pulled back just enough to Tsunade to press the advantage… before Shizune even realized it, Tsunade was back in control, rolling her over and resting on top. Shizune smiled innocently, enjoying Tsunade’s own triumphant smile.  Her hands reached out, caressing Tsunade’s trimmed bush and her breast. Tsunade leaned forward as the jutsu began to suck Shizune’s hand inside.

Shizune’s hand flickered away from Tsunade’s bush and pressed in between her legs, slipping through Tsunade’s wet lips. Tsunade pressed her fingers into Shizune as well, slipping two fingers in and slowly rubbing against her clit. Shizune’s moan was cut off as Tsunade kissed her. Shizune felt waves of pleasure slip through her body as Tsunade’s fingers brushed against her, taking the time to run back and forth against her clit. She felt a heat rising from within her, a rush of pleasure as she came. Her body shuddered and she arched her back. Tsunade placed her arm beneath her and lowered her back to the desk, not for a moment stopping herself from pleasuring her apprentice.

Shizune’s fingers pulled out of Tsunade without her even knowing, racing their way to Tsunade’s face. Shizune looked into her teachers eyes, “Th-thank you Tsunade-sama… I—”

Another wave of pleasure removed her ability to speak, and Tsunade shook her head, “It’s all right Shizune… you deserve this.”

Shizune was left breathless, as her juices spilled over Tsunade’s fingers… she was only dimly aware when Tsunade guided her free hand away from her face and onto her breast. Tsunade watched Shizune, her sweaty body writhing with pleasure on the desk. Tsunade moaned as Shizune’s hands finally slipped into her breast. She could feel them, running along the inside of her breast, exploring them, rubbing against her soft skin. She opened her mouth and let out a long breath, enjoying the sensation.

Shizune looked up at her master with loving eyes. Tsunade looked enthralled by the sensations that shot through her. She was enjoying every moment of this… Shizune quivered at the thought as her elbows disappear inside Tsunade. She leaned forward, her head between her arms, and licked Tsunade’s nipple. Tsunade took in a quick breath and cradled Shizune’s head in her arms, pushing her face into her breast. Shizune let herself go, letting Tsunade take full control… there was no place she’d rather be now.

Shizune’s straw-like hair dragged against her nipple and Tsunade frowned. It wasn’t unpleasant, but Shizune’s course and rough hair didn’t feel right… Tsunade ran her fingers through it and gently eased Shizune’s head back, putting her face towards her nipple. Tsunade’s fingers ruffled Shizune’s hair for a moment longer, and she thought about it; Shizune had always avoided the more expensive shampoos and conditioners that Tsunade used, to save money for both of them. She probably hadn’t broken the habit since she had gotten to Konoha… Tsunade smiled down at her charge as she felt the hair once again brush against her then leaned down and kissed her on the top of her head. Shizune had always been the prudent one, looking out for her.

Her mind wandered as she dwelled on that thought… Tsunade couldn’t remember all the things that Shizune had done for her… how many times she had helped her, even when she didn’t want it. How many times had Shizune helped her walk back home after a night of sake drinking, or secretly stashed some rent money on the side so she couldn’t spend it? Tsunade felt her eyes tearing up as waves of pleasure welled from her slowly expanding breast. Shizune had been at her side for so long… Tsunade could scarcely remember a time when they weren’t together.

Shizune’s head had passed inside before Tsunade realized it, her body began to quiver with pleasure as her breast grew to fit Shizune’s small frame inside of it. She ran her hands over Shizune’s back. She had to envy Shizune, her nubile body, her smaller but firmer bust, held firm not by chakra, but by youth. It would be years before she would need to use chakra to retain her appearance, if she even bothered. Tsunade felt Shizune’s breasts begin to slip inside, the small, fleshy mounds pressed against her own. Shizune moaned as her tender nipples touched Tsunade’s for the first time, her entire body quivering with arousal.

Tsunade leaned back and moaned herself, feeling milk start to move inside her breast. It was just as wonderfully arousing as it was before… but the moment it struck Shizune, another sensation wracked her body. Shizune quietly lapped up the milk around her drinking in as much of it as she could. The sensation of Shizune’s tongue dragging against her sensitive flesh brought her body to a standstill as she let out a deep breath, her body spiraling into an orgasm. She leaned back, nearly falling from the desk and what remained of Shizune from the table. She let out a hoarse gasp as her body spasmed with pleasure, every inch of her being burning with sheer pleasure. Shizune continued, unabated; more pleasure wracked Tsunade’s body and she rolled over on the desk, letting Shizune’s legs hang in the air.

The milk began to spill from her nipple, coating her breast. She moaned aloud, her hands running over her breast and onto Shizune’s supple body. She trailed her fingers along, brushing against her legs before reaching for the small tuft of unruly hair. All motion within her stopped, Shizune’s body tensing at the touch. Tsunade smiled, running her fingers over Shizune’s soft lips. Shizune couldn’t move, paralyzed by the touch.

Tsunade’s fingers drew away for a moment as she made up her mind. If this would be their only night together… if this never happened again… she would make sure this was special. Her fingers returned, pushing past her waiting lips and rubbing against her clitoris. Shizune whimpered at the touch, her body beginning to give way even at the slightest touch. Tsunade smiled, remembering the simple transference of chakra she had taught Sakura. She made up her mind, this would be very memorable indeed…

The ribbon of chakra flowed from her lips into Shizune’s clit without warning, sending Shizune’s body into a spasm. Her legs bucked wildly in the air, kicking frantically. The breath was driven from her chest from the shock of it all. Tsunade ignored the brief pain that came from Shizune’s sudden movement, keeping the flow up. Shizune couldn’t help but continue to struggle, her body given such a sensation. Inside of her breast, Shizune’s arms pressed against Tsunade’s flesh, sending a combination of pleasure and pain through her.

Shizune gasped, her body going crazy. Tsunade wasn’t stopping… it was an orgasm that just couldn’t end one right after another after another, her body simply couldn’t take it. The feeling was so intense… and it wouldn’t end… Tsunade was making it even stronger, she could feel herself spiraling out of control. Her body was unable to deal with the constant rush… she felt dizzy and tired, everything was going… black…

Shizune’s body simply ceased moving as she passed out from it all. Her body, drenched in sweat, milk, and her own juices, went limp. Tsunade stared for a moment, watching as Shizune’s legs fell over limply, a long deep breath pressing against her from the inside. Tsunade instantly rushed to check Shizune’s pulse, easily catching it, she sighed with relief. ‘Ok… so I just went a bit… overboard is all…’ She thought to herself, ‘After all… I’ve never done this before… I don’t know Shizune’s boundaries and…’ She trailed off, thinking about her justifications, it had been her first time… pleasing a woman, outside of herself, but she hadn’t done that in a long time. She still wasn’t sure how it made her feel… it felt wonderful, of course, but was it any different from when she had been with a man?

She pushed the thoughts away for another time, forcing herself just to be glad that Shizune had enjoyed herself. Shizune’s legs were already slipping inside Tsunade, who took one last moment to stroke them as they disappeared inside her. Her breasts, both of them, were massive now. She could barely conceive of how she was going to hide this… she wasn’t even sure a transformation would affect Shizune and Jiraiya… but she would have to try, if for no other reason than to save face. She sighed contentedly as she rolled off her desk and sat down in the nearly forgotten chair.

She groaned as she sat there, and she thought she had back problems before… opening up her desk, she grabbed her hidden stash of sake. It was cold, but it was better than not having any at all… and after all, she thought with a wry smile passing across her lips, it wasn’t like Shizune was going to stop her.

Author’s Notes: Well, that was a ride, wasn’t it? We learned the origins of the Blossom of Life jutsu, and found out that Tsunade’s belief that it can cause people to imagine feelings of love and affection could, in fact, be misconceived… who believes the right thing? Hmm…

Anyway, I had chosen Shizune for the sequel the moment I chose Jiraiya for the first story. There really wasn’t much of a choice for me. Of all the characters in Naruto, Shizune comes in at number 4 for me. Only Hinata, Kabuto, and Shikamaru come in higher, and it’s in that order. Yeah, seems ironic that all of my favorite characters are secondary (at best), but I tend to find secondary characters easier to write and play out. It’s funnier that way too.

Another note, this story gave me hell! Jeeze, and I thought my last story was tough… with the deleted scenes; this story was a little over 15 pages long! That’s 7 cut pages! *Sigh* Anyway, I’ll be working on a few different stories next. The Hinata story should be easier since I have a very definitive plan for what happens next. However, I still owe Umiriko a dragon story… and I’ve already got my mind made up on that one too. *Smirk* I guess I’ll just have to write both during my week off, if not more.

