The Secret Camp – part 2
“Well, how are the new roommates getting along?” Charles asked in that annoying phony friendly way that people do when they have to pretend to care. Amy was going to reply, when she was struck by an odd thought. Why hadn’t he mentioned the obvious and sudden change in Amy’s physique? She looked at Charles and noticed that he was definitely doing his best to not stare at her chest. Taking a deep breath, Amy puffed her chest up and made a big show of stretching. Charles tried not to look, but it was impossible. His eyes locked on to Amy’s tits as they thrust out towards him. Brynn was staring as well, and once again felt her cock stirring. She wondered what the hell Amy was up to. Charles cleared his throat and forced himself to look away from her chest.

“Ah, Amy, would you mind coming with me to my office? We need to discuss your stay here at the camp,” said Charles, as he regained his composure and smiled like a game show host at the young girl. Brynn just rolled her eyes and stood up to leave the table.

“I’m going back to the cabin, Amy. See you later,” she mumbled sullenly, getting up from the table.
Amy watched as Brynn walked away, leaving her alone with Charles. She looked at him, and caught him just as he looked away from leering at her breasts. He smiled again quickly and stood up.

“After you,” he said. Amy got up and walked out wondering what he needed to talk about in his office that couldn’t be said in the nearly empty dining room. A female staff member was cleaning off a counter at the other side of the room and she made eye contact with Amy for a moment and then looked away. Amy thought she saw a slight frown as the older woman turned back to her task. Charles followed Amy out the door and they walked in silence the short distance across the open field to the office building. The offices were in a large rustic two story cabin. Over the front steps was a wooden sign that simply read “Office”. Amy walked up the stairs and went inside.

Chapter 5

Ed and Arlene were having a meal at their favorite restaurant and enjoying the time alone. Ed was still a little worried about Amy, but he felt that she was in good hands. Arlene had asked a lot of questions, especially about Dr. Opper, but Ed had assured her that everything was fine. He told Arlene that he had hidden his cell phone in Amy’s clothes and that she’d find it and use it if she needed anything. Arlene couldn’t really understand why they weren’t supposed to call Amy but the legalese about confidentiality and medical treatments put her mind at rest. Just knowing that Amy had his cell phone made her feel much better. She smiled at her husband and thought that later that night she’d give him a blowjob like he hadn’t had in a long time. “Cheers honey,” she said as she reached out her wine glass and smiled.




~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Brynn was watching TV, sulking and angry. She kept thinking about Charles and Amy and wondered why he wanted to speak to her alone. When Brynn had arrived at the camp six weeks earlier Charles and Suzanne met with her once and that was it. They had talked about her needing to stay for as long as necessary to determine the long-term effects on her body that the chemicals were having. They read Dr. Opper’s report and talked with Brynn about the possible health concerns they had to watch for.

According to Charles, moodiness was a sign of further developments. Brynn ignored him, knowing that her moodiness was only because she had to stay at the camp or face harsh legal consequences for knowingly violating the contract she signed. She had lied to Amy about her contact with the chemicals being accidental and about something else too. Brynn thought back to when she used the formula…





``````````````````````````````````

It was the end of the work day and Brynn was finishing up in the lab. She was one of the very few college students that were given the responsibility of working with the actual formulas used in the manufacture of the prototypes. Brynn had proven her worth and ability all throughout her internship and was now recording the results of various tests that had been conducted on a new prototype PPC was developing.

The company was desperately trying to produce a viable male enhancement drug. The erectile dysfunction market was enormous, and the stockholders wanted in on the seemingly infinite amount of money to be made from it. The latest prototype was not just to produce a stronger erection, but to actually produce a significantly larger one. Brynn sometimes wondered as she worked on the project just how safe something like this could be, but she figured that the legal department wouldn’t allow the company to market something dangerous.

The prototype she was working on was going to be marketed as a cream for topical application to the penis. Apparently, according to some of the scientists she’d spoken to, the cream contained genetic modifiers that targeted only specific regions of DNA or RNA or something like that. She wasn’t too up on the mechanics of it all, but that was what she was told it would do.

Entering the data in to the computer, she looked at one of the graphs that represented the projected average results for the latest batch. This new formulation showed a dramatic improvement over the earlier versions. The graph showed an average projected growth of 1.47 inches in length and .59 inches in girth. Brynn stared at the figures a moment. If this was accurate, it could make a lifelong dream of hers come true. Damn the risks, she decided. Brynn made up her mind that she was going to take some of the cream home and use it…





``````````````````````````````````````

When her parents were told that their baby was healthy they were thrilled of course, but the look on the doctor’s face gave them pause for concern. The doctor then gently explained to them that their baby was intersexed, or a hermaphrodite. The baby had both male and female genitalia, although the male genitals were much less developed. It was decided that they would let Brian/Brynn grow up a little before deciding which gender would be best for him/her. The decision was made at two years of age that little Brian/Brynn would be raised as Brynn. The doctors felt that Brynn’s male genitals were so underdeveloped that it would be best to just leave them as they were. There was no visible scrotum and the penis itself was not much more in appearance than an overdeveloped clitoris. So it was decided, and Brynn grew up a happy and healthy female. 

It wasn’t until she was 14 that she first got some suspicions about her unusual genitalia. She’d been experiencing strange sensations in her clitoris. Sometimes it would stiffen and get long and stand out from her body. It felt weird but good. Brynn knew from reading books and seeing things on the internet that girls had clits and they didn’t do what hers did. After a few months of confusion she finally got up the nerve and asked her mother about it. Finding out that she was a hermaphrodite was a shock, but it at last cleared up the strange things that were happening to her. Now she knew why her breasts were so small, and why she hadn’t even started menstruating like all her friends. She now knew what she was, but it bothered her greatly and she withdrew socially, feeling like a freak. 

It took a long time for her to start to feel comfortable with herself. Not until college did she really feel good about her body; although she never dated and had never had sex with anyone. She poured her energy into her studies and got a full scholarship in biochemical engineering to the university. Then she got the internship at PPC. 

All this led to her decision to bring home some of the cream and apply it to her little penis. She looked at it every day. It was less than an inch long when flaccid and only about two when she got a rare erection. Brynn took the jar of cream into the bathroom and gingerly applied a sparse amount to her penis. She rubbed it in along the shaft and it went on silkily. The cream absorbed very quickly so she applied a little more. For the next four days, Brynn applied a little each day. She didn’t know how much to use as there were no instructions for use. The little jar soon was empty and all there was left to do was see what would happen…




````````````````````````````````````````````````````````````

Amy and Charles were in his office. He sat at his desk and looked at some papers.

“Amy, you look different today. Did you do something to your hair?” he asked with a smirk. Amy blushed and looked down at her chest.

“Ok, sorry, that was uncalled for. I see that the effects of the formula you drank have begun.”

“Begun?” asked Amy, startled. “You mean this isn’t finished?” she said as she gestured with her hands to her voluminous breasts. 

“Well, not if Dr. Opper’s calculations are accurate. His papers indicate that the formula has the potential to work for several weeks after use.”

“This can’t be happening,” she moaned, burying her head in her hands. Her breasts had already grown so much. She couldn’t believe that they might still get even bigger. Charles picked up his phone and spoke into it.

“Susanne, could you come to the office, please? Thanks.” He put the phone back down and sat quietly, watching Amy. A few moments later Susanne walked in and sat down next to Amy. Susanne was wearing a nurse’s uniform, which accented her lean, tall frame. Her long brown hair was put up in a professional looking bun.
“Hi Amy, how are you today?” Susanne looked at Amy appraisingly.
“Good, I guess,” Amy replied. 

“So Charles”, Susanne said, “what’s the prognosis for our new guest?” 

“Good question, Sue, good question. It seems like she’s ingested an enormous quantity of the breast prototype. My guess is that she’s about a double F cup right now? What do you think?” he asked. 
“Hmm,” Susanne answered,” that seems like a good guess, but we really need to take accurate measurements for our records. Susanne walked around behind Amy’s chair. “Amy, I’d like you to come with me to our medical lab. We need to record some data on your development.”  She then went to a door on the other side of the office. There were stairs going down and Susanne started to go down them. She turned back and looked at Amy. “Come on”, she said with an encouraging smile. Amy stood up and looked at Charles. He gave her a little nod, and she followed Susanne down the stairs. The staircase was wide and well lit, and with every step, Amy could feel the new weight of her massive breasts as they shook. Amy had to take the steps gingerly as the shaking caused her a little discomfort. She glanced at her chest, marveling at how amazingly large they had grown.

At the bottom of the stairway was a large modern looking medical facility. A long counter of stainless steel lined one wall. On it were several complicated looking devices and an array of medical supplies and instruments. There was an examination table in the middle of the room and banks of machinery beyond that. It looked very much like a well equipped hospital operating theatre. Seated at a desk opposite the door was a familiar figure.
“Doctor Opper?” asked Amy, surprised to see him here. He turned away from something he was writing and looked up at her with a smile.

“Ah! Amy. It’s so good to see you again. I was just going over some reports about you and your condition. I see that you’ve been experiencing some enlargement of the mammary glands.” He stood and walked towards Amy. “I came up from the facility to see how you are doing,” he continued, eyeing her physique carefully. 
Susanne said, “Doctor, I brought her in for an exam. I thought we should take measurements and blood samples for our records.” 

“Yes, of course, Susanne. Now is a perfect time to begin observing the metamorphic changes she is experiencing. Amy, if you would please sit on the table and remove your shirt. I will leave the room while Susanne examines you thoroughly.” He looked at Amy and his gentle eyes and soothing voice helped put her at ease. She was a little nervous about being examined, but she was also very curious about the changes her body was going through. Dr. Opper smiled at her once more, and went up the stairs to the other office. Susanne closed the door and turned to Amy.
“Ok, Amy, let me take a look at what’s been going on with you. Just so you know, I am a registered nurse, and I’ve been dealing with situations like this for a few years now.” Amy sat on the table and began taking her sweatshirt off. It wasn’t easy at first, for her breasts were stretching the fabric so much that the sweatshirt was very tight. As she pulled at the bottom, her breasts were pulled up with the fabric. They were squeezed together until with a forceful tug, she got the shirt over the bottoms of her weighty orbs. They slapped down against her flat belly with a loud fleshy clap and wobbled and rippled for a moment as Amy pulled the sweatshirt over her head. Susanne looked on, eyes wide. Even with her experience at the camp she was unprepared for the absolute vastness of Amy’s breasts. Pulling herself together, she carried on.

“First, I’m going to take some measurements Amy, ok?” she asked. Amy nodded, staring distractedly at her boobs. They hung heavily and the enlarged nipples were brushing against her thighs. Susanne took a tape measure from the counter and stood besides Amy. Reaching around and under Amy’s bust she worked the tape and read the dimension around Amy's ribcage. Then she measured around Amy's breasts and calculated her size. 

“Amy, looks like you measure 32’GG’ at the moment.” Amy was dumbfounded. She knew they were huge but going from an ‘A’ cup to ‘GG’ was astonishing.

“Double G?” she asked in shock. “Are you sure?”

“As best as I can tell, yes,” replied Susanne, as she wrote the data in a log book. “Just a few more simple tests, Amy, and we’ll be done for today.” Susanne took a blood sample kit and put a pair of latex gloves on. She took two vials of blood from Amy, gave her a cursory overall inspection and pronounced her fine. Amy put her sweatshirt on again.
“Good. We’re done, Amy. What I’d like to do is see you again for the next few days to monitor any further growth or any other changes. Do you have any questions?”

“Yes”, Amy said, “I do. Am I going to keep growing?”  She looked at Susanne nervously.

“I think Doctor Opper would be able to answer that better than I.” Susanne went to an intercom on the wall. “Doctor, would you come back in and answer some questions Amy has?” she asked.
“Be right there”, came the reply. In a few moments the door opened and Dr. Opper went over to Amy. “Yes? What can I tell you, my dear?”

“Am I going to keep growing?” she asked. Dr. Opper chuckled gently and patted her shoulder.

“Not indefinitely, child, but maybe for a few more days or a week. That’s why we need to keep you here – so we can monitor your changes and make sure you get any care you may need. Now, don’t worry. Once development has stabilized, we can proscribe a course of action that is acceptable to you, and your parents. Go back to your cabin, and try to relax and enjoy yourself.” 
“Ok, thanks Doctor Opper,” she said. Turning to Susanne, she continued, “I’ll see you tomorrow, I guess.” She got up and headed back to her cabin. When she was out of the room, Susanne and Dr. Opper reviewed the examination data. 

“Doctor, I can’t believe the degree of expansion she’s experienced so far.”

“Quite remarkable, isn’t it?” he answered. “She did ingest about one hundred doses of that formula. It looks like it works, but we’ll have to keep an eye on her for any unusual side-effects. However, if this formula is viable, we stand to be rich. Very, very rich!” They both smiled as they thought about it.





````````````````````````````````````

That evening, Amy and Brynn were looking at the clothes that had been dropped off at the door to their cabin. When the doorbell had rung, Brynn answered it, but by the time she got there whoever had rung it was gone. There was just a large package sitting on the stoop, with Amy’s name neatly written on it. They had opened it and found inside several t-shirts, sweatshirts, blouses, and bras, all sized for Amy’s new figure.  For the next hour, Amy tried them all on and modeled each garment for Brynn’s obvious enjoyment.
“Put the black bra back on for a minute,” Brynn requested, as she reclined on the couch. Amy was wearing a sturdy white bra which was underwired and had huge cups. It was functional but not very pretty. The black one was sexier.
“Ok, hang on,” said Amy as she fumbled with the fat band full of hooks in the back. Finally, she got them all undone and the bra sprung off her chest. As she bent to pick up the black bra, her breasts dangled pendulously and swayed slowly back and forth. Brynn couldn’t stop staring. Watching Amy trying on the various bras and shirts was getting her very excited, and she felt her penis growing erect just from looking at Amy’s tits. Amy hadn’t noticed, but there was a growing bulge snaking down the left leg of Brynn’s sweats. Brynn adjusted her hardening cock, moving it so that it pointed up to her belly. The head of it was just peeking over the waistband of her sweatpants. Amy was putting the black bra on again and struggling to get her boobs contained within the voluminous cups. Even as large as they were, her tits were billowing up and over the tops of the cups. Her breasts squished together in the middle of her cleavage, and Amy was amazed at the feeling of all that soft flesh pushing against itself.
She leaned forward, letting her tits hang down to seat themselves better in the bra. Brynn let out a moan as she saw this and her left hand began lightly rubbing against her now fully erect cock. Amy looked up at the sound and smiled as she saw what Brynn was doing.
“Hey!” she exclaimed with a laugh. Standing upright Amy thrust her bosom out and shook it gently in front of Brynn’s smiling face. “See something you like?” she teased. Brynn responded by reaching up and delicately tracing the satin fabric that ensconced Amy's tits. 
“Ooh, that feels nice”, Amy cooed. Her breasts had gotten substantially more sensitive with their growth, and the feel of Brynn’s fingers tracing across her nipples was more exciting than she could believe. “That feels wonderful, Brynn!”

“Goddamn they’re sexy”, Brynn said in awe. She was rubbing and squeezing Amy’s boobs with one hand while she stroked her cock with the other. From time to time, her hand would drift down below her balls and tenderly trace the outer lips of her wet pussy. Suddenly Amy noticed this.

“You have a pussy?” she asked in surprise. When she fooled around with Brynn the first time, she’d been so enthralled by her boobs and the sight of her first real cock that she hadn’t really looked closely at Brynn’s privates. Now she could she that there was a pussy hiding under those two very large balls.
“Uh huh,” Brynn moaned, as she continued to play with herself. “I have both. I was born this way, but this wasn’t so big,” she grabbed her long cock and waggled it for emphasis. “I owe this big thing to PPC and their fucked up minds,” Brynn explained, continuing to stare at Amy’s gigantic breasts.

“So are you a boy or a girl or what?” asked Amy. She was amazed at the fact that Brynn had a cock and a pussy. It was like some of those hentai drawings she liked to look at come to life.

Brynn stopped stroking her cock for a moment and sat up. She looked at Amy and said “Ok, I guess I should tell you all about me. I was born as what most commonly is called a hermaphrodite.” She continued to tell Amy her whole story, and how she came to be at the camp. Brynn told Amy about the struggles she had growing up as she did and the confusion that infused her life. She explained how the drugs she’d used from PPC had affected her body, making her penis grow longer and thicker, and how her previously undeveloped testes had suddenly developed with a vengeance.

Amy stared at Brynn’s cock and balls, loving the way they looked. She was fascinated by the fact that Brynn had a pussy too. She wanted to see it and touch it. Then suddenly Amy was struck by how completely horny and uninhibited she’d been since she went through her changes from the formula. She wondered if that was the same for Brynn.

“Brynn, did you get more, you know, horny, since you used the growth drug?” she asked quietly. Brynn looked up at her, one hand still idly playing with her wet pussy.
“Shit yes!” she replied, “before I used the stuff I was almost never horny. My body just didn’t produce the hormones. But now, I can’t stop thinking about sex – or touching myself whenever I can.” Brynn told Amy about her time at the camp and how for the first six weeks that she was there, she was alone. She spent most of her time masturbating and while this confession caused Amy to blush, it also turned her on immensely. 

“Could you do that for me?” Amy asked sweetly as she kneeled down on the floor inches away from Brynn’s engorged penis. Brynn nodded and tenderly touched Amy’s cheek with her fingers.

“Of course – I’d love to let you watch.”




************************************************

“Susanne, come here. She’s doing it again!” yelled Charles. He was sitting in his office, watching a bank of monitors that were mounted in the wall opposite his large desk. Pressing a button, he brought the video up on the biggest monitor which was in the middle of five smaller ones. Susanne sauntered in from the other room and sat on the couch near the doorway. Looking across the office to Charles’ desk and the wall beyond, she saw that “Subject 9” was stroking her long cock as “Subject 10” kneeled before her.
“Not a day goes by, Charles, that she doesn’t jerk that big dick off,” Susanne said as she stared. She licked her lips subconsciously as she watched. Charles just smiled and leaned back in his chair to enjoy the view.




**************************************************

Brynn was stroking her throbbing dick with both hands. Her eyes were shut and her head was tilted back as she reveled in the pleasurable sensations. Amy kneeled in front of her, eyes wide and lips slightly parted. Her right hand had drifted down to her moist little cunt and her other hand was tweaking her stiff nipples. Brynn thrust her cock forward a bit, and Amy could see a small trickle of clear fluid pooling for a moment at the tip before running down the rigid shaft. As it ran down, Brynn’s hands rubbed it against her hot flesh, turning the clear fluid into a frothy white coating that slicked the length of her fat cock.
Amy was very aroused and her pussy was getting deliciously wet. Her nipples had swollen and stretched to over an inch long. Her tits were resting on her lap and the bobbled as she fondled them. Leaning closer to watch Brynn’s giant erection, she felt the weight of one heavy breast press against her pubic mound. It felt so good, she thought, as she took her hands and put more pressure on her tit. It pressed further against her pussy, but the sensation was deadened a bit by her clothes. She unbuttoned her jeans and lay on her back to shimmy them off. When she was flat on her back, her breasts rolled slowly from her chest, almost in slow motion. Even though they were incredibly large, they maintained a surprising degree of firmness. Even so, their sheer mass was too much and they wobbled across her chest and spilled over to either side of her body, each one resting on the floor. 

Once Amy successfully removed her jeans and the pretty pale blue panties underneath, she got back to her knees and settled her breasts in her lap. Brynn opened her eyes and saw that Amy had removed her pants. Groaning in pleasure and lust, her hands began moving up and down even faster. She was breathing heavily and bucking her hips to the rhythm of her stroking. Pre-cum was flowing freely from the gaping pee-hole, dribbling down the veiny thickness of her cockshaft and wetting her oversized balls. Her pussy had started juicing as well and Amy could smell the erotic scent as it covered Brynn’s inner thighs and ass cheeks.
Amy needed little effort to take the nipple of one tit and press it against her wet pussy. When the sensitive flesh of her nipple met her clit, her body shuddered in a powerful and unexpected orgasm. She fell over on her side, lost in the sensations as the orgasm racked her body. Brynn watched as Amy's huge tits lolled back and forth and the sight of those twin mountains of soft white flesh sent her over the edge.
Brynn's cock filled with blood and was a deep purple color as it throbbed and pulsed in her hands. Her swollen balls had drawn up tightly into a hard sack as her orgasm approached and her hips were involuntarily thrusting as if she were fucking some invisible pussy. Suddenly her cum erupted in a long white rope, arching in a solid line from the tip of her fat cock. The spurt flew in a strand several feet through the air and landed on Amy, splattering against her skin audibly. Another spurt shot from the purple tip and then another and another. Cum rained down on Amy, on the floor, and on Brynn. After twenty seconds of continuous ejaculating, Brynn's cock finally subsided and a steady flow of cum trickled out and slowly stopped. Brynn was spent, collapsing in the chair and breathing deeply as she basked in the afterglow of the most intense orgasm she’d ever had. Amy, on the other hand, was writhing in pleasure, rubbing the copious showering from Brynn all over her breasts and belly. Cum was running down her sides and off her tits in little rivulets and she loved it. Nothing in her wildest dreams could have prepared her for the sensation of all the hot wet cum bathing her. As she lay there covered in Brynn's cum, she wondered where these feelings and intense love of sex had suddenly come from. It was almost as if the larger her breasts became, the more her libido did too. Rubbing the sweet sticky cum into her tits, she thought that nothing could be better. Smiling up at Brynn, she took one heavy breast and brought the nipple to her mouth. Sucking on her own nipple, she could taste Brynn's jism and she slowly and sexily made a show of running her tongue around the nipple as Brynn looked on with a big grin.



**********************************************

“Damn!” said Charles. He was staring at the monitor, almost in shock. Susanne was watching wide-eyed and silent. She had been transfixed at the images of the two girls and suddenly noticed that her hand was pressing and rubbing her pants over her pussy. Charles had an erection and was discretely rubbing it through his clothes as well.

“That was something, huh Charles,” Susanne asked as she finally pulled herself together and stood up. “I’m going to make a report to send off to Opper. He’ll be interested to chart the apparent progression we’re seeing.”

“Yes, I think that’s a good idea. I can’t believe how quickly her breasts have gotten this big, and it doesn’t seem like they’ve reached their limit,” Charles replied as he tried not to cum in his pants. Even though he worked closely with Susanne with their research, he felt uncomfortable showing his arousal while she was there. He was supposed to be emotionally detached from their work and getting an erection over two of them was not something he wanted her to know about. “Please email a copy to me of the report you send him. I hope that we aren’t going to have another situation like the one with Subject Three.”

Susanne looked over to him and frowned. Subject Three was a particular sore point for her. “Charles, Three was my fault, and I still can’t forgive myself for what happened. But there’s no way, no way, that I’ll ever have that happen to one of our subjects again.” She turned from Charles and went out of the office to go prepare her report for Dr. Opper. Charles watched her leave and turned his attention back to the monitor. Thoughts of Subject Three filled his head and he took a bottle from his desk and poured a glass of scotch. Drinking deeply, he tried to forget.

