“Come on, wake up already,” Eliza said, tapping the faces of all three Futa Alpha members, who currently drooled in a puddle of their own cum. Not hers though. She’d been refused that pleasure by their sheer ineptitude, “This is ‘Futa Alpha’? I have to say, I’m not impressed.”

She stood up, grunting from the weight pulling on her crotch. It was heavy enough to be considered a weapon before the growth spurt, now Eliza assumed at least a third or more of her total weight laid in her genitals. She made a mental note to weigh everything once she had a minute spare, however she was in a far more pressing situation.

Being at the forefront of a revolutionary new drug came with its fair share of challenges. Chief among those was a lack of chances for relief. Eliza had found some time here and there, mostly out of necessity, though never enough. Not for a futa. Especially not for an apparently growing futa at that. The next issue was her business, that being she needed to finish it as well as herself. These three had been enough to confirm her elasticising agent worked, though she still needed a larger data pool, however she had new, refined formulas to test as well. Futa Era was her best option.

Many eyes followed as she walked. She supposed it only made sense, what with the huge tube bulging out her top, its tip butting against her chin with every step. Slimy pre oozed out, squelching and slurping as it suctioned to her skin, like a big, gooey kiss. Eliza paid them no mind and kept her sights focused down the street to Futa Era. Or rather, on the stunning O-face towering over the fence.

Good, Amy was out and horny. There weren’t a lot of sounds despite this, though she had to assume the others were around. Amanda, especially, would never pass up the chance to play with her personal Amazon. Hopefully they weren’t too busy that Eliza couldn’t fit her way in. Her cock throbbed in agreement, balls already starting to ache a little with how cucked she’d been. How did an almost-Amazon, a big-dicked futa and the so called best of the best fail to even take her whole penis? The length wasn’t even that impressive for them.

As she approached, sounds became much clearer. Nothing unexpected, wet smacking and moaning, though the latter was amplified by Amy’s grand stature, but certainly fast and fierce. Eliza noticed a hole in the fence, just big enough for a person to slip through. At that size, she supposed accidents were bound to happen.

Then there was the smell. Eliza was no stranger to cum, any college-aged futa was, though she doubted many experienced such a dense musk. She stepped through the hole, box clinking against her turgid shirt-clad member, and gulped a little. Impassivity was important as a scientist. As a futa, that was easily compromised, not least when faced with an Amazon of Amy’s enormity.

Kneeling in the grass, she still had several feet over Eliza. Breasts sat proudly on her chest, each one wider than the torso they obscured, stubbornly holding onto their teardrop shape despite the brutal weight of them. It wasn’t the first time seeing her since the last growth spurt, but Eliza had been analytical back then, her member tempted but controlled. Now arousal pumped through her veins in greater currents as she beheld the staggering beauty.

Yuri would always be her one true crush. Maybe love, but she wasn’t nearly experienced enough to even guess. That said, Eliza was absolutely a size queen. Bigger the better. Right in front of her, Amy embodied that more than any futa alive at that moment. What did she measure at, 15’6’’? Eliza’s hips jerked on their, smacking her face with her cock. And that cock, even just eyeing it, she could tell it was close to the same scale. She licked her lips and hurried to a nearby table to set her precious formulas down. Away from the blast zone.

At Amy’s rear, she got to see just how immense her balls had become. Was Amanda edging her? They looked absolutely massive compared to last time Eliza saw them. She frowned, going over her past numbers which put them at just under five-feet across - a number that was already ridiculous when discussing anything but height, especially so when referred to someone’s testicles - and these had to be a good two or three larger than that. Were they… moving? Oh dear lord.

“Oh,” Amy finally noticed her, “Hey, Eliza. What’s up? Well, I can see what’s up.” She looked the scientist up and down, lips quirking seductively.

“Before that, am I right in assuming everyone is in your testicles right now?” Eliza asked.

It was, perhaps, the most insane question she had asked. Would it be the last? No, definitely not when Amazons like Amy were involved. Much as it spat in the face of everything she’s studied, she hoped it never stopped. All that she was researching and developing before that couple came asking to shrink an Amazon of all things, well, it was completely worthless in her mind. She could try going back, but Eliza knew she’d be listless doing it. The passion just wasn’t there anymore. Not when she had the opportunity to take already beautiful oversized futanari and make them bigger.

People always assumed Eliza was controlled. A futa beyond most others, but the truth was anything but. She followed her passions, and those were definitely not aligned with typical pharmaceuticals.

“Hmm, I think Jade said she had work to do, and one or two others had classes, but yeah, just about everyone.”

“So casual,” Eliza muttered, then turned her attention to the source of the constant clapping. It was Megan. Oh yes, she’d mentioned something about going to Futa Era, hadn’t she? Maybe, maybe not. That whole ordeal was something of a blur right now.

“Oh, uh, hey,” Megan waved, “Did you… finish with the others?”

Eliza contemplated how to best explain their inadequacy, while also looking over the Hyper. Who was currently balls deep inside Amy’s cock, and still thrusting despite Eliza’s gaze fixed on her. She looked so nervous earlier, yet now her hair was wild, face flushed and her mouth open with constant soft gasps of more. Truth be told, Megan and Heather were the only two at Futa Alpha that piqued her interest. This was a marvellous chance.

“They passed out before I could even warm up. Hence this,” Eliza gestured to the full length of her cock, which stretched her shirt out well beyond what it was meant to handle.

“Oh, uh… well… I don’t know if it’ll fit in me, but, do you wanna…”

Interesting. Futanari had as much diversity as either sex, but the bigger ones did tend to be more dominant and aggressive. For a certified Hyper to be so demure was a novelty, though Eliza suspected some of that stemmed from an unfortunate upbringing. Now she really wanted to see the effects her formulas would have.

“Alas no. My new formula needs time it seems. And I’d hate to ruin the fun.”

“New formula? Is that the elasticising thingy?”

“Yes.”

“Hear that, Megan? It might actually do the trick.”

Eliza arched a brow as she waited for Megan’s response.

“Huh? Oh! You mean… Hmm…” Megan bucked harder and, though it was faint, Eliza swore she heard a muffled moan from somewhere, “Is there more left?”

“Of course,” Eliza flashed her teeth and went to retrieve a vial. This was perfect! She wasn’t entirely sure what Megan’s designs for it were, however a chance to see how it affected a Hyper was too good an opportunity. The scenery was incredible as she walked over. A small ocean of cum pooled off to the side, gently simmering in the sun, but was nothing next to what throbbed on her right. Looking up at a prone cock while walking was a sight that wavered between the uncanny valley and sheer erotic fantasy. She paused to pull her shirt up, letting her cock plummet back to level and compared them.

It was, perhaps, too optimistic to say Eliza was equal to Amy’s girth. She wagered hers was about half its width, at less than a fifth of its length. An amusing visage, one that sent tremors through the scientist’s sexes. The veins pulsed loudly and visibly, leading her to the peak and the Hyper currently fucking it. A lewd scene, made all the better by the thick, wet suction of Amy’s cum-hole as Megan pounded away, only slowing as the vial was brought to her attention. 

“May I ask what you need it for?” Eliza asked, though she still gave it over.

“It’s…” Megan stopped short, eyes going wide as she took in Eliza’s shaft, then blushed deeply, as if this were far more mortifying than clinging onto a giant cock.

“We’re doing a little swap,” Amy answered instead.

“A swap? Oh…” Eliza understood, glancing at the Amazon’s rather tight-looking balls, “I’m not sure it’ll be enough for that, but by all means.” As the heavy pounding and slurping resumed, Eliza made her way back to Amy.

“Thanks for that. I can tell she’s really excited,” Amy said, veering off into a moan as Megan’s voice carried all the way over with her renewed lusts.

“Hmm, I wonder if that’s the formula or her own fetish. This warrants further study,” Eliza’s cock jerked up, as if trying to slap her face, but was much too heavy, “But later. I have a favour to ask.”

Amy just giggled and leaned forward, wrapping her tits around her cock as she arched her hips, “Need a hand getting up?”

“Yes.” Eliza had no delusions as to her strength, gladly accepting the huge paws that easily wrapped around her body. When they let go, she was on Amy’s balls. They shifted beneath her, the people inside writhing about excitedly. Could they feel her? No, her weight didn’t even make a dent in the things. But she’d make sure they felt it in other ways.

She stepped forward, waving her arms to maintain balance on the uneven surface, and braced herself on Amy’s rump. Oh god… Being so close, feeling it under her hands, the muscles twitching as Amy’s pussy flexed before her, she couldn’t resist kneading the amazingly supple flesh. Its heat washed over Eliza, condensation forming across her skin, but especially on her cock. She wasn’t even inside and she was wet with Amy’s pussy.

Even with the difference between them, Eliza still had doubts about fitting. Those were elevated as she raised her cock to the lips, flattening them under her vast girth. She slid up and down, breathing deeper as those fluids coated her glans, encouraging it to throb harder. Stepping closer, she held her cock steady and pushed. Amy gasped, ass flexing and her hole opened, wrapping around Eliza’s tip in one smooth thrust. It fit.

It fit!

For just a moment, all logic and reason abandoned her. Eliza didn’t remember the last time she had sex, mind consumed with pining for Yuri and perfecting the formulas, and those Futa Alpha husks couldn’t be counted. But here, she could finally go all the way. And she did. Eliza dug her fingers in deep, almost losing her arm to the elbow, and lunged forth.

Inch after inch vanished into Amy’s sopping tunnel. It was still a struggle, her whole body working to keep pushing as the walls gripped her like a vice, but it wasn’t from inability. Amy moaned and wriggled her hips at her, clearly enjoying the two-pronged attack on her sexes. Nearly a foot inside, Eliza found an unexpected difficulty; Amy’s ass. The cheeks were just too massive.

A simple problem with a simple solution. Eliza shoved the hills aside and stepped into them before her arms gave out, slamming her balls into the loose flesh of Amy’s scrotum. The cheeks snapped shut, barely lax enough for her to free her arms, which she just wrapped around them. Feet set wide, muscles already aching, she launched herself into the glorious act. Eighteen inches of cock slid to and fro, the wide crown scraping along as the walls suctioned tightly to her shaft. But the length meant little next to her girth. She doubted Amy ever felt so thoroughly gaped at full-size before.

Heat and exertion poured over Eliza’s body as she slam-fucked the first hole to take her enlarged member. The sound of their bodies peeling away from each other amplified Eliza’s lusts. Mixed with it was the echoes from all the way over at Megan’s end. Their rhythms were different, however there were times they moved as one, stuffing Amy with their dicks and making an even louder clap of flesh.

The constant thrusts must’ve also caught the attention of the others. Eliza felt them under her feet, now moving more frantically. She was intimately familiar with Amy’s balls, having inspected the Amazon from top to bottom multiple times, feeling them move so violently was just another step in this debauchery. One that pushed Eliza ever closer to the edge.

“Is it safe?” Eliza asked, not slowing in the slightest. She wasn’t even sure a negative answer would stop her at this point.

“Eliza, if I wasn’t on the pill, I’d have been knocked up ages ago. Go ahead. Shoot your huge load in me. Flood my pussy. Inflate my womb. Empty your balls as often as you want. Just don’t fucking stop.”

“I’m close too!” Megan announced, seemingly unable to close her mouth, slurring her words as she rapidly bucked into the cock.

“Hmm, we’re all close,” Amy breathed, now rocking against Eliza and Megan, muscles clenching tight, “All together, yeah? I wanna feel your jizz pouring into me as I push my sorority into Megan’s testes!”

Eliza peered over the Amazon, who pushed her tits in harder against her cock. Her thighs also clenched inward, tightening her pussy around Eliza, nearly making her cum. What did push her over the edge was seeing Megan. Though a Hyper, her balls weren’t anything special, possibly less than a foot wide each. How a person, albeit shrunken, would fit piqued Eliza’s curiosity as well as her arousal.

Amy grunted and moaned as the two ramped up. Eliza’s sack pulled up tight, testes filling out in preparation, her urethra bloated with excessive pre, and her eyes glazed over. One desire controlled her, the single wish to cum inside an Amazon.

Eliza came first, slamming to the hilt as her fat dick swelled even further. Cum surged through her length in such amounts it demanded even more room, pressing on her nerves from within, then exploded against Amy’s cervix. The first rope flooded the canal, pouring back onto Eliza’s hips, but a sharp thrust pressed her slit right against the entrance to her friend’s womb. Her second rope erupted almost directly inside, flooding the organ in molten lust. Even so, semen gushed out and pooled onto Eliza’s feet.

“Ah, she’s coming up!” Amy crowed, bouncing her hips in time with Eliza’s pumps. A faint bulge moved up her length, subtle imprints of perhaps arms and legs pushed out, quickly approaching Megan’s twitching form. The Hyper’s brow shot up, eyes rolling back as her whole body tensed up. A violent gurgling reached all the way from her balls to Eliza’s ears, briefly distracting her from the orgasm.

--Inside Amy’s Cock--

Amanda couldn’t take this. She was constantly sliding up and down the cum-tube, gathering more goo all over her body, yet was denied the fun going on in Amy’s balls. The walls were too slimy to get any sort of grip, leaving her kicking out in hopes Amy would get the message and let her go back down. Or at least would hurry and shoot her into this stranger’s dick. She’d gotten her hands in it earlier, only to be sucked down. Was this what it meant to be cucked?

Not a fan. But it finally seemed at an end, as waves upon waves of pre doused her, each coming from different ends. Amy was close to cumming. That other cock probably was too. Amanda undulated her whole body, grinding her dick along the slimy tube as her own pre mixed in, pushing her gigantic partner closer. Jizz bubbled up underneath her, the pressure mounting and pushing on her. She didn’t know how long it took, but she inevitably reached her goal, arms up and folded in a cone.

Amy’s was the only dick she’d been inside so far. Amanda was fairly certain her partner’s was the best in the whole world, but she knew Eliza would admonish such a conclusion. She needed at least one other to compare to.

“Come on,” she gurgled, wriggling her fingers in search of even the slightest traction. Her goal eventually came, digits sliding into an opening even tighter than Amy’s cock. With so much slippery goo all around, they slid in easily enough. Her fists came shortly after, then the urethra slurped on her wrists. It was a surprisingly loose hold, the opening not snapping shut like Amy’s did. Like it was inviting her in. 

She gleefully accepted. Kicking with all her might, the tunnel around Amanda’s body convulsed and pushed her harder, cum welling up in greater amounts and density than before. The tip of her stranger’s dick kissed the top of her head. Fresh pre doused her, but it was barely noticeable with how much Amy had already covered her in. Amanda took a breath, as best she could with so little oxygen available. Slimy walls parted around her as the pressure mounted.

Then she was in! The actress nearly gasped at how tightly it held her. Its walls clung to her features, the scent slipping up her nostrils and past her lips. Wriggling her fingers, Amanda didn’t feel any other openings. She wasn’t at the base yet. Luckily, another surge from Amy shoved her forward. The stranger’s cock swallowed her shoulders and began on her chest, pulsating against her nipples.

A powerful wave rippled through it. Not to push her out, but to drag her even deeper. Arms outstretched, fingers questing for her next testicular home, Amanda moaned as she slipped into a new crevice. An abundance of goo suctioned to her fingers when she tried pulling away, instead getting herself tugged further. As the urethra slid over her waist, hot dick-slime pooling in her belly-button, it seemed to finally have had enough of waiting.

One wicked gulp reached her hips, then a second wrenched them in too. Amanda’s cock rubbed along the tight confines, pre-cum seeped into every crevice of her body. It oozed into her ears, clogged her nose, made a strudy film over her gasping mouth. As she went deeper, it washed over her asshole, over her folds and into every wrinkle of her scrotum. There’d be no forgetting this wonderful feeling. Though she did wonder if getting swallowed by a pussy felt similar.

She’d swam around in Amy’s balls, but what about her womb? Imagine if she shrank to two inches like Amy had, then she wouldn’t just get inside the baby-maker, she could fuck the fallopian tubes. Did they make condoms small enough? Doubtful. Then she’d just have to accept the consequence of knocking up her gigantic lover.

Assuming she got out of this. Her toes squished past the opening, her arms curled up inside a startling tight testicle, with her head not far away. It was all so fucking tight. Amanda wriggled as best she could, but it was hopeless. If this person decided not to let her out, then there was no way she’d escape on her own. Could they even let her out?

Amanda exhaled as a second opening spread across her head, devouring her. If that came to be, then she’d just have to make them cum her out. She extended her tongue, licking everything in reach. It didn’t even taste of cock, just pure cum. Would the smell ever actually wash out of her hair?

The walls reacted by kneading the thick goo into her tiny body. Her head fully entered, jizz sloshing everywhere. A thick, pulsing sound thundered around her as her new slimy prison wobbled violently. They were moving again, fucking Amy’s cock with renewed desire. Cum surged in response, drowning Amanda in it and clogging her ears such that she didn’t even hear the powerful clap of flesh anymore. She only felt it reverberate throughout her body as it was slurped in, forced to curl up by the tight confines.

She at least managed to slide a hand between her legs to finger her snatch. There was no point in jerking herself, not when this person’s cum was so thick and sloshed so violently it could’ve been a recently used fleshlight. Amanda pleasured herself as the rocking increased. She angled herself, hoping their orgasm would take her with it. Her fingers slowed when the thrusting stopped.

There was no light or sound. Only sensation. Even then, she was mostly only aware of all this semen clinging to her every facet, and the walls pulsing around her. There was a change though. The rhythm was different, like it was while trying to swallow her. Did that mean another person was coming? Amanda smirked at her newest idea.

Fighting against her new home, she spread her legs wide. It was difficult, the stubborn walls not helped by all the dense semen, but she got her thighs parted enough for her cock to stick up straight. Faster palpitations ran massaged her body, fighting against her legs, but she held on. If Amanda played this right, and got incredibly lucky, she’d get one hell of an experience.

Cum rushed up around her, some invading her nostrils. It took all her will not to gag when as it slid down her throat from the wrong path. The pulses concentrated above her, so she arched her hips that little bit higher and waited. Her lungs were beginning to hurt, deprived of oxygen for so long. Still, Amanda was determined, cock twitching and stirring the cum. She would not quit until she christened these new balls with a proper, hard fuck.

Though that would likely be impossible with how cramped it was with her alone. She silenced the voice of reason and focused, feeling out the motions for any hint. A twitch against her ass. Maybe that meant it was struggling? Or was the sudden tide of cum in her face hinting at a smooth process? Amanda finally got a solid lead, in the form of an equally small body landing atop her. By a stroke of fortune the likes gamblers dreamed of, a warm, tight hole landed on her cock. She couldn’t even tell if it was an ass, pussy or mouth as the abundance of cum made everything slick and gooey.

Not that it bothered her, or her partner. Their bodies began that instinctive ritual, seeking pleasure as their arms explored one another. Some part of them longed to breed, Amanda was sure, but every futa on campus was on the pill. Otherwise there’d be way more of them than any other gender.

A stranger’s jizz squelched as Amanda rocked to and fro. It was a girl, based on the lack of any cock or balls bouncing against her. Amanda pumped with all her might, and she reciprocated with what little movement they had available. Every thrust pushed cum into the woman’s hole, making it suction to her shaft like wet spandex. Only much squishier.

Their rutting was interrupted, however, by the sudden collapse to their left. The squirming beside them made it clear they had a neighbour. Amanda fucked harder, sensing the end of this new little venture. Her intuition proved useful as a third descended upon them, putting a stop to them, before this new occupant wriggled her way around to join in. Amanda held in a moan despite the fingers now pumping into her ass. The tips pumped against her prostate.

More and more arrived. Impossible at it seemed, the balls expanded to accommodate them all. Amanda’s movements were restricted to little more than jabs, unable to move more than an inch without bucking against someone’s hand. Others had worked out how to fuck each other.

Despite the constant motion, it was dead silent. No one could moan properly without risk of inhaling a lungful of jizz. Even if they could, everyone’s ears were gunked up. That left only feeling, amplified by how lewd this whole situation was. Amanda had gone from fucking her sorority sisters, to fucking them in Amy’s balls, and now they were in some stranger’s nuts, significantly smaller than Amy’s, and still fucking. With how constricted they were, Amanda wouldn’t be surprised if they’d already melted together at that point.

Then their home gurgled brutally, enough that it vibrated through the goo in their ears. Everyone paused, save for those in the throes of orgasm. They were pressed in tighter after another gurgle. Was this it? Amanda didn’t know what fate had in store, but whatever it was, she intended to go out in a blaze of orgasmic glory. She resumed her thrusts, putting all her strength into it. Yet she couldn’t move more than a centimetre.

Not because of how packed with two-foot beauties the testicle was. The cum was far, far too dense. She tried moving a finger, but couldn’t even twitch it. Now that she was aware of it, Amanda noticed how every gurgle and pulse condensed the sperm, until she was perfectly suspended in the goo. This might really be it.

She’d thought of being turned into cum the first time she went into Amy’s sack. Obviously that didn’t happen, but then her girlfriend was so huge she wasn’t being compressed on all sides by cum and people. Here, she could all but feel the semen saturating her skin, softening her up, preparing to mold her into more jizz to shoot into Amy.

There were worse ways to go.

--Outside Amy’s Cock--

Megan hooked her fingers around Amy’s glans, using it to pull her thrusts in even harder. The clap of her balls had stopped long ago, replaced by a constant churning and gargling noise from within. Sweat dripped off her chin and breasts, jiggling with her feral lust. Her chest burned from lack of oxygen, her breaths short and shallow as she devoted every ounce of her being to fucking Amy’s cock. All for the sole purpose of cumming.

Which she’d been doing this whole time. Every time her crotch slapped wetly against Amy’s urethra, and came away linked by fat ropes of dick-slime, Megan’s balls clenched up as her pussy hosed down her stretched out sack. Yet she hadn’t shot any cum since that first person somehow went into her dick.

The tightness in her nuts was pure torture and the most exquisite pleasure. Megan had completed No Nut November last year, against the advice of other Hypers online. By the end of it, her balls were so heavy and swollen she could barely walk. Just going to the bathroom was a workout. She loved and hated every moment of it.

That was barely comparable to this.

Megan squeezed her legs around her sack. It stretched out behind her, flesh wrapped around the bodies of over a dozen girls and futanari. She could feel them bulging her as they writhed within. Looking at it, she wasn’t sure how to feel. Her stomach churned at the strange, obscene sight, while her cock jerked and forced her to fuck Amy’s urethra even harder. Well ‘forced’ was a strong word. She wanted to so bad. This was probably the first time in her life that she wanted to be inside someone so badly.

“Aww, they’re so empty now,” Amy said.

Megan focused on the Amazon and clenched again. When she arrived, Amy’s balls were easily twice the Hyper’s total mass, now it looked just big enough to fit her, sans ballsack. All of those people were inside her right now. Fucking inside her based on the movements.

Panting hard, the Hyper pounded away. The best part of her NNN experience was the raw strength she gained in her thighs and hips. Carrying nearly a hundred pounds of ballsack around made it necessary. She couldn’t move her nuts an inch, save for the rocking motion that was only possible by all the movement within. Though that slowed down as she raced toward climax. A true climax.

What would happen? What would it feel like? Would people go back up her dick and get shot into Amy’s again? How much cum would she fire?

Those questions powered Megan’s thrusts. Amy’s moans bolstered her as well. They were such sweet sounds, husky yet delicate, augmented by her sheer scale. Not only that, but that Eliza person was behind her, still thrusting away, pulling waves of jizz out every time with her monstrously fat member. Since when was there another Hyper around? Although, her length was just a few inches shy of the criteria.

Watching the two of them, listening to the goosebump inducing squelching, feeling the tight, damp tube clinging to her every inch, smelling the overwhelming potency of sex and cum all around, then she leaned over and licked at Amy’s cock, tasting her on top of everything. Every sense was inundated with this lurid meeting. She was saturated in the sensations.

How could Megan not cum from all that? The Hyper grunted heavily as she poured all her strength into the final thrusts, as if to bury even more of herself inside Amy. For the first time in her life, Megan wished she was bigger. Not just by a little, but enough to match Amy. No. She wanted to be bigger. She wanted the biggest dick in history. Such that she could swallow anyone. Even Amy.

Her balls gurgled loudly. The vibrations echoed throughout her body, breasts and ass rippling, as she folded herself over Amy’s dick. Instinct told her to breed this wonderfully tight hole. And she wanted to do it too. Even if she knew it was impossible, that Amy’s balls didn’t have any eggs for her to knock up, she wanted nothing more than to fuck a baby into them. And she was so close.

“Oh fuck!”

Megan looked up to see Amy’s O-face. Her eyes widened as the cock pulsed around her, almost lifting her off the ground as it jerked hard. She raced toward the finish, unsure if her balls could handle a cream filling on top of all the tasty morsels, but Amy was already there. Cum surged up its length, swelling it that much more. White goo exploded all around Megan, nearly pushing her away it weren’t the weight of her balls. Which only increased as a similar amount sprayed right down her cum-pipe.

“Haaaa, fuck, feels so good,” Amy panted, just barely audible over the creaking of Megan’s sack. The skin took on an angry red sheen, veins pulsed all across the surface, pushed out by the sheer volume of its occupants. Megan grit her teeth and bucked her hips, trying to cum despite the agonising ecstasy bombarding her.

“This is incredible!” Eliza shouted. In the short interaction they had, she’d sounded calm and refined, now she was like a siren as she stared over at Megan from between Amy’s monumental cheeks.

“I know! You feel so good inside me. Ahh, I never thought I’d get stretched at full size.”

“You feel good, but I’m talking about her.”

Megan would’ve blushed at how Eliza said that, as if in awe and worship of her. It was an accurate response, she thought. Hyperism wasn’t really that noteworthy when standing with a fifteen-foot Amazon, with an equally massive cock, but the way Megan’s balls swelled and swelled merited nothing but acclamation. They were bigger than the futa they were attached to. Bigger than Amy’s sack. And they just kept going.

In perhaps not the brightest move, Megan clamped her arms around the still shooting cock and squeezed the opening as tight around her as possible. The flow of escaped cum subsided, with more of it flowing straight into Megan. Every muscle tensed as the inflation of her testes jumped up, gaining entire inches in but a moment. She held as long as she could, wanting to see Eliza’s eyes light up even more.

Alas… Amy was already at her limit. Megan whimpered in relief when the ejaculation finally dwindled, then she roared as her body capitalised on it. She was so full and so close to the edge, that one moment of relaxation was all it took. The Hyper arched into her balls, slamming her cock into Amy and finally - finally - came.

Her nuts squeezed tight around their many occupants, highlighting every little feature, and pushed. Semen surged with enough pressure to widen her gaping urethra, fighting back Amy’s weakening tide, before it was cut off by a distinct, human shape. Megan stopped breathing, staring up into the sky as she felt someone’s arms sliding up her dick, followed by their head and shoulders. It was one thing to have them go down her length, but to push them back up in the heat of bliss could’ve melted her mind. Maybe it did?

One moment she felt the shoulders, and the next she was shrieking as they exited her shaft on a deluge of cum.

“Fuck yes! Give them back to me. My balls are so empty without all these tiny ball-sluts fucking inside them.”

Megan was all to eager. Between the stark relief of finally emptying her nuts and the sheer ecstasy of release, she made sure to squeeze her pelvic muscles hard, forcing a second body up her dick. Then a third. A fourth and fifth. On and on.

Her climax never wavered either. So long as there were people stretching out her testes, Megan was cumming. She gradually folded backward as her balls shrank past her shoulders, allowing her to recline and bathe in the sun, feeling it drying the various fluids on her body. Lower and lower she sank, cock gradually sliding out, until it came free with a sharp snap.

A final jerk forced the last girl out. There wasn’t enough power to launch her, so she simply oozed out with the last of Megan’s seed, landing with a splat atop Amy’s cock. Whoever it was sucked in a desperate breath, coughing thickly.

“Holy shit! Gonna need scuba gear next time we do it for that long! Oh hey, you’re with Futa Alpha right?”

Megan couldn’t even lift her head, but she managed a faint nod.

“Whoa, you’re huge. It’s as tall as me. Oh! Maybe not, looks like it’s wearing off.”

“Yeah, I can tell,” Amy groaned and squeezed her dick, pushing toward the tip, “Come on, everyone out!”

A loud chorus of displeasure responded to her, but it was soundly defeated the wet noises of people plopping out of her dick-hole. One by one, each breathing heavily and giggling amongst themselves. Many of them wandered over to Megan, poking at her rigid cock and deflated sack. It may have looked ready to go, but she was thoroughly drained.

“So did we go into here as well?” Someone asked, gently prodding Megan’s testicle.

“I guess so. No one else is big enough for that. But how’d we even fit. Is she, like, made of elastic or something.”

“No, wait. Holy shit! Elize! Did you actually do it?”

Megan tried sitting up so she could actually see them, but her core was well and truly done. Luckily, a couple others pulled her up. Her eyes widened, taking in the sight of so many people. They were all tiny, though clearly bigger than when she first arrived. No one was anything more than three feet, though it looked like some of their curves and cocks were growing back faster than the rest of their bodies. Megan looked at her own member, which twitched proudly. And hungrily.

It swallowed them when they were small. But what would it be like to gulp a full-grown person down her dick? She’d need to get a lot bigger for that though. Even Eliza’s incredible formula couldn’t do that. Could it? 

“To some extent. It appears to vary from person to person, though its effectiveness here is certainly impressive, is it not? You were all the same size as her member, yet you fit easily enough. Much more impressive than those other three.”

“Other three?” Someone asked.

“Ah, yes. Futa Alpha ambushed me on my way here. So I had them assist in my testing. It worked amazingly well, however none were satisfactory.”

“Hence why you came here to fuck my girlfriend. Makes sense. They are all talk.”

“Mostly, Amanda,” Eliza said and extracted herself from Amy at long last. Several people gasped, including the Amazon, though for different reasons, “The fact I fit in them at all is an amazing feat not many can lay claim to.”

“Eliza, I swear, if you don’t let me try that thing out sometime I will never forgive you.”

“It’s really fucking good,” Amy said, staring at it dreamily.

“Perhaps. I’ll need to improve the formula first and foremost. Don’t worry, I believe I have a breakthrough coming soon.” Eliza looked to Megan and walked over, cock softening a little on the way. Even half-hard, it was still an impressive beast, fatter than Megan’s while erect, “Can I ask for you assistance in this endeavour?”

“Um… sure,” Megan said, not entirely certain of what she just agreed to. But if it meant more experiences like this, then it was worth the risk.

“Good. When you’re ready, take one pink and one green vial from that box. Pink is an experimental growth inducer and you’re already aware of green’s effects.”

“Y-yeah.”

“Good. Well then, I’ve lingered here for a lot longer than planned.”

“Aww, what? Don’t you want a bunch of data?” Amanda asked.

“I’ve already got plenty. Oh, Megan, if you could deliver a sample of your semen, only yours, I’d be grateful.”

“A sample?”

“How ever much you feel is appropriate,” Eliza said, “Though the more data I have, the better.”

Megan just gulped as Eliza got dressed and left. By some miracle, her clothes had avoided contamination despite the cum everywhere. On the other hand, Megan had no such luck. She fished them out from the sludge, grimacing at how they stuck to her hands. Wearing them would be worse than walking around naked. At least then she wouldn’t be constantly squelching and squishing and slurping with every step.

“Don’t worry, we’ve got you,” Amanda said, clapping a jizz-drenched hand on Megan’s shoulder.

“You sure?”

“Yeah, we sorta got you into this mess, so it’s the least we could do. Just, you know, do your best to help Eliza. We’re counting on you.”

“Huh?” Megan looked between the steadily growing futa and Amy, “Oooh…” The elasticising thing. She couldn’t imagine someone stretching enough to take that thing, not without being absolutely giant themselves, but she also never even dreamed of sucking a sorority down her dick of all things. Anything she could do to help, she’d try.

After a dip in the pool, various people lent her their clothes, letting her walk away in relative dignity. A belt around her waist kept her cock elevated, since it refused to go down still, while a baggy hoody concealed it for the most part. The pants were a struggle. Apparently, no one at Futa Era owned a skirt or anything remotely baggy. Megan suspected they were lying to see her balls stretching out the thin lycra. They were smiling at her, so she guessed it wasn’t really a bad thing. And the hoody was big enough that to cover the worst of her bulge. 

She constantly glanced around as she walked back. It was rare that she went outside when her cock was hard and… well… it was something of a power trip. Outside of Amy, she was the biggest futa on campus. She still wasn’t a fan of everyone looking at her, though she could at least imagine it was in envy and desire.

It took forever, yet was over so soon. Megan breathed a sigh of relief when she closed the heavy door behind her, leaning against it. Two vials clinked together in her pocket. Strangely, the sound made her cock twitch against her borrowed top. It knew what they’d be used for, well, she hoped so anyway. She was about to head to her room and wait out the erection, maybe try using the formulas tomorrow, but an impossible to ignore sight froze her in place. Sprawled out on the floor, and laying in fragrant pools of white was Matilda, Corey and Heather.

She glanced over the first two, but her gaze lingered on the much taller futa. They were all naked, hips raised high, thighs open so their flaccid members could hang down. Side-stepping the pools - she didn’t want to sully her borrowed shoes - she checked Heather’s pulse. Just in case. It definitely wasn’t an excuse for her to feel the almost-Amazon’s muscular neck. Or to look over the striations along her back. Certainly not to drool over the juicy rump that was level with Megan’s chest.

Her inspection incidentally led her to see the state of her sorority sister’s vagina. It must’ve been a decent while since Eliza left the house, yet Heather hadn’t closed up much at all. Megan gulped, her cock throbbed, and the dark urge to try her luck nearly overwhelmed her.

“Heather?” She shook the passed out futa, biting her lip at how heavy she was. Maybe it was the arousal still pumping through her loins, or perhaps the two incidents at Futa Era had loosened her inhibitions some, but she was lusting for Heather. Much more than normal. She wasn’t exactly subtle about it, but bigger futanari were totally her type.

It wasn’t unreasonable to assume she liked them because she might have a chance at fitting inside them. She wouldn’t deny that was part of it. All futanari wanted to be on top at least once in a while. But that wasn’t the core of it.

Heather groaned, finally lifting her head from the pool of her own cum. It sucked on her skin like glue, created thick ropes as she turned to face Megan, whose hand was still on her back.

“Megan? Ugh, when did you get back?” The much taller futa pushed herself up, falling back with a gasp. She was only saved by Megan propping her up, but the Hyper only had so much upper-body strength. Inevitably, she had to rely on her torso to hold Heather up, which also meant her cock. Heather didn’t say anything, just found her balance so Megan could step away.

“Um, just now. You were unconscious.”

“Yeah,” Heather looked away, though her fiery cheeks were still visible, “That Eliza did a real number on us.”

But it fit. That was the core thing Megan was focused on. She’d seen her housemates naked a fair number of times, it came with living among so many futanari, and none of them looked like they could fit Megan, let alone Eliza.

“Well, uh, do you wanna get back at her?”

Heather faced her, brow arched and lip subtly curled. She seemed unaware of it most of the time, and how sexy Megan found that look of competitive mischief. Any time Heather was bested in something, even if she wasn’t any good at it, she wanted nothing more than to get back at the winner. If she couldn’t do in a fair contest, then she resorted to other means. Petty or otherwise.

Megan pulled the vials out, “I… snuck these away from her. We could, I dunno, use them?”

“How does that get back at her?” Heather asked, though her interest was clear.

“She doesn’t know I have them,” Megan lied, “We could record it and send it to her. She’s a scientist, right? So she’ll hate that she doesn’t have control of the experiment.”

Heather didn’t seem wholly convinced, though at that point, it wasn’t clear if she was even bothered with revenge. Almost everyone at Futa Alpha was self-absorbed, to the point that they only really learned something after several repetitions, especially if it conflicted with their own beliefs. Heather wasn’t quite that obstinate. Still stubborn, but more charmingly so.

“You know what, let’s do it,” Heather said and climbed to her feet, briefly shaking in place, before her powerful core engaged fully, “But I think you should take them.”

“Huh? Why me?” Megan had kind of hoped that maybe Heather would take the... pink vial? Or was it green? Whichever one Eliza said made dicks grow. If her cock could take all that, then what was her pussy capable of under the formula’s effects?

“Because she made me use one already. And she said one of them shrinks people. I don’t wanna risk it.”

“Oh, uh… so you want me to shrink?” Megan asked. Heather was already head and shoulders above her, though being even smaller next to her wasn’t an unattractive idea.

Something in her voice must’ve given that away, because Heather flashed her teeth down at the Hyper, “Might be kind of fun, right? A little peek into the future? When I hit my next growth spurts, you’ll be tiny compared to me anyway.”

“Ooh,” Megan straightened her back, cock flexing hard against the belt. It hadn’t even been thirty minutes, but her balls were full and ready. Thoughts of possible futures raced behind her eyes, but the strongest of them was her hugging Heather’s massive thigh and cupping two balls bigger than both of their heads combined. Beneath them both, however, a fat python of a cock stretched out tens of feet across the floor, ready to gobble up anyone. Even the Amazon beside it.

“Come on,” Heather said and grabbed her hand, guiding her upstairs.

Megan didn’t know what to expect, standing before Heather’s door. Everyone else went between rooms, rarely spending more than a couple nights a week in their own. There were just three exceptions. Megan was one, mostly because her size made people feel weird when fucking her. Matilda was the second, though that was her own obstinate, haughty nature at work. Third was Heather.

The door swung open unceremoniously and she was pushed in. Megan held her breath, like she was about to meet a celebrity. And wasn’t disappointed. Everything in Heather’s room was sized up. Her bed, desk, wardrobe, even the curtain polls were that much larger. Although… it looked too big for the towering futa. Did she buy it for the future growth spurts?

“Matilda’s idea,” Heather said, “Figured it’d ‘make me want to grow’.”

“Does it?” Megan said, walking to the bed, which required her to do a little hop just to sit on.

Heather shrugged, “I guess it’ll be cool when I grow and this stuff looks normal.” She sat down beside Megan, her far more substantial weight pulling the much smaller futa in. The Hyper squeaked when her cheek smacked a large, cushy breast, “Sorry.” Heather chuckled.

“It’s alright. Um… so… how do… are we… what’s next?”

Megan had been with a few others in the sorority. She got urges same as any futa, even if they could only really be tempered by getting railed. Usually from behind. Anything that didn’t make her partners stare at her much bigger dick. But she never found the nerve to ask Heather, who was way too popular to even consider her.

“You drink them.” Heather was deadpan, like that was the most obvious thing.

“Oh, right. I just thought… okay,” Megan pulled out the vials, trying to remember which was which. One was for growth, and the other was more of the stretchy stuff. She picked up the pink one first, “Guess this one first.” She didn’t know which one she hoped for. If it was the growth thing, well, hopefully it didn’t do much. She liked feeling small. She was always too big ‘where it counts’.

She popped the cork and took a sniff, expecting something like cough syrup. It was more like a strawberry bubblegum scent. Did Eliza flavour them? That’s nice of her. Still, Megan held her breath as she tipped it back, throat working hard to swallow the thick concoction. She gasped once the vial was empty, her stomach feeling distinctly fuller, and looked to Heather. A tremor ran through her lower body at the approving smirk she received.

“Should I take this one now, or wait?”

“Let’s wait and see what happens first.”

Oh right… Megan had gotten so eager she hadn’t even told Heather what they were supposed to do. Well, it’d make for a nice surprise, she guessed.

“In that case, uh, could you set up a camera? No point if we don’t record it, yeah? To show that mean ole’ Eliza.”

“Sure,” Heather said, setting her phone on her desk, aimed at them. It was on the selfie camera, allowing them both to see each other. Megan squeezed her thighs around her nuts, drinking in the sight of her much smaller frame next to Heather.

It wasn’t just height and muscle that overshadowed Megan. Her Hyperism spread further than her cock, ‘gifting’ her with breasts the size of her head and a butt that worked like a counterweight to her junk. Even those looked average with Heather around. Despite not quite reaching Amazon status, she definitely had the figure of one, with breasts nearly double the size of basketballs and hips that told only the truth; that Heather was a bombshell of a futa.

“Does it get annoying?”

“Hmm?”

Megan jumped at the response. She thought she was only thinking that.

“What? Being tall?”

“Um… kinda? I mean, everyone treating you differently because of it?”

Heather looked up, tilting her head side to side, as if to shake up some memories, “Sort of. Not really. Never really thought about it,” she mulled over the question as Megan felt a strange heat building, “I don’t hate it or anything, but I guess everyone trying to make me grow more is a pain. Makes me wish I was closer to six-five or something. That way people wouldn’t assume I’m just a late-blooming Amazon. Although, the way some people look at me really turns me on.”

So blunt. Wait, was she looking at Megan when she said that last part? Oh god, she was. Did Heather like it when someone looked at her in obvious want? No, in something more. Just about all of campus talked about Amy, the growing Amazon that sometimes wasn’t one, and the fact she’d worked with Yuri Vasiliev. They all but worshipped her. Megan was no different really, but she at least had the good sense to know when someone else deserved it.

“What do you mean?” Megan asked, breathless. It was way too warm in there, but that might’ve been Heather’s body heat. She must be feeling it too, given how flushed her face looked.

“Well, I mean, it’s like… I dunno.”

That might’ve been too much. Retrospection wasn’t the strongest point of any Futa Alpha member. Heather probably wasn’t even fully aware of her feelings, just that she liked something.

“Like this?” Megan asked and began running her fingers across the muscular futa’s arm, head tilted back to look up at her, “Do you like it when someone looks up at you like you’re the biggest thing around?”

“Kinda?” Heather breathed.

Megan leaned into her harder, breathing in her scent. It was mired in cum, but mixed with a different muskiness. She idly pulled at her hoody, finding it stifling, as she placed a kiss on Heather’s bicep, all while still gazing at her. That seemed to be the trick, as Heather opened her legs, letting her cock swell freely. Megan let go of her top, relocating to the rising tumescence. Her fingers didn’t meet, despite it only be semi-erect. Heather gasped as she squeezed and pulled it up.

“Do you like feeling bigger than others?” Megan asked, nestling closer, exasperating just how drastic the difference between them was.

“Yeah.” No hesitation that time.

“I like it too.”

Heather snorted, “You like being bigger than people? Not very lucky with genetics, are ya?”

“No,” Megan grinned and rested her cheek against a breast, knowing it was much bigger than her head, “I like you being bigger. Especially bigger than me.”

“I don’t think anyone’s bigger than you,” Heather said, a massive paw coming up and over to feel Megan’s crotch. Despite what she’d said, it didn’t look like she minded that Megan had several inches on her in that department. She might’ve liked it even.

“There are plenty bigger than me, but I’m not worried about them,” Megan turned her face, tracing her lips along Heather’s boob, tasting the potent saltiness of her sweat and cum, “I only care about you right now.”

“Wow, didn’t you think you had this in you,” Heather said, breathing deeper now as Megan panted against a stiff nipple, pointed right at her lips, as if asking to be suckled.

“Had what?” Megan asked, making sure to puff for each word so it tickled the nub, “The ability to worship you?”

“Worship?”

“I’ve wanted to do this for so long, Heather. I love how much bigger you are than me. Even if you aren’t big enough to take me - yet - I still adore your height. Your muscles. Your boobs and butt. Your cock.”

Holy shit, where was this all coming from? Megan kept her confusion off her face as she focused on the nipple, capturing it between her lips and sucking hard, making Heather gasp. It was an adorably sweet sound, despite her usually husky tone. She wanted to hear more of it. Or for Heather to see what hers sounded like.

She groaned deep as Heather moved up over her bulging hoody. The belt creaked as it tried holding her shaft down, struggling for dear life. She must be really hard then. It wasn’t uncommon for Hypers to get a little bigger under extreme arousal. And fucking hell was she turned on. Being this close to Heather, breathing in her raw scent, tasting her tit, feeling her cock swelling up in her hand, all while Heather touched her dick too was a dream come true. Yet she knew it had much more potential.

“Wow, I knew you were huge, but this is crazy,” Heather said.

“You don’t have to pay it any attention,” Megan murmured, “It’s okay.”

“No, no,” Heather quickly assured her, reaching under the top and squeezing her naked shaft, “It’s just… huh, it got bigger.”

“What?” Megan frowned.

“There it is again,” Heather said. They separated, with the taller futa taking Megan’s hoody off. Both inhaled sharply, with Megan uttering a ‘holy shit’ under her breath. The belt dug in deep around her member, the loops stretching out as it strained to contain her. Then, before their eyes, it snapped and her shaft fell forward. It’d been easy to ignore when it was covered and her attention was fully on Heather, but now she was forced to look at a minimum of three-feet of girl-dick. And growing.

“What’s happening?” Megan asked, as if Heather knew anything more than she did.

“You’re growing,” Heather said dryly, staring at the growing mast that had long since left Megan’s knees behind. 

Megan resisted laughing at her. Maybe Heather wasn’t the best conversationalist, but she was blunt and honest, refreshing in a house of snobby futanari, and it was a comfort right there. They just watched for a moment longer, in which time Megan gained half a foot more.

“Hey, give me the other one.”

“Why?”

“That one made you grow. So maybe it’ll work for me too.”

“I guess.” Megan handed it over, not thinking as she watched her dick swell toward four-feet. Where was she even getting all that blood from? Her heart was pounding in her ears, though it wasn’t in fear or desperation.

Heather popped the cork and threw it back without pause. The second Megan heard her gulp, she realised something; that was supposed to be elasticising. She watched Heather grimace and toss the vial aside, then lean back, breasts pouring over her ribs, eyes still fixated on the Hyper’s growth. This was the futa’s second dose in the day. What would happen because of that? Maybe she’d be stretchy enough for Megan to fit inside, even with all this growth?

Though that seemed less and less likely as Megan rapidly approached five whole feet. It was almost the same length as she was tall, and even thicker than that. And she still wasn’t as fat as Eliza’s.

“Man, you’re getting so huge,” Heather said, a different tone in her voice now.

Megan looked to her, not expecting to see any difference. To her surprise, Heather was smaller. No wait, the pink was definitely the growth formula, so Megan must be growing. Her erection flagged slightly at the thought. It’d be a novel experience at least, though far from her ideal. Where would it end? Maybe she’d grow enough to actually fit this room?

But then… nothing else looked smaller. The bed still stretched out like a pool around her, its sheets big enough that she could easily get lost in them. If not for her cock anyway. That made everything look downright tiny as it raced past her own height, encroaching on Heather’s 6’10’’. It looked crazy at 2 feet and completely insane at its current enormity. At 7 feet, even if she could stretch her whole body alongside it, she wouldn’t reach the ends. Technically, she’d be bigger than Amy in terms of person-to-cock ratio.

Her member lurched at the thought. Great, now Megan had even more to unpack once she could think straight. Which she definitely couldn’t do when Heather’s head barely rested on her shoulder.

“Why’s mine taking so long?” Heather whined, voice higher pitched than normal. Weird. Megan didn’t think her getting taller would make someone’s voice change like that. Then again, she’d never been so tall before. She must’ve been close to eight-feet given Heather’s placement.

“I guess it’s different for everyone,” Megan said, expecting her voice to be deeper. It wasn’t. She sounded perfectly normal. 

Heather pouted, but found something to occupy herself. That being Megan’s cock, still stretching further and further away, its girth finally a match for Eliza’s. Soft thighs framed it on either side, a stark juxtaposition against its rigidity. Down below, the balls churned mere inches over the floor, hanging past her feet now.

“Matilda’s gonna have a fit when she sees you like this.”

“Probably. But I don’t care what she thinks,” Megan said, shocking herself. Maybe her voice wasn’t changing as she grew, but her confidence certainly had. Heather chuckled, the vibrations delightful against Megan’s arm.

“I like this new you, Megan.”

“You do?” It came out as a squeak, shock completely devastating any ego she had.

Heather nodded, leaning over - much more than before - to pet the base of Megan’s monolithic shaft, “The whole shy thing is cool too, but you’re a Hyper. You should be pinning people under your dick, not whimpering away from them.”

“I don’t do it on purpose,” Megan said, hanging her head. It was always like this. People just didn’t get why she wasn’t loud and boisterous like most Hypers. It was all over social media, how futanari like her would go around, fucking everyone that was legal and leaving a baby-boom in their wake. Grossly exaggerated. Megan had been on some Hyper forums when her puberty kicked in fully, no one there was boasting about their sexuality. Well, they were, just not as extreme as Hyper influencers made it seem. Only one had actually gone on a rampage, but that was about NNN and their partners were out of town.

None of them helped Megan much, beyond helping accept that this was going to happen. They were all tops. They always fucked their partners, not the other way around. Even when they outgrew someone’s body, they were still in charge.

“I never said it was a bad thing,” Heather said, her strokes getting stronger, even as her hands covered less and less, “It’s kinda hot. You’re so huge, but I feel like I could totally dominate you without even trying.”

Megan moaned, peering down over her abundant chest at the nearly-Amazon. She was so small by comparison, not even up to Megan’s sternum. Before long, she’d have to stand up just to look her in the eye. Almost as tall as Futa Era had been.

Oh no…

Megan looked around with renewed lucidity. The room hadn’t changed at all, everything still looked completely oversized. The only difference was her cock and Heather. Unlike the others Megan saw, her housemate’s proportions were crooked. In that her curves and member hadn’t lost much of their size compared to her height.

“Heather, uh, I think you’re shrinking.”

“Huh? Don’t be stupid. Your thing made you grow. Mine’s just taking a little longer.”

“I don’t think so.”

“It’s just because of your cock,” Heather said and slapped the hunk of Hyper-meat, “This thing must be close to twenty feet by now, right? I don’t think I could even get my arms around it.”

If only. Megan gasped at her own wayward thought, and one that made her dick jerk up high. It stood perpendicular to Megan and Heather, both gawking as it stretched toward the ceiling. A powerful pulse pushed it that last bit higher, tip grazing the roof. Megan gasped and quivered, a dollop of pre-cum oozing out her tip. But there was no way her body could maintain that angle.

When it fell, the weight was finally too much and carried her off the bed. Heather came with her, yelling at first, then she was suddenly quiet. The fall wasn’t far, the pair mercifully spared by Megan’s balls. She pushed herself up, twinges of electric pleasure darting through her body as she did. Once righted, Megan looked down and found herself perched on her testicles. And Heather was… where?

She looked around, weight shifting as she peered over the sides. It was an oddly pleasant sensation, feeling her supple butt and thighs squishing against the mostly turgid cum-tanks. They had just the slightest give to them, though she imagined that would change with time. No sign of Heather though.

Until a mighty wriggling under her cock caught her attention. Megan heaved her shaft up, almost releasing when she felt it grow in her arms, and a wave of clothes slid down her sack. Then Heather appeared, pulling herself free, sucking in deep gulps of air and staring at the behemoth that had nearly smothered her. Megan didn’t know how she’d fallen like that, but wasn’t going to question it. The sight and sensations were incredible, seeing someone that had been so much taller than her now standing on her balls and not even reaching eye-level.

Without a doubt, Heather had shrunk to about 2 feet in height. That didn’t stop her breasts from dominating her torso, or her cock jutting over half a foot from her crotch, both looking even bigger thanks to her diminutive height.

“Holy crap, I knew you’d gotten huge, but this is crazy. I look tiny next to this thing!”

Megan didn’t whether to laugh or groan. It was annoying how Heather didn’t notice how she’d absolutely shrunk - despite Eliza claiming the green vial was for stretching, something Megan would need to talk with her about - but also funny that she just assumed Megan had grown so huge that it made her appear tiny. For the difference to be that huge, the Hyper would’ve grown out of the room. As it was, her tip was closing in on the wall opposite her. At least twelve feet away.

She was almost as big as Amy. Her puny five-foot-three body was utterly dwarfed by it, but that just made it appear even more huge. Megan wriggled her hips, barely moving the behemoth, and groaned deep in her throat at how her pussy rubbed into her balls. Fuck, she wanted someone inside her so badly.

“H-Heather?”

“Yeah?” The futa didn’t turn to look at her, fixated on the still-growing shaft.

“Do you… like me?”

“Yeah. I mean, we barely hang out, but you’re cool.”

“And you’d be fine with me?”

“Yeah?” Heather sounded confused, “Something wrong?”

Megan groaned, both from the grinding of her snatch and the fact Heather wasn’t catching on, “I mean would you do me?!”

“Oh. Oh!” Heather finally got it, “Yeah, of course. Why’d you think I wouldn’t?”

“I don’t know. You’re just so big and everyone’s always fawning over you and stuff.”

“They’re just trying to make me grow. We fuck a bit, then they’re trying to cram protein and calcium down my throat. Matilda probably made ‘em do it.”

“Oh, well, uh… I mean… if you’d be fine with it, I’d love to feed you some of my protein.”

Heather was silent for a moment, then burst into giggles, “That was awful! But no. I’m not really that into taking dick. Although, this is a mighty fine specimen.”

“That’s fine,” Megan said, “I don’t really care for giving dick anyway.” It felt amazing, she knew that now, but she was also happier to be the little spoon in a relationship. To feel strong arms around her, a fat dick between her juicy cheeks and whispers of dominance in her ear was her dream come true. And maybe she’d like to stick her cock in someone from time to time. That definitely wasn’t happening right now. She’d be more likely to swallow Heather than to penetrate her.

“Give me a moment and I’ll be right over, just wanna see how big you really get.”

Oh that was too good a chance, “You’d probably get a better look from the front.”

“Hmm? Yeah, I guess. Good idea, Meg.”

“Meg?” She whispered, face burning hot. She never got to know anyone well enough for a nickname, even a simple one like ‘Meg’. The joy of growing closer to her crush was swiftly stamped out Heather climbed down her enormous testes. She didn’t even reach Megan’s hip anymore.

Watching Heather walk away, cheeks and cock swaying widely, was absurd. She had amazing posture, head held high and shoulders relaxed, yet she couldn’t look over Megan’s cock. It just kept growing too. At that rate, she might just make it to the other side before Heather.

“Where does it end?” Heather chortled, taking longer strides now. But that didn’t amount to much when her legs were so short. She was only halfway down the stretch of girl-dick. Unfortunately, the race ended with Heather’s win, planting herself between the glans and her wall. Megan couldn’t even see her over it.

“When did it get so tall?!”

Megan sighed, then arched her hips at a powerful jolt of pleasure in her penis. Two small pinpricks of delight pressed down on her sensitive tip, roaming across the endless expanse. The skin creaked as several inches were added all at once, startling Heather enough to get a loud squawk from her.

“What was that?” Megan giggled.

“Shut up. It surprised me, okay? Thought it was gonna eat me.”

“It just might.”

Heather chuckled, “That’d be crazy.”

“No, I mean it,” Megan said and pushed her cock down with all her weight, barely getting it low enough to see Heather’s face. And the hands still resting on the head, “I was just at Futa Era. To put it simply, I had over a dozen people in my dick.”

It sounded crazy - and more than a little hot - when she said it aloud. Megan could see it on Heather’s face, a mix of skepticism, curiosity and lust. There was no way she could completely refute the chance, not when she was staring down a cock many times bigger than she currently was. And Heather still believed she hadn’t shrunk. To her, Megan had to somehow be endowed with close to thirty-feet.

Still, it’d take a bit more to convince her to take the plunge. Just about everyone at Futa Alpha were stubborn to the extreme. They only really listened to Matilda, who was far, far from the best example of a leader. Megan supposed she could try turning things into a contest, appeal to Heather’s competitiveness.

“Alright, let’s try it.”

Or maybe…

“Sorry, say that again, please?”

“Look at this thing! It’s like a python or something. I wanna see what it can do.”

Megan couldn’t hold her cock down any longer. It bounced up, nearly uppercutting Heather, and fell down onto her head. The tiny strained under its weight, grunting like she was in an anime, before she had to give in and slide out from underneath. It seemed finished, but Megan couldn’t say for sure. All of this was new to her. For all she knew, it might grow another ten feet.

Another? The Hyper stroked along the base of her member, where it was thinnest. Even there, the smallest veins were still fatter than her fingers. She had no hope of wrapping her arms around it, much less jerking off anymore. Even a full-sized Heather wouldn’t be enough. Unless she started really growing. Assuming this was permanent.

Then what? Could she live like this; permanently attached to a cock more than twice her total mass, with balls that’d always be dragging behind her? Everyone would stare. She’d be so big, someone could walk by and fist her urethra. On accident. If it got big enough, she could walk around with people sliding in and out of her balls.

“Whoa, hey, someone’s excited!” Heather said.

Megan blinked, coming loose of her thoughts as she looked across the log of girl-meat, “Sorry! Got ahead of myself.”

“That’s fine. I’m looking forward to it too,” Heather said, sounding more surprised by her own admission. She cleared her throat, “So, uh, how do we… do this?”

“You just, you know, go in. You do that a lot, right?” Megan teased, earning a solid smack on her cock. Her balls rumbled beneath her, like the sound and feeling just made them hungrier.

“You’re not wrong. But damn, guess growing a giant dick finally broke that shell of yours.” Heather’s hand massaged the part she’d hit, moving in circles, gradually expanding until she was grazing the lip of Megan’s cum-slit.

The Hyper didn’t have a response beyond a little moan. She could feel Heather’s breath on her tip, hands still roaming, unable to reach even close to the shaft. They stayed like that for a moment longer, both delighting in the experience for different reasons, then Heather slid a finger along the opening. A dollop of pre-cum surged out and doused the 2-foot futa, who released an adorable mix between a squawk and a moan. That didn’t slow her fingers from poking inside as they slipped about.

Megan’s balls rumbled under her ass, vibrations rippling through her curves. Another, even fatter glob of dick-juice poured over Heather, now gasping as she struggled to breathe through the gooey layer. It wasn’t the last, not by a long shot. Heather continued teasing. The slightest wriggle was enough to coax similarly huge bursts of pre.

Each eruption seemed to encourage her further, as she pushed her fingers down to the knuckle. As she pulled out, her thumb tucked in, forming a tight cone that easily squelched inside Megan’s cum-hole. The cock jerked forward, pulling Megan with it, to swallow Heather’s forearm, only stopping because of how her elbow curved.

It was so easy. That didn’t stop Megan from feeling every inch of her crush’s hand inside her. It wriggled about, exploring her depths, before retreating. The cock slurped on her in response, refusing to lose a single inch. Heather grunted, bracing her other hand on the head to try and yank it out. Unfortunately for her, there was no grip with all that pre-cum. The second she tried pushing on it, she slipped, head landing right against the slit. Megan howled in shock and delight, hips bucking forth.

She’d thought her growth was over, but clearly it was just waiting for this flawless opportunity. The Hyper dug her heels into her balls, which simply gurgled and swelled, as if preparing to receive Heather. In one motion, with the wetter slurp thus far, Megan devoured Heather’s head, shoulders and torso. It only stopped at her hips because of a certain rigid spear catching on her hole. That didn’t last long. Megan was beyond taking it slow and willed her cock onward.

Heather’s shaft gave into the much larger beast, flattening and entering its greasy maw. The rest came easily enough. Her athletic body meant a wonderfully tight ass and thighs. For her part, Heather didn’t put up any real effort. She struggled in surprise earlier, now her mind was adrift in a sea of impossible sensations, from the deliciously potent stench, to the feeling of slimy walls massaging her entire body. All she could see was pink, gooey flesh and the abyss awaiting. Soon, even that was gone as Megan’s slit closed around her feet.

This was unbelievable. Heather tried parsing everything, but a million thoughts warred for attention, and her attention was quickly overtaken by the slippery tunnel shifting around her, no doubt pulling her deeper. Her own cock scraped along the floor, twitching at the sensation. This felt good. She liked it.

It was the most absurd thing she’d ever done. Heather thought that time she fucked a whole squad of cheerleaders was wild - and the fact she made them go out and perform with fresh creampies soaking their undies - or the first time she sucked her own dick. There was also the time she let someone fist her pussy. Maybe those were crazy back then, now, however, they seemed almost mundane. Couldn’t be helped really. How was anything supposed to measure up to getting her entire body swallowed up by someone’s giant dick?

She got distracted thinking of how she was supposed to top this someday, failing to notice the heat and thick, bubbling noises. It wasn’t until she plunged into a pool of something dense that she realised something; she was in Megan’s balls. And holy shit they were spacious.

Heather pried her arms from the cum and stretched them out, not meeting either wall. Her wingspan was bit wider than she was tall, which meant Megan’s testes were over seven feet across. Why did that make her dick harder? Well, it couldn’t be helped really. She was tit-deep in cum, the level rising gradually as more and more was added to the pool, and it was constantly moving. The ball-slurry was so dense and clung so tightly to her that every wave was like a living fleshlight working her dick.

Not just that, but she felt it against her pussy lips too. And on her anus. Even her nipples were stimulated by it. Heather gathered a handful and brought it up for inspection, straining her eyes to make out anything. There was the faintest glow from outside, shining through the dense walls of Megan’s scrotum and veins. Fuck, they were everywhere. Like a spider’s web, holding her hostage until Megan was ready. When would that be? Probably when her body turned into nothing but cum.

Heather ignored the flush in her loins and squinted at Megan’s cum. It sat heavily in her hands, almost as heavy as some dumbbells she trained with.  When she squeezed, it oozed between her fingers, sticking fast to them like glue. It looked just as dense to her eyes. She was honestly surprised she didn’t see or feel it wriggling against her. The stuff looked even thicker than her jam-packed protein shakes.

And much more appetising.

Heather sniffed the air at the thought and instantly regretted it. Her sexes throbbed powerfully, her abdomen clenched. She thought she was going to cum from that alone. But god! The smell was potent, the sort that made her eyebrows stand up. It didn’t matter if she liked it or not, it was just so strong. And, clearly, her body enjoyed it.

She panted through her mouth, tasting what could’ve been equal to several futanari-exclusive orgies. The glob in her hands was suddenly so very close to her lips. Megan’s balls were hotter than a sauna, sweat beading over Heather’s face and dripping off her chin. It was probably the heat making her think like this. Heather latched onto that excuse, embracing any means of escaping how embarrassingly weak she was in the face of Megan’s congealed musk. Her lips opened wider and her hands tilted up. The glob crawled down from her palms and landed on her outstretched tongue.

Heather’s eyes rolled, watching the walls convulse. The sound of burgeoning cum got louder all around as she slurped up the entire, near-solid clump and held it in her mouth. A sigh escaped, unbidden, and absolutely whorish. Her tongue swirled the jizz around, teeth struggling to break through. When they finally did, she was bombarded with the raw flavour. Deliciously salty and creamy and chewy. It’d be in her gums for days to come.

Longer if she went back for more. Which she did. There were no eyes to judge her. No one to point out how slutty this was. No Matilda to bitch about how she was acting like a ‘girl’. Well, Heather was a futa. She had a pussy too. That meant cravings. Maybe she didn’t want to always be the tall, butch futa that had to be in control 24/7. Well… she mostly wanted that. Doing stuff with her pussy felt strange, like doing a workout wrong.

But this was good too. Being completely helpless in someone’s balls. For all her strength and ability, Heather could do nothing but float in jizz and falter in the face of her own depravity. The second lump of semen clogged her throat, making her breaths come out gargled, before she cleared it with a third. The level was past her shoulders now, though she paid it no mind. This feeling of freedom was intoxicating.

Truthfully though, she didn’t think she’d enjoy this nearly as much if it weren’t Megan’s testicles. Crushes weren’t really a thing in Futa Alpha, at least for the larger futanari. They took who they wanted. They didn’t lust for them. Heather didn’t think much of how often she thought about Megan since she joined. It was typical, of course. A new housemate, one that had official certification of being a Hyper no less, was bound to be interesting. The fact said Hyper was super shy and seemed almost embarrassed of how monster dick turned away a few of the others. But Heather was always watching.

She’d catch a glimpse of Megan in the kitchen some days, her oversized pants strained at the crotch by a juicy semi. Half asleep, she was at her lowest inhibitions, barely thinking as she rubbed her bulge into a drawer, or rested her boobs on the counter. Then were times Heather was fucking someone in the living room and Megan came down for a drink. It happened more often than most would think, always with the same wide-eyed stare. There was usually a not so subtle response from her crotch as well. Each time, Heather wondered if she’d finally join in.

Instead, her face turned bright red and she shuffled away, got her drink and left. Though not before stealing another glance. Heather wasn’t a romantic, nor was she exactly picky about her partners. There was just something about Megan though. What would she like impaled on Heather’s cock? What would her expression be when she came on it? What would her lips feel like when Heather kissed and claimed them? What would her body feel like when they cuddled afterwards, with the aftermath of their mutual climaxes sticking them together?

All those thoughts made Heather squirm in ways she wasn’t used to. She groaned around her latest mouthful, partly at the always intense flavour, and largely at how stupid she was being. Heather was stubborn, she knew that. All her teammates and coaches told her the same thing. The fact she was only now thinking clearly about this stuff was really just moronic on some level. It took her getting totally swallowed by up by Megan’s dick to actually realise one simple thing: she liked Megan.

Ugh! No. She really liked Megan.

Love her? Maybe she did. But they hadn’t spent a lot of time together outside of seeing each other every so often. Today really was the first time they’d had something like a heart-to-heart. Well, when she got out of here, she’d change that. Heather would actually talk to her. Maybe go on a date together? Matilda could suck it. She was nowhere near the biggest futa in the house anymore.

Heather swallowed another clump with a deep moan. Okay, maybe she’d do something other than talk to Megan first. She dug a hand into the jizz sea, finding her rock hard prick and stroked as best she could. As she shoveled more cum into her mouth, Heather pictured taking the Hyper from behind. Every thrust bouncing those glorious tits, jiggling that juicy ass, and shaking that ridiculous dick. Heather would wrap her arms around Megan’s comparatively tiny body, dwarfing it, even as they were both made to feel minuscule in the face of that cock. Just how much would it cum?

Waves of pleasure rolled through Heather’s body as her hips tried thrusting. They couldn’t. Her hand didn’t move either. The only muscles capable of action were internal, pushing ropes of jizz up her shaft to join the much thicker sludge holding her. It’d become much tighter all of a sudden. Heather tried turning her face, only for her nose to be mashed up against a wall. Pressure pushed her right up against it.

Pressed so tight, Heather could make out vague sounds aside from the sloshing of baby-batter. It was mostly just the constant throbbing of Megan’s balls, but that was fine too. It wasn’t unlike when a girl or futa would rest their head on Heather’s chest. They always said the sound of her heart was weirdly comforting after a hard fucking. Well, she hadn’t exactly fucked hard, but it was a comfort nonetheless. And there were other sounds too.

Like Megan’s moaning and the occasional heavy slap of flesh. She didn’t know what was causing that, but she wasn’t concerned either. Still, Heather would like to know what was happening outside.

Megan couldn’t stop herself even if she tried or wanted to. Heather was inside her. Granted, she could barely feel the tiny futa, yet at the same time she was all too aware of her. She felt her with every full-armed stroke of her dick, every twitch of her shaft, even the beating of her heart was a reminder.

She might have jumped the gun though. Trying to jerk off over twelve feet of cock, as a futa that barely came over 5 feet, was an impossible task. She would have given up if she weren’t so incredibly turned on. Infrequent contractions wracked her belly, rivers of pre erupting from her tip. Her arms wrapped around as much of her girth as they could as she rocked to and fro, moving her whole body just to try and feel more. That was where her boobs came in handy.

Folded in half, legs splayed out across her obscene sack, Megan’s tits squished tight around her member. Their softness cradled her tumescence, bouncing in time with her strokes. She drooled over herself, doing her best to lubricate the lewd act of self-pleasure. It took some time, but her motions eventually began making lurid squishy sounds, adding to the building cacophony of pleasure. Then a far more delightful sensation made itself known.

It started as just a random bump against her butt. Megan ignored it, thinking she’d accidentally bucked down into her nuts. Then it happened again, this time hitting her pussy. The Hyper sat up, gasping at how sticky her chest had become, and looked around for the culprit. Did one of the other futanari sneak in to mess with her? 

Then she saw it; the impression of a face in her scrotum. Even obscured and warped by her flesh and veins, she recognised Heather. Especially when a certain ‘something’ poked out just under where her pussy usually sat. Megan licked her lips and returned to her position, grinding her snatch against the distinct bump. Her lust boiled hotter than ever as she rocked to and fro, practically lunging forward, then slamming her ass back down. Her breasts followed suit, clapping mightily against her nuts. 

Pre-cum stopped coming in spurts and just poured constantly. The tide splashed against the wall whenever she stroked forward, cock lifting slightly in her excitement. Her gut clenched up tight, non-existent abs straining to deliver her biggest climax to date. Whenever Megan sank down, she made sure to wriggle her ass against the imprint of Heather. She didn’t know if her current ball-resident could even feel it, but it was really more for Megan anyway.

Before long, she was panting heavily and her testes churned loudly. Megan threw all her weight into jerking off. It was the most exercise she’d had in… well… it felt incredible! The Hyper added her tongue to the mix. She barely covered a fraction of her dick with each lick, but the tiny addition pushed her ever closer. Tightness built in her balls and belly, both ready to finish at last.

“Gonna cum! I’m gonna shoot so much semen everywhere! I’m sorry Heather, I’m gonna ruin you room!”

Based on the sudden humping from inside her balls, she didn’t think Heather minded. Megan hefted her dick as best she could and stroked with everything she had. Translucent pre-cum was replaced by thick streams of off-white tar, landing with heavy splats and only getting louder as the pile grew. The floorboards creaked underneath her. Much longer and they might give out.

Fortunately, Megan bucked just right and speared her pussy on what was probably Heather’s cock. That was the last push. The gurgling in her nuts turned to a rolling boil, the sort that drowned out just about everything else. Save for her hoarse, ecstatic cry.

Semen flooded her urethra. Megan felt it reach that 2 foot point, where she was trained to feel the explosion, but it just kept going. Her viscous ball-brew pushed through foot after foot, adding still more sensation to the maelstrom of pleasure. She grunted hard as she flexed her lower body. Not just her abdomen and kegels, but her legs as well. She dug her thighs and heels into her nuts, as if she were riding a race horse. Every convulsion through her body pushed even more semen up her cum-pipe.

Along with a special something. Megan stared at her cock, unable to see anything, but she felt the distinct, solid mass of Heather’s body. That was all it took. Before her first rope even reached the precipice, Megan’s second eruption punched right into the first, projecting it forth. Her eyes rolled at the violent pleasure. She still vaguely saw the resulting mess.

White went everywhere. Heather’s oak desk became ivory. Her sea-green walls turned into a sea-cucumber’s den. The weights and clothes and other miscellaneous items strewn about the floor were swept up in the flow. Megan was no different, though she was already fairly pale. Normally. With all the effort and lust she put into this, she’d dyed herself a brilliant red, and then got painted in jizz.

She flinched at a particularly loud thud, but it was completely overtaken by the follow-up spurt. Megan collapsed back onto her balls, twitching and moaning through the remainder of her climax.

“Hey! You don’t get to pass out yet!” Heather said, startling Megan awake with a firm slap on her boob.

“Huh?! Uh… Heather? Huh?”

The formerly towering futa stood atop Megan’s still cumming dick, hands on hips and lips pouting like a spoiled brat. It was hard to take Heather seriously when she was covered head to toe, probably inside and out, with the thickest slurry of cum Megan had seen, easily a match for Amy’s climax earlier that day. Her cock stood out like a gooey popsicle. Megan pushed herself up and leaned forward, eyes hooded with pleasure. She opened her mouth, moaning as another fat rope shot forth, tongue extended in an open invitation.

“Fuck, I think I’m drunk on cum or something,” Heather said, even as she wrapped her small, sticky hands in Megan’s hair and lined up her still impressive dick, “Why do you look so big?”

Megan just moaned and flicked her tongue, wanting to taste her cum and Heather’s dick. That seemed enough for the futa, who just rushed forth. Lust overrode all sense. She didn’t even question that her tits butted against Megan’s head with every thrust. Her curves jiggled with every thrust, balls flying forward to smack Megan in the chin with a satisfying, wet smack.

The salty taste of cum filled Megan’s mouth. It was pushed off by her lips, wrapped tight around the shaft, but clung tight to her face. Dense bridges were formed whenever Heather pulled back, only to snap them with an increasingly loud splat against Megan’s mouth. Face filled with cock, her tongue covered in her own seed, and the hottest 2-foot Amazon staring lustfully at her, Megan shuddered as a fresh wave raced up her length to further saturate the room. She may very well flood the whole house.

“You’re so good,” Heather moaned, cock twitching against Megan’s tonsils, “I can’t hold it.”

Megan gargled a moan and reached up to pull Heather in even harder for the next thrust. They had a clear understanding, so Heather abandoned all control, hammering away. Despite her vastly diminished body, she still had a 9-inch monster and Megan wasn’t experienced. They were futanari though. Neither would be denied sexual gratification when they wanted it so bad. Megan relaxed her throat, inhaled through her nose - fighting through the film of cum coating her face from Heather’s crotch - and gagged in delight when every last inch was buried down her gullet. She pushed her tongue out, tasting more of Heather’s body.

“Deep breath,” Heather said as she pulled back, all the cum replaced by Megan’s spit, “I’m not pulling out until I’m done breeding your fucking belly.”

Megan nodded with it still in her mouth and took the deepest breath of her life. Not a second later, Heather was balls-deep in her face, bucking hard against her as the first of several ropes exploded almost directly into the Hyper’s stomach. Its heat flowed outward, inspiring Megan to erupt even more.

Despite her words, Heather pulled out after just a few spurts. Megan wasn’t used to throating a dick for long, running out of air halfway through, but that just meant she got a mouthful of Heather’s semen. It tasted so much like her own, but with a tangier edge to it. Nowhere near as thick, though that made it easy for her tongue to swish it around and discover every layer of flavour. Heather was more than happy to give her more and more to sample.

She pulled all the way out to release the last couple onto Megan’s face.

“You’re still cumming?” Heather asked in disbelief at the ongoing deluge behind her.

“Is that bad?” Megan rasped, still adjusting to the feeling of having her throat excavated.

“Hell no! Just means I can’t stop now. You’ve only cum once, it’d be embarrassing if I didn’t keep going until you finish, yeah?”

“Yeah!” Megan yelped, feeling, for all intents and purposes, that she was a puppy, all but vibrating at how Heather smiled.

“Want me to fuck you properly now?”

Strange that she asked like that. Wasn’t it totally obvious? Any other futa, Heather would’ve bent them over ages ago, right? It had to be something with Megan. What was wrong? The cum? The cock?

Before any insecurity could settle in, Heather put an end to that with a well-timed kiss. It was nothing wrong with Megan.

“You don’t even have to ask,” Megan said.

“Normally, I wouldn’t,” Heather snickered, “But, with you, I wanted to try something different.” She circled around, using Megan’s balls to reach the bed. It’d mostly avoided the mess thanks to Megan’s body taking the brunt of the backsplash. The second Heather’s cock touched her backside, Megan leaned forward and raised her rump, offering herself.

“Why is everything so big? I really must be drunk.”

“Don’t worry about it.” Megan would try explaining it to her later. For now, she was eager to feel Heather inside a different hole. Fortunately, Heather was just as eager and shrugged off her confusion. They moaned in harmony as every inch buried itself inside Megan, the tip kissing her womb. If Heather were full-sized, it’d have barreled straight through.

Something to look forward, Megan thought as it slowly pulled out. It was customary to let someone adjust, but Megan was a Hyper. Her body was naturally designed for excess, both giving and taking. It didn’t take long for Heather to figure that out, clapping against her cheeks with a wonderful ferocity. Megan gasped and moaned and pleaded for more each time.

Even after Heather dumped several loads in and on Megan, they didn’t stop. The Hyper’s orgasm persisted for hours, eventually forcing the door open so it could flood the rest of the house. When it finally did, they still weren’t done. Heather finally got to sample the pleasures of fucking a cock-hole and, as time wore on, the wonders of growing back to full height.

That proved to be a potent aphrodisiac too, with the pair rutting late into the night.

And all of it was recorded for ‘research’ purposes’.

-the next day-

Eliza stared at her own measurements.

“Eighteen inches long, twelve in diameter. That’s a little over thirty-six inches in girth.” It was hardly shocking when she could see the soda bottle dwarfed by her member, but the numbers somehow made it that much more tangible. Like she was truly past the point of simply being well-endowed. Perhaps there were some Hyper genes at play here?

She’d be sure to look into it later. For now, Eliza had a far more interesting development that compelled all her considerable intellect. The footage Megan sent her was very useful, both for its research applications and for other, less work-friendly uses. It seemed the mix up with Shrinkage and the elasticising formula had been for the better. She got to confirm that the stretchiness lasted quite some time, at least in Hypers, and the growth formula had a very unique kink for her to work on. It was meant to provide a temporary growth to the entire body, yet seemed limited to the phallus. Was it a Hyper thing, or something else?

Better still, after reviewing the footage several times - for purely academic reasons - she noticed something about Heather once she’d grown back to normal. It was faint, could easily be a trick of the angle or the poor lighting, but Eliza was certain the nearly Amazonian futa had crested the 7-foot mark. A coincidence? Unlikely when Shrinkage was involved.

Her phone vibrated, stealing her focus. A text from Yuri. Eliza blushed at how her cock jerked at the sight of her name.

I am in town next week. Perhaps we should meet?

Eliza’s heart pounded. Such a short deadline was perfect. She did her best work under that kind of pressure. Still, what should she reply with? A simple ‘yes’? No, that was far too plain. She was talking to Yuri! Dammit, why didn’t she spend more time reading romance novels instead of alchemy in high school? It looked so easy for Amy and Amanda to be all sappy together.

Ah, but Yuri wasn’t that type of person. She valued results. This wasn’t a meeting purely for recreation. Yuri was expecting great things from Eliza.

Any time or place. I’ll be ready.

Excellent. I look forward to seeing you again, Miss Eliza.

The scientist, proud to be rational and logical even in the most erotic of situation, trilled giddily as she got to work. Next week. That’s her deadline. She’d have a working, permanent growth formula ready by then. And if she met with any happy little accidents in the process, then even better. By her hand, Yuri would grow even more.

[bookmark: _GoBack]The only question was; when should it ever stop?
