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CHARACTERS

TIFFANY STILES

A sultry dirty-blonde bombshell of a cheerleader, rapidly closing on her Ph.D. in microbiology. 22.
DR. KENJIRO “KENNY” SHINZABURO

A healthy Japanese-American lab rat.    His Ph.D. in nanotechnology is somewhat irrelevant. He decided to pursue this career long ago and merely added a certificate to his wall in the process. His numerical genius compliments TIFFANY’S creative one. 30.

EXT. GEORGIA TECH CAMPUS COURTYARD
A stunning Georgia spring day. The courtyard is full of subtropical plants bent on fertilizing one another. Students, some equally bent on fertilizing one another, mill around on their lunch break.

One, an athletic blonde, whose presence can be sensed from far off, draws our attention as she leaves the science building and heads toward the street, weaving through the traffic of students headed in the opposite direction, and determinedly bouncing toward her destination.




TIFFANY
(VO – With a mild Southern drawl in her voice)

Georgia Tech. An oxymoron, I know. My life’s full of them. Say what you will about the school or its location. There’re some damn good teachers here. So damn good in fact, I nearly became national news...in the worst way.

INT. GIRL’S LOCKER ROOM

Tiffany is just finishing the knot in her tennis shoes. She’s dressed in gym shorts and a tank top proudly displaying Tech’s colors. 
INT. BASKETBALL COURT

She jogs out into the court meeting the rest of the cheerleading team. Full of giggles, they begin their routine.


TIFFANY


(VO)

Yes. A blonde cheerleader. A blonde cheerleader who’s well on her way to having her Ph. D., thank you very much. Why cheerleading? I do it to remind myself I’m not a nerd.
INT. TIFFANY’S DORM ROOM. NIGHT.
Tearing through the report with her eyes, Tiffany makes a few minor adjustments with her keyboard.



TIFFANY


(VO)

And, in case you’re wondering, I’m single. It’s probably better that way. No, I’m not part of a sorority; it’s probably better that way too. And, no, it’s not because I’m too busy being “Doctor Cheerleader”. I’ll explain in a minute.

INT. GEORGIA TECH BIOLOGY LABS. MORNING.

Tiffany approaches KEN, who’s leaning up against a counter brimming with lab equipment, with her report. She’s bespectacled, with her hair in a bun and wearing a lab coat. Dr. Ken gazes approvingly at her. He loves his job.




KEN


(excitedly)

I don’t even need to look at this! I know you know the material inside and out. Let’s get started!
Days pass in a montage of Tiffany and Dr. Ken working on various experiments together; mixing chemicals, examining microbes, etc.




TIFFANY



(VO)

From Pom-poms to a lab coat. I love my life. My major is microbiology. My teacher, Dr. Shinzaburo (he insists I call him Ken) recently received funding from a major pharmaceutical company to work on cosmetic breast development. They wanted to keep it hush-hush, so he was allowed to pick only one student. Needless to say, my grades owned, and he needed someone with a strong biology background. 
Time rapidly passes in a montage of the doctor’s and Tiffany’s notes and sketches. Most bear the mark of tedious hours spent on them. Some of them have little drawings in the margins like viruses shouting “BOOBS!”; some have food stains, others unfinished and scribbled-out equations.



TIFFANY



(VO)

We decided the best route to go was a viral infection to mutate the cells and cause growth and development. Basically, the symptoms of this infection would be a cup size every two weeks.

INT. GEORGIA TECH BIOLOGY LABS. AFTERNOON.

Tiffany and Ken eating an animated lunch.



KEN

So, you see, theoretically, you could build a virus to modify any body part...including...a man’s genitalia.



TIFFANY


(skeptically)

But, Ken, we’re talking about two completely different endocrine systems.



KEN

I know. But, all these little bugs need is a slightly different map. They need to react to a slightly different hormonal cocktail. In essence, the catalyst could be a sexual hormone. Once hormones stabilize, the viruses would go dormant.



TIFFANY

So, are you suggesting development would only happen when a subject’s aroused?



KEN

(bashfully laughing)

No, that would take way too long. We’d put them on hormone treatment, get them to the point they want, and then give them the vaccine. The initial viruses will be adaptive, essentially testing the waters seeing which hormones flare up and using those as the trigger. Then, as long as those hormones are in the blood…


TIFFANY


(smirking)

…the growth would occur. But only if that hormone stays in the blood. This way, the pharmaceutical company has control and cash flow, and the patient doesn’t go on growing forever. A win-win failsafe.


KEN

And, we’ll be working on both.


TIFFANY

Both?


KEN

The men’s and the women’s version. I sold them on both. I mean, it’s just a matter of creating a generic virus and retrofitting the RNA to “attack” a slightly different body part. We’re creating two different viruses.


(pause)

And they doubled our funding.


TIFFANY

What?!

INT. LABS. NIGHT.

On the counter is pair of beakers in a holster; one pink and one blue. Ken and Tiffany stare at their concoction in frustration.




TIFFANY



(exasperated)

They’re way to aggressive, Ken. The computer came to the same conclusion on both virus simulations. With a small dose of hormone treatment, they go haywire. We need to find that protein string and do a little tweaking.


KEN


(pleading)

Aww, can’t we try it on the rats?



TIFFANY


(amused)

And, what, have them immobile in an hour?



KEN


(chuckling)
They want to see something next Friday. You want to work in the lab this weekend?



TIFFANY

I have…



KEN


(still chuckling)

That wasn’t a question.

INT. LAB. MORNING.

Ken is tapping a syringe of deep purple solution above a sedated, prone rat. Tiffany lumbers in.




TIFFANY



(yawns)

Morning.

(suddenly alert)

 What the hell are you doing?!



KEN

Don’t worry. I got the aggression factor down to half. Now, if we just introduce the hormones into her system low-key, her development should be manageable.



TIFFANY

(ambivalent and seeking the coffee maker)


Whatever. Do you…

Just then, the phone rings.




KEN

(jumping up to answer it)

I have to get this. Would you give the injection?



TIFFANY



(yawning)


Sure.

(she plops down in front of the rat – then her eyes go wide)


Ken!



KEN

(trots up, annoyed, covering the receiver, hissing)


What?




TIFFANY

(producing the empty syringe from underneath her)


I sat on it.




KEN

(even more annoyed)


You what?

(blanching, dropping the receiver)


Oh, my God!

(quickly recovering and saying a quick goodbye to the party on the phone)

Just stay calm. You should be fine. 


TIFFANY

I know, just give me the vaccine.

(pause – Ken grins sheepishly)


Ken? There’s no vaccine? 




KEN

(in pathetic attempt to calm them both)

It’s okay…it’s okay. Just keep your emotions even, and we’ll have an antidote in a few days.



TIFFANY

A few days?!



KEN

Please. You have to stay level-headed. Remember, adrenaline is a hormone too. You don’t want the viruses to see that as the trigger, do you?



TIFFANY

(in a visible effort to calm down)

No. You’re right. No big deal. As long as my hormones stay level, I should be fine, right? Hell, we don’t know if it even works on humans…



KEN

Exactly. Now you just go home, try to stay calm and relaxed, and I’ll hit the synthesizer right now, and we’ll fix you right up.

Tiffany nods her head, still making an effort to keep herself calm. She picks up her stuff, and, frowning, trots out the door. Ken’s mask of calmness evaporates, his expression becoming one of worry.




TIFFANY



(VO)

Yeah. Go home. Relax. He didn’t tell me that syringe had both viruses in it. My life changed forever that day.

INT. TIFFANY’S DORM ROOM. EVENING.

Tiffany sighs and turns off the TV. She throws herself onto the bed and stares up at the ceiling. She presses her eyelids together in an effort to relax, but it’s obvious she’s going stir-crazy. She heaves a long sigh, and this time, forces herself to relax.

INT. TIFFANY’S DORM ROOM. NIGHT.

Tiffany now sleeps peacefully, occasionally fidgeting. A small smile appears on her face, even in her slumber, it looks mischievous. She rolls onto her back, moaning as she does so. On her back, it’s easy to see her nipples pressing forcefully into her nightshirt. They look overlarge for her petit breasts. They begin to get even larger, tenting the fabric. Then, as Tiffany bites her lip, still dreaming her erotic dream, her breasts begin to expand. 
Blowing up like small balloons, her breasts grow larger, filling the nightshirt. After running out of room, meeting the sides of her pajamas, they continue to fill and press into each other. They’re the size of coconuts, impossibly firm. Tiffany lets out a stifled moan, her hips beginning to rock in her unconsciousness. Her nipples are easily double the size of her thumb, long, thick and turgid. As if her melon-sized breasts weren’t distracting enough, a bulge starts to form in her panties. It presses into the silken fabric, tenting it as it does so. It lengthens, and thickens, growing into a long finger, and then escapes, it’s six-inch length popping out of the elastic of her undergarment. She closes he eyes tighter and grunts as the fleshy clit slaps against her flat tummy. It too starts its distending ascension toward her now watermelon-sized breasts. Her massive, heavy breasts bloat further and further, and her cucumber-sized nipples point their dark, crinkly selves at the ceiling. The lengthening shaft emerging from her crotch is now a fully-formed penis, the development of its head happening moments before. It doubles its rate of growth, now becoming erect; her blood rushing to fill the expanding member. Her sleep becomes animated, and her moaning audible as she thrashes and thrusts about. She digs her fingers into her sheets as the now apple-sized head of her clit meets the underbellies of her udders. Her stretching skin becomes almost audible. Her breasts, now the size of beach balls and filling the oversized nightshirt almost to capacity, are capped with dark bumpy areolas and nipples the size of soup cans, bent double from the lack of room. The shaft of her cock continues its rapid expansion, the head erupting from her cleavage and drooling its pre-cum all over her neck. She thrashes about, titfucking herself in her sleep. Her shirt, getting tighter, squeezes her massive globes into her huge member. Her sleep becomes downright fitful, and she’s now screwing her own breasts with full force. Then, just as her clithead, the size of which rivals her own head,  reaches the tip of her nose, the nightshirt gives up and loses it’s sausage-skin grip on her ridiculously large body parts. Just as her body is released, she cumms, shooting streams of cloudy girl juice at her face and headboard, the fluid landing with a splat, gallons spurting from her huge cockhead. At the same time, her breasts tighten, nipples pointing to the sky like missiles readying for launch. They go through a final distension, her skin no longer growing, but obviously filling. Milk sprays at least four feet into the air drenching her and her room. She lets out a shuddering sigh.



TIFFANY



(VO)


It gets much worse.

TO BE CONTINUED. 
Let me know what you think.
byzogiz@yahoo.com
