
        
            
                
            
        

    
HUCOW TRANSFORMATION:

XXX AT THE LAB


By Ava Lear


Copyright © 2021 Ava Lear


All rights reserved


The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.


No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.








CHAPTER 1


"Y
ou shouldn't be doing that," Dr. Richardson snaps. He's not my boss, so I turn away and roll my eyes. "I'm serious, Elena," he tells me. "You were told to stop all research on Project X."


What my company doesn't know can't hurt it, I tell myself. I know I could get in big trouble for what I'm doing, though, so I decide to come back to the lab at night when no one is here to catch me.


"You're right," I say to Dr. Richardson, lying through my teeth. "Thanks for reminding me," I add, hoping he can't hear the sarcasm in my voice.


Dr. Richardson is hot, but he's always been a huge pain in the ass, ever since I started working in the lab three months ago.


I can't tell if he hates the idea of a female lab assistant, or if he's annoyed that I distract him. I see the way he looks at me, after all.


And it's fun to taunt him by wearing my short dresses under my tight, white lab coat. It's not my fault that he can't look away from my toned body.


Biting my lip, I try not to laugh. It's just so funny how easy it is to get under his skin.


I put the vials of serum back in the fridge and walk back to my workstation. The whole time, Dr. Richardson watches me out of the corner of his eye, so I pretend to drop my papers and bend over to pick them up.


Today, my dress is short enough that I'm guessing he can see the curve of my ass. I'm not even wearing panties.


When I straighten up, I look over my shoulder at Dr. Richardson and narrow my eyes. He immediately looks down at his computer screen, acting like he wasn't checking me out.


Messing with him never gets old.


The rest of the day drags on with meetings and boring projects. My boss, Dr. Parker, makes us stay late to inventory lab equipment.


"I think Dr. Richardson should stay," I say loudly, crossing my arms. "Some of us have plans."


"That may be so," Dr. Parker tells me. "But this is an important part of your job." He cocks his head at me, waiting to see if I'll Keep complaining.


Huffing, I turn on my high heel and get to work. It was worth a try, but I'm not going to press my luck.


And it was worth it just to make Dr. Richardson turn red-faced and scowl. I do inventory as fast as I can, not caring if the numbers I write down are accurate.


All I want is to go home and grab some dinner so that I can come back and get my hands on that serum. It's crazy to me that Project X got canceled.


The serum would make like a billion dollars if we got it to market. What woman doesn't want an easy, painless boob job?


I do, and I already have pretty decent-sized breasts. I've always wanted them to be just a little bit bigger. And now I have the perfect shot.


A few more hours in the lab filtering out impurities, and the serum will be ready for me. This time tomorrow, I think, I'll be a whole new me.


And it will be priceless to see Dr. Richardson's face when I walk in with big, bouncing breasts.



CHAPTER 2


F
umbling through the dark, I swipe my key card, go to my workstation, and kick off my heels. The motion sensor finally picks up on my presence, and the lights click on.


I've never been in the lab all by myself, and it's so quiet that it's making me nervous. I can hear myself think for once, which makes me wonder if this is a really bad idea.


Dr. Parker told us all about the side effects of the serum when he announced the cancellation of Project X. But to me, it all sounded so worth it then.


Sure, it would be uncomfortable, I thought as he announced that all work had to stop on the project, but the changes in bust size last forever. And the side effects only last a couple days.


But with my small hand wrapped around a vial of the serum, I'm feeling a little uncertain. Holding the vial up to the light, I stare at the amber colored liquid.


This is what I want, a voice in the back my mind screams.


With a smile, I realize it's true. I'm gonna go for it, so I get to work.


Pulling out my equipment, I run the centrifuge and then use a pipette to extract the purest part of the serum. Then I run it through the filtration process.


None of the steps are difficult; they just take a long time. I listen to music and ignore the numbing boredom of it all.


Switching songs on my computer, I glance down at the clock: It's 2:00 a.m. already. Yawning, I tap my foot impatiently.


But all of a sudden, the machine next to me beeps. It's ready.


With shaking hands, I pull the vial out and take a deep breath. Then, before I can change my mind, I pop off the rubber cap and swallow the liquid down.


It tastes bitter and makes me gag and — 


"What the fuck are you doing?" a deep voice shouts.


The glass vial slips between my fingers and smashes on the floor. Why is my boss here in the middle of the night? And how does he already seem to know why I'm here, despite his question?


"Nn-nothing," I stutter. Then I recover my usual confidence. "I mean, I'm catching up on some stuff. I thought you liked what a go-getter I am?" I retort, arching my eyebrows at Dr. Parker.


Dr. Parker rakes his hand through his salt-and-pepper hair. "Stop lying, Elena," he commands. "Tell me exactly what you've done — it will save me a lot of time if you confess. Otherwise, I'll have to review the security footage."


"What?" I say, my voice coming out squeaky.


"You didn't think that we have cameras that cover every inch of the lab?" my boss asks incredulously. "We monitor everything. And I sure as hell get an alert when someone enters the premises in the middle of the night."


"I..." I start, before trailing off. I don't know what kinds of excuses to make, what lies to tell. It sounds like I'm screwed. All Dr. Parker has to do is watch the security footage, and he'll see what I've done.


But shouldn't we have continued with the project anyway? With my hands on my hips, I look at Dr. Parker defiantly.


"It was dumb to stop my research," I tell him coolly. "We both know how big the serum could be. So I did what I wanted."


What I say cuts through Dr. Parker sleepiness. His eyes widen. "You didn't really take the serum, did you?"


A smile spreads across my face thinking about it, and I nodded confidently.


A low growl fills the room. It's a sound I've never heard the usually patient Dr. Parker make before. "You know what you've done?"


I nod again and cross my arms. "Of course I do. I can handle it, and I'm not sorry."


Dr. Parker stands in stony silence. "Fine," he says finally. "If you can handle it... then the consequences shouldn't be a problem for you."


He is lost in thought for a moment, and then he gives me a dark look. "We'll see how tomorrow goes. It should be... interesting."


I blow out a deep breath I didn't realize I was holding. That's it? I'm getting away with it? I knew I would get my way, but I expected to get in a little more trouble.


I have no idea the trouble is just around the corner.



CHAPTER 3


T
he next morning, I sleep in. I didn't get home from the lab until almost 4:00, so I'm too tired to go to work on time. Plus, Dr. Parker seems willing to let me get away with whatever I want, and I'm going to take advantage of it.


Stretching, I sit up and think about how I don't feel any different. I just have to wait a little longer, I tell myself.


But it's still hard not to be a little disappointed when I look down and see my breasts are the same size as they were last night.


Trying hard to stay optimistic, I put on a shirt that's a little loose up top and I skip wearing a bra. I'm going to be wearing a lab coat, so who cares if I go braless?


Striding into the lab, I see Dr. Richardson and Dr. Parker both leaning over a microscope. They ignore me completely, which makes me throw my bag down loudly.


Dr. Parker says something in a low voice to Dr. Richardson and then he leaves. Once I'm alone with Dr. Richardson, he sneers at me.


"I hear you're in a lot of trouble," he tells me, clearly enjoying himself.


"You heard wrong," I snapped. "It's actually the opposite. I don't think I could get in trouble with Dr. Parker if I tried." I give him smug look and switch on my computer.


But I can't focus at all. It's too hard when all I can think about is how the serum isn't working.


Around lunch, Dr. Richardson sidles up to me. "You didn't actually take the serum, did you? Dr. Parker told me to keep an eye on you and make sure you're okay. But I don't believe it. I think you lied for attention."


I wasn't planning on talking to Dr. Richardson about this at all. But the words fly out of my mouth. "I did take the serum," I seethe.


Then everything catches up with me. "It didn't work, though," I admit, trying to shrug it off. "It would have kicked in by now," I say, starting to get upset.


At the exact same moment, Dr. Richardson's eyes fix on my chest. A smile slowly creeps across his face, and his eyes light up.


Without ever tearing his eyes off my tits, he starts to speak. "I wouldn't be so sure of that," he says ominously.


My hands fly to my breasts instinctively, and then my own eyes follow. I didn't feel anything, so how is any of this possible?


Why is my loose top stretched to the limit? And why is it wet and clinging to my otherwise thin frame?


My surprise isn't lost on my coworker. He smirks at me, and then starts to chuckle. "You look confused, Elena. Do you not remember the side effects? That wetness is your milk — it's just come in, and soon, you're going to be begging for relief."


Ignoring him, I let my hands wander. I don't care that he's watching me grope myself. I'm too caught up in the crazy changes in my body.


And I don't think about the milk, either. All I can do is lick my lips and take my huge, incredible breasts in my hands.


My nipples are so sensitive now that when I reach them, it's like electricity shoots through my body.


But then it happens: A sharp pain makes my mouth drop open into an "O" before I double over.


"Still growing, I see," Dr. Richardson says in a gravelly voice. "Or maybe that's even more milk stretching you to the bursting."


My hands fall away from my breasts, and I feel a flash of shame that I was groping myself in front of my coworker. What's gotten into me?


Mentally, I go through all the side effects: milk, tender breasts, and...extreme sexual arousal. Right on cue, my pussy starts to tingle with need.


All the side effects have hit me at once, and they're far more powerful than I expected. Dr. Richardson walks away smugly, and when he returns, Dr. Parker is by his side.



CHAPTER 4


"W
hat's the matter, Elena?" Dr. Parker asks. His tone makes it clear he's enjoying this far more than I am. "I hope you're not having any trouble — how did you put it last night? — handling it?"


"Umm, no, not at all," I squeak. I can feel the front of my lab coat sticking to the milky wetness running down my chest, but all three of us ignore it.


"That's very good, Elena," Dr. Parker says, smirking widely. "I noticed that the inventory you took yesterday was off. Why don't you do it again?"


He drops a case full of glassware on the lab table in front of me.


"R-right now?" I stammer, blushing bright red. It takes all my self-control not to look down at my breasts. I can still feel them tingling, and I wonder how big they are now.


"Of course, Elena," my boss states. "You're at work, right?"


"Yes, sir," I reply quickly. I'll be damned if I give this asshole the satisfaction of not being able to handle the serum.


Pulling the beakers and pipettes out of the case, I count them as quickly as I can. The tingling sensation if my nipples makes it impossible to concentrate, though. The soft cotton fabric of my shirt is digging into my tits almost painfully by this time. It feels like I'm being squeezed in half.


"E-excuse me," I stammer. "I'll be right back."


I don't wait for an answer. I just spring past the two surprised doctors and go into the lady's room. Ripping open my lab coat, I stare in shock at my swollen chest. My tits are so big it looks like my shirt is about to split in two, and I shrug it off over my head before I'm completely stuck in it.


"Holy shit," I say out loud. I never dreamt my breasts would get this big. But despite being larger than just about any tits I've seen — they look perfect: perky and soft with just the slightest upturn where my dusky nipples stand at attention in the cold air.


A drop of white milk dribbles out of me, and I let out a gasp. Now that my tits are freed from the shirt, the feeling of my milk running out of me is exquisite. A tension I hadn't even noticed drains out of me with each drop, and I swoon from the pleasure of it.


"Okay. Just one hour until my shift ends," I tell myself. Buttoning my lab coat up and throwing my soaking wet shirt into the trash, I stride back out into the lab.


I can feel the eyes of Dr. Parker and Dr. Richardson follow me across the room as I go back to taking inventory. They don't say a word.


But as soon as I start counting again, I forget what number I'm on. All I can think is how good it would feel to be fucked right now. It's like my whole body is screaming for relief. From the milk swelling inside of me, to the arousal pulsing through my core.


"Have you finished?" Dr. Parker asks. His voice cuts through the desire flaring through my brain.


"No, not yet," I stammer.


His eyes are fixed on my breasts, and I follow his gaze to see that my nipples are clearly visible through the wet, white fabric of my lab coat.


My face blushes bright red.


"Elena, Elena," he chides me, shaking his head. "You desperately need to be milked, don't you? You must have used the wrong dose of the serum."


"No! I did it right," I retort, but I can't deny that he's right about needing to be milked.


After a few second's pause, I turn to him.


"Can — can you help me with them?" I ask, blushing ever harder as I gesture toward my aching tits.


By this time, I'm standing there with my thighs clamped together, trying to ignore that every fiber of my being is screaming for relief.


"Right now? At work?" Dr. Parker raises one of his eyebrows. "That's highly inappropriate, Elena."


"P-please," I stammer.


Shaking his head, Dr. Parker gestures toward one of the lab chairs, and I climb in.


"Remove your top," he says brusquely, and I don't hesitate. I do exactly as he says. It doesn't even phase me that Dr. Richardson is clearly leering at me from across the room. I mean, who could blame him?


"Tell me if this hurts," Dr. Parker says, reaching down to run his hand over the underside of one of my massive breasts.


"Oh, fuck," I gasp. Stars explode in front of my eyes when his skin touches mine.


His hand pauses. "Does it hurt?"


"No," I gush. "Please don't stop."


My breasts are hyper-sensitive. I feel like I'm going to cum just from the sensation of his hand roaming over them, but I squeeze my legs together and try not to. I don't think I could handle the shame of orgasming in front of my boss.


"I'll have to squeeze some of the milk out," Dr. Parker says matter-of-factly, before gently pinching my nipples between his rough fingers.


"Shit," I wail as a stream of milk shoots out of me and dribbles down my pendulous breasts to pool in my belly button.


It's the most exquisite pleasure I've ever felt in my life. Even the fact that the two scientists are leering down at me can't change that.


"Dr. Richardson, come manipulate the other breast," Dr. Parker says.


Dr. Richardson doesn't have to be told twice. He races across the lab and grabs a handful of my pale, soft flesh in his hand, making me moan with pleasure. Soon the two of them are working my tits in tandem. Stream after stream of cream runs down my body.


All I can do is throw my head back and cry out from the intensity of it all. My pussy is throbbing with pure need.


Humiliation washes through me as I think what a sight I must be: covered in milk, moaning and squeezing my thighs together so they can't see the wetness running down my legs.


Still, I can't help myself. Turning to Dr. Parker, I hear myself say, "Please, sir. I need to cum."



CHAPTER 5


M
y boss's face splits into a grin as he stares down at me.


"Look at this slut," he says to Dr. Richardson. "She'd do anything for a cock."


Shame rolls through me at his words. But I know it's true. All I can think about is how it would feel to be filled. To have someone fuck me while they milk my swollen tits.


"Isn't that right, you dirty little whore?" Dr. Parker asks, turning back to me.


I nod frantically and open my legs.


"Please," I plead. "Fuck me."


"Why don't you suck my cock first? Then maybe I'll let your little pussy have it," my boss chuckles.


The excitement I feel must show on my face because I hear Dr. Richardson laugh from beside me. Unzipping his pants, Dr. Parker pulls out his cock. It's already rock-hard — and a lot bigger than I'd imagined.


He puts it an inch in front of my face and waits. I don't hesitate. Almost jumping out of the lab chair, I take the member into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the flared head greedily.


"Fuck, she's a good cocksucker, too," Dr. Parker sighs. "I always thought she must be from the way the little slut dresses."


My stomach tightens with humiliation at his words, but I don't stop sucking his cock. I'm past the point of caring what the two men think of me. I just need to come.


Dr. Parker thrusts his hips forward, shoving his fat cock deeper down my throat and drawing a strained moan from me.


My whole body feels like it's on fire with need. Reaching a hand down, I press it against myself. I'm sopping wet.


"God, she's about to finger herself," Dr. Richardson laughs. His hand grabs my wrist and pulls it away from my pussy, and I let out a groan of pure frustration.


"Do you want me to fuck that cunt?" my sleezy coworker asks.


All I can do is nod slightly while Dr. Parker keeps fucking my face.


"That's what I thought," Dr. Richardson chuckles.


I watch out of the corner of my eyes as he takes out his dick. It's even bigger than Dr. Parker's, and I wonder for a second if I can take it. He looks larger than anyone I've slept with before.


I can't even see Dr. Richardson with my boss's cock in my mouth, but I feel his hands spread my thin legs apart and hike up my skirt.


"She's dripping wet," he says to Dr. Parker.


"Of course that slut is," my boss answers. "She probably thinks it's the serum — but we fixed the side-effect of increased libido."


My jaw drops open, and my boss jams himself even deeper into my mouth.


Fixed it? I think. That means — I'm about to be fucked by my boss and coworker, and I don't have any excuse at all.


Dr. Richardson's cock feels like a battering ram as it presses against my pussy. I don't think it would have fit if I wasn't wetter than I'd ever been. But inch by inch, I can feel it slide inside of me, stretching me open.


My massive breasts are completely untouched at this point. And I can feel the pressure of my milk building inside of me, tingling and throbbing.


"Pl — urgh," I moan around Dr. Parker's cock, and he slips out for a second.


"What was that, Elena?" he chuckles. "I couldn't hear you."


"Pl — ease," I squeal shrilly as Dr. Richardson bottoms out inside of me. "Milk my tits, sir."


Tangling one of his hands in my hair, he shoves himself back inside my mouth. The musky taste of him sends a wave of pure need through me.


To my relief, he listens, though. His hands wrap roughly around my breasts, kneading them and making a spurt of warm milk dribble down between the mounds of flesh.


Dr. Richardson takes his cock almost all the way out of me, before slamming back inside.


Pleasure shoots through me. I've never felt so completely satisfied before. The two men settle into a rhythm, fucking my mouth and pussy in time.


Their hands grope my breasts, making my cream squirt out over and over again.


I'm in heaven. My head lolls limply from side to side, and Dr. Parker has to hold it up as he fucks my mouth. The warm, throbbing hardness of his cock is driving me wild. I never got why some women liked giving blowjobs, but now I do.


Dr. Richardson ruts me like his life depends on it, slamming in and out of my tight pussy. Pure bliss is blossoming deep inside of me, pulsing through my limp body in waves.


I can barely stand it, and an animal moan builds deep in my throat.


"Have you ever tasted one of the subject's milk?" I hear a voice say.


Then, without warning, I feel a pair of lips wrap around my tingling nipple.


"Oh, god," I wail as Dr. Richardson sucks on my tit, squeezing it with his hands at the same time.


An impossibly long squirt of milk shoots out of my breasts into his mouth. I can feel every drop of it working its way through me. The relief is unimaginable.


It must have tasted good because he guzzles harder on my tit, draining it with his greedy mouth.


Then, Dr. Parker's cock swells in my mouth. A flood of salty, musky cum spurts across my tongue.


"You're going to swallow it, aren't you, slut?" he growls, unloading inside of me.


I moan my agreement, drinking his load down.


I've never been so turned on and so humiliated at the same time. The depravity of drinking down my boss's cum while Dr. Richardson suckles on my leaking tits is too much for me.


Pure bliss explodes through my core, making my back arch and drawing a scream from my lips.


"The whore is cumming!" Dr. Parker laughs, pulling his cock from my mouth and watching me intently.


It's unlike any orgasm I've ever had — more intense and so much more fulfilling. The pleasure throbs from my pussy all the way to my aching tits. Drops of milk spurt out of me as my core spasms.


Dr. Richardson just keeps fucking me, hard and fast. He doesn't even seem to care that I'm writhing underneath him, basking in the intensity of my pleasure.


"I'm going to fill that tight little pussy up!" he crows, and I feel a flood of wetness inside of me.


It sends my orgasm to new heights. I can't believe my sleezy coworker is blowing his load inside of me.


"Aaaagh," I squeal, digging my nails into his back. Stars dance in front of my eyes as the most intense, humiliating waves of pleasure surge through me.


"I guarantee you that whore is going to expect to be fucked every day from now on," Dr. Parker's voice floats to me from what sounds like a million miles away.


"You don't find sluts like this very often," Dr. Richardson chuckles in agreement. "We just need to make sure it doesn't interfere with our work."


"Agreed," Dr. Parker states firmly. "Speaking of which, Elena?" His voice cracks like a whip across the lab.


"Yes, sir?" I stammer. My eyelids feel like they weigh a ton as I lift them to look at him blearily.


"Get back to work," he snaps. "You told me you could handle your new tits, and I expect you to work harder than ever when we're not taking turns with your tight pussy."


My heart beats faster at his words, and I know better than to disobey.


"Yes, sir!" I squeal, pulling my lab coat closed and my skirt down.
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