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Dr. Taniguchi’s office
was perfect. Spacious, clean, and orderly. The only evidence that
it was more than a showroom were the personalized awards on the
white walls, most of them from the Lacto Cooperation congratulating
her success. 

It creeped Ben
out. He sat in a chair between Cassie and Fiona, wallowing in
unease as they waited for the doctor to speak. At least they had
had the time to shower and change before they were summoned to the
top of the biochemistry department that loomed above the Fertile
Valley campus like a giant surveying its domain.

Taniguchi gave
a similar impression as she considered them from behind her desk.
While her office was all straight lines and sharp corners, she was
anything but; the bustiest woman Ben had ever seen, a vision of
sensual perfection. Long, raven locks framed a face so perfectly
sculpted that it could be only that—sculpted. She was a living
testament to the transformative power of her search, oozing power
and sexuality in equal measure. Only the frost behind her smile
stirred Ben from her spell.

“Our futa
pioneers,” she said, levelling her gaze at each of them in turn.
“Fresh from your nighttime experiments.”

Ben squirmed
in his seat. She was just a college professor—so why did it feel
like his sins were being weighed up before her? “We were just
trying to get extra credit,” he said. “No harm in that, right?”

Taniguchi
folded her hands. “I always encourage student initiative. Going so
far as to run dangerous tests behind my back, however…”

“We took the pills as prescribed. There was
no danger! And Fiona—I mean, we know
all the lab safety stuff already.”

Taniguchi
turned her eye on Fiona, who did her very best to pretend that she
was a statue, staring intently at the back of her hand. “Exactly,”
the doctor said. “Your mastermind here should know better, having
been entrusted to work in my lab. This was a mistake.”

Cassie spoke up in Fiona’s defence. “Hey,
we just wanted to know what was happening. That’s all. I
wasn’t supposed to grow
a dick, right?”

“You weren’t
supposed to take a male supplement in the first place. And, as it
happens, I know very well that you meant to do more than ‘study’.”
Taniguchi gestured at the little heap chaos in her spotless world
at the side of her desk: Fiona’s notebooks, stained and bent over
the course of a week’s worth of intense study of her friends’
fucking and growing. The cause of it all lay next to the books; a
crumpled foil sheet with the last of Ben’s CockGro pills left in
the wrapper. 

Taniguchi’s
voice hardened. “It can come as no surprise to you that neither I
nor Lacto takes kindly to corporate espionage.”

Ben’s face went white. He glanced at
Fiona, hissing under his breath; “you wrote that part
down?”

The statue
beside him gave the slightest of shrugs.

“I commend
your bookkeeping,” Taniguchi said. “You would have made a great
scientist. Alas, I have little use for a would-be extortionist on
my team.”

“It’s not…”
Ben mumbled, trying to find the words in the face of Taniguchi’s
implacable stare. “We just wanted a bounty for finding this out for
you, you know?”

“For selling
the results of the trial that you agreed to participate in, yes.
I’m sure you can piece together how that will go for you,
considering the forms that you signed.” Taniguchi folded her hands.
“And such an interesting result, too. The biggest penis on record
resulting from CockGro—and on a woman, no less. Who saw that
coming?”

“Biggest yet,” Cassie said, before Fiona halted any further bragging
with a swift kick to the shin.

“Not me,” Ben
continued, covering for the two. “That’s for sure. So, uh. Where
does that leave us? You have all of the notes, all the samples and
measurements that Fiona took. We’re square, right?”

“Almost,”
Taniguchi said. Her gaze swept over them, implacable as a glacier.
“Does anybody else know of your abnormal reactions to CockGro?”

Fiona broke
from her petrification to shake her head. “Not a soul. We’re not
stupid.”

“But we could let others know,”
Cassie interjected. “It’d be easy. I just have to lift my skirt in
the quad.”

“You could,”
Taniguchi agreed. “And I could bring down the full weight of
Lacto’s legal department down on your head. The future is full of
options—I leave it up to you if you still want to have one.”

Ben frowned. “Why wouldn’t you want to
show off Cassie’s cock, though? The advertisements are full of
crazy endowed people. Cassie’s just… more.” 

“Indeed she
is,” Taniguchi said. “And one day, we might go that far. When it’s
under control. Until that time, your friend is an aberration.”

“Rude,” Cassie
said under her breath. “So, what, you’re gonna put us under house
arrest? Throw away the key? ‘Cuz I’m real good at picking
locks.”

“Shut up!”
Fiona hissed and kicked her again. “She might do it!”

Taniguchi
smiled. “Perhaps I will, if you show signs of any further
mutations. For now, I’ll settle for removing you from campus.
You’re expelled, effective immediately. And if I get so much as a
whiff of suspicion that you’ve shared your discovery… the hammer
falls.”

 


***

 


The way back
to Ben and Cassie’s house was long and rainy. Their other
housemates were out and the silence was thick, broken only by the
low drum of raindrops against the windows.

Fiona dropped
into the couch and buried her head in her hands. “It’s over. It’s
all over.”

“Wouldn’t go
that far,” Ben said. “But yeah, it’s pretty fucked. At least we’re
not their lab rats.”

“Maybe they’d
give us more drugs if we were,” Cassie said, pulling off her damp
top. The sight of her barely contained chest failed to cheer up
Fiona, though Ben appreciated the effort. “You really worked for
that lady?”

Fiona sighed.
“She’s very driven. Good for your career.”

“Unless you
cross her, I suppose,” Ben said.

“But I didn’t
mean to…” Fiona shook her head. “Damn it all. I screwed up. Twice
in one night…”

Cassie sat on the armrest of the couch.
“There has to be something we can do. I’m not giving up on my girlcock.”

“Nice to see that you’re taking your
education so seriously,” Ben mused. “Then again, it
is
a pretty nice dick. I get
it.”

“Yeah, you do!
Still owe me a good, long fuck.” Cassie grinned. She turned to
Fiona. “How about you? It’ll cheer you right up. We can ruminate
later.”

“Sorry, the
irrevocable collapse of my career prospects is not really turning
me on.”

Cassie shrugged. “Just you wait. You
got two cocks,
you’ll feel that need sooner rather than later.”

Ben furrowed
his brow. “About that… Dr. Taniguchi didn’t mention it at all, for
all her talk of mutations. Does she not know?”

“Probably
not,” Fiona said. “I didn’t update my notes that night, after I had
taken the pill. I was… distracted.”

Cassie
laughed. “I bet. Man, that tyrant’s gonna flip when she finds out,
huh?”

“With any
luck, she never does. I’m certainly not going to let her know!”
Fiona pressed her legs together, her skirt firmly in place—the
opposite of Cassie, who continued to strip down, naked and proud.
She leaned on the couch from behind Ben and Fiona, her inordinately
fat package hanging between them.

“But maybe we
should,” Ben continued, not so easily distracted. “Taniguchi is so
concerned about maintaining Lacto’s public image. Cassie’s cock had
her rattled like hell, she’ll have a heart attack if you show up
with two.”

“And get
thrown into a cage to be studied? Are you crazy?” Fiona said. “And
when the lab people are done with us, we’ll go straight to jail.
She’s not bluffing, Ben!”

Ben tapped his chin. “I think she is.
Sure, she might do all
those things. But if she has to, that means that she’s already
lost; we’ll have spoiled her precious public image, and all the
lawyers in the world can’t turn back time. So she really doesn’t
want that to happen. I guess black-bagging us then and there would
be too extreme, even for Lacto—Cassie, could you
not
cockslap me right
now?”

Cassie smeared a hefty droplet of pre
across his cheek. “It’s for your own good, dude. If I get any more
backed up, you’re gonna straight up drown next time you go down on me.”

“Maybe
Taniguchi’s ideas about enforcing control aren’t so mad, after
all…” 

“Easy for you to say! I’ve got like, three
times the dick that you have, and I
didn’t get to fuck all night like certain other people in this
room. I need to get my rocks off.” Cassie walked around the couch
and undid his belt.

Ben crossed
his arms. “Three is stretching it.”

Cassie
grinned, pulling off his pants. “Wanna bet?”

“Wait, wait,”
Fiona said. “You might be right. Maybe we’re not entirely
powerless. But, what do we do with that?”

“Duh,” Cassie
said. “We blackmail her. Easy peasy.”

“Yeah,” Ben
said, “something like that. He shifted in his seat, helping Cassie
get rid of his underwear. She found his cock hard and ready, as it
was so often in recent days—and unfailingly so in her presence.

Cassie leaned
over him, a sly smile playing over her lips. “Well?” she asked,
dangling her enormous cock over Ben’s, a fat python bullying a
smaller garter snake. “Want me to get out the measuring tape?”

“Not now,
you crazy size queen.” He slapped her ass in retaliation, enjoying
the clean smack and the
way that made her shift and moan. “We’re making plans!”

“Please. Size empress.” Cassie winked. “And suit yourself, dude. You
get to do it by hand instead.” She climbed into his lap, her
massive tits and cock both smothering his face as she made herself
comfortable.

“Oof! Empress
or not, those pills aren’t making you any lighter!”

“I know; and
it’s going to all the right places. Ain’t science grand?”

“There’s worse
ways to go, I guess.” Despite drowning in Cassie, he still had the
presence of mind to fondle her ass. Along her outrageously
exaggerated curves, he found a surprisingly muscular back under his
fingers, a strong, sculpted physique under her feminine softness
well suited to handle her increasing weight.

“Find
something you like?” Cassie cooed, engulfing his senses; a shift of
her hips and she engulfed his dick as well, which throbbed all the
harder inside her eager pussy. “That makes two of us.” 

Ben let it
roll over him, a willing victim of the tide of her lust. He was
like a lone hiker watching a volcanic eruption from the lip of the
caldera; and like a volcano, Cassie erupted all over him, shooting
thick strands of cum from her pulsing cockhead even before she
reached her orgasm; she was just that potent, that absurdly
productive. And Ben loved her for it. “Jesus Christ,” he gasped,
his voice thick with sexual bliss, groping her blindly and
peppering the fat, glistening girlcock in his face with kisses.
“You gotta empty your balls more often!”

“I warned ya,”
she purred, refusing any effort to contain the damage of her mess;
huge globs of dickgirl spunk sailed through the air, bombarding the
kitchen island in a ceaseless display of erotic power. Every moment
was bliss, a flurry of tactile sensations, lewd noises, and
carefree indulgence.

Ben gasped for
breath between her sweaty tits and
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