Loud knocks echoed into the night as a hooded figure desperately hammered on the door. The door in question was connected to a large, imposing tower made of black rock, the innate magic of the building almost palpable. It was a bit of an eyesore in the otherwise plain, suburban sprawl surrounding it, but those who had the nerve to complain about it soon found their toasters biting them as they tried putting in bread or their blenders hacking up blood of an unknown origin. The knocking on the door was persistent, almost worried, suddenly stopping as the door opened up. In the doorway stood a tall, slender dragon, silky smooth lavender hair reaching down to his waist, a less than enthused expression on his face.

“Do you have any idea what time it is?”

Despite his words, the dragon stepped back to allow the hooded figure entry, the mysterious guest wasting no time in barging into the large entry hall inside.

“I was desperate, I really need your help, Zuzu”

The tall dragon, Zuleth, closed the door behind him, putting his hands on his wide, feminine hips. The pastel green dragon had always had an androgynous charm to him, despite edging close to being 3 meters tall, he still had a very feminine figure and body language. He was stark naked despite the slight chill in the tower, even his dick was slightly androgynous as even though it was long enough to almost reach his knees, it was quite slender and looked very smooth.

“And what exactly do you need my help with in the middle of the night, Dee?

The mysterious figure threw off its cloak, revealing a short, handsome mouse underneath. The mouse, Dean, was also naked underneath his cloak, although that was hardly the first thing you’d notice about him. Ballooning out from the petite man’s midsection was a pregnant belly that looked like he was 9 months pregnant with triplets, although the bumpy texture of the taut gut suggested that he was actually carrying a large quantity of eggs.

“I can’t get them out, I need you to help me”

Zuleth raised an eyebrow, sizing up the gray-ish white mouse who was almost half his size. His expression was otherwise neutral, if slightly pensive, a familiar look on him as he usually didn’t express his emotions outwardly much.

“…Dee I’ve seen you take horses that rivalled my size, definitely double my girth, what exactly is the problem here?”

The small mouse’s desperate expression turned a little irritable, this comment seeming to have brought forth a gripe he had thought of on his way to his friend.

“Well the fucking potion didn’t work correctly, now did it? I thought this was gonna be a smooth, even hot experience, instead I’m stuck here trying to push watermelons out of my dNNNGGG”

Dean doubled over, holding on to his belly for dear life. It looked like he started pissing on the floor, but the clear, slightly goopy liquid could only be birthing fluid. As the small mouse groaned and pissed birthing fluid onto the floor like a thin firehose, Zuleth took the opportunity to bend down to get a look at what was happening. Indeed, hidden underneath the mouse’s belly was his very erect, modestly sized 4-inch cock, his narrow urethra strained as gallons of liquid tried to pass through it all at once. Straightening up again, the seemingly almost bored dragon questioned his friend in his dry voice.

“I assume you remembered to have your asshole teased as you drank the potion?”

Although phrased as a question, the dragon’s tone indicated that he already knew the answer very well. Dean, whose stream had finally died down, stared into the open air trying to think, the gears visibly turning inside his head. Suddenly his eyes shot open, his cheeks turning red as he avoided looking at his friend.

“No, I was kinda…jerking myself off”

Zuleth rolled his eyes, a faint flicker of amusement flashing across the dragon’s face. Dean was the kinda guy who could screw up the steps when making toast and burn down the house, indeed having almost done so back in the student apartment they had rented together back in the day. 

“Right, and now you’ve come crawling to your all-powerful wizard friend to make your cock bigger, is that so?”

Dean visibly struggled as a wave of contractions washed over him, groaning as his body tried to do the equivalent of pushing a tennis ball through a Cheerio.

“Yeah, so like, any minute now would be fantastic please! I don’t know what’s gonna happen first; my stomach exploding or my dick ripping in two, but I’m not exactly keen on finding out!”

A slight smile appeared on the wizard’s face, a dangerous sign if there ever was one. He almost looked like he was curious to find out the answer to the mouse’s hypothetical, but just barely had enough compassion not to say so. The tall dragon sauntered over to his friend until he stood next to him, pretending to look over the situation as if assessing it.

“Well, that’s all fine and good for you, but what’s in it for me? After all you did barge into my home in the middle of the night, interrupting precious research time”

Dean squinted up at the much taller dragon, annoyance welling up in him, but he tried his best to contain it.

"Oh idunno, you could help one of your best friends from bursting like the world's saddest party balloon, isn't that enough?"

Zuleth raised a claw up his chin, looking up in the air as if seriously pondering this. Dean wanted nothing more than to punch the tall nerd in his balls, but figured that wouldn't be conducive to getting the dragon to help him. Another, much stronger wave of contractions hit the poor mouse, the pregnant man's knees buckling as he groaned in pain as his friend finally answered.

"Weeelll...I think I know a solution that might benefit us both, kill two birds with one stone"

Dean tried his hardest to withstand his body's urge to push, but it was like trying to fight against the tides, the mouse crying out as he felt the first egg descending.

"What, you're gonna use me as some kinda guinea pig for one of your experiments?"

He could practically hear the dragon suppressing a grin as the wizard responded in a comically serious tone.

"You know that's a hurtful, pernicious stereotype to the guinea pig community-"

Dean felt his greatest horror realized as he felt something horrifyingly massive push up against the inside of his dainty urethra, the last straw for the distressed mouse.

"WHATEVER! FINE! Give me whatever liquid horror you've got brewing in that lab of yours, just get these fucking eggs out of me!"

That was all Zuleth needed to hear, the dragon being a little mean perhaps, but not downright cruel, his desire to help his friend genuine. He waved his hand in a series of arcane gestures, mumbling words in a language Dean vaguely recognized from their college days. The dragon's hand glowed a faint purple, clearly summoning something as it was being kept outstretched, soon enough a glass vial filled with a yellow-ish beige liquid zoomed into the wizard's grip. He bent down and placed the tip of the vial against his friend's lips.

"Here, drink up, before you actually end up hurting yourself, you dingus"

The sincere tone to the dragon's voice assured Dean that whatever this potion would do, it wouldn't be all that dangerous, and it would certainly end up helping him. Opening his mouth, the weakened mouse allowed his friend to tip the liquid down his gullet, drinking down every drop. Much to the tall wizard's credit, the taste of the potion was very pleasant, a hint of vanilla and creamsicle to the surprisingly thick liquid. Potion-related magic had always been Zuleth's strong suit, which is why Dean could so easily put blind trust in whatever this would do, knowing that whatever effect it had would definitely work. A silence fell over the spacious room as Zuleth vanished away the now empty vial, both of them excited to see what was going to happen. Dean felt a warmth coursing through his body, as if light itself was travelling from the crown of his head to the soles of his feet.

"So, what, am I gonna turn into one big penis now? Or did you do a one-two reversal and my eggs are gonna shrink?"

The dragon's lips curled into a mischievous, lewd smile. Dean had only really seen the dragon get like this when they fooled around, clearly this was something he was quite excited about.

"Oh no, you wanted me to grant you a bigger cock, so that's what I'm giving to you"

Dean was sure there was supposed to be an "as well as" in there, but there was no time to ponder that now, a warm and pleasurable sensation distracting the pregnant mouse. He couldn't see it from his angle, but it was hard to mistake, his dick was definitely getting bigger down there. Looking up at his friend, he noticed that something was off. Suddenly the dragon didn't seem as tall anymore, Dean barely had to crane his neck to look up at him now. Sudden panic struck him as he saw two nubs growing out of his chest, just above his belly. They expanded outwards in a grotesque fashion, slowly growing thicker as well, especially towards the ends. Dean watched on horror-struck as the ends of these new appendages split into five, growing little nubs of their own, which is when it suddenly hit him. They were legs. He turned towards Zuleth once more, almost eye level with the wizard now. He wanted to ask him what was happening but knew he wouldn't get a straight answer from the dragon, although he started to understand what was going on himself.

Dean groaned as his body started swelling and expanding for real, his limbs creaking audibly as their proportions magically swelled. The once petite mouse felt as he was lifted higher and higher off the ground, all the while his cock was pulsing and throbbing in between his legs, his hindlegs that is. His pregnant belly hadn't stayed with his anthro torso, instead migrating down towards what was becoming his feral half. He winced as he felt his feet stretching outwards until they became large paws, befitting a creature of his newfound stature. The growth was finally beginning to slow down, Dean figuring this was the end of it when suddenly he felt a tingling in his chest. His tiny little nipples started swelling, breast tissue forming, bursting out of his formerly flat chest until he had massive, sizable breasts that would look comically large on him if he was still his old size. The now well-over-three-meters mousetaur looked towards Zuleth, seeing the palpable lust burning in the dragon's eyes.

"…what the hell kinda potion is this?!"

Dean tried stepping backwards as he saw the frisky wizard getting closer, but as he was still unused to having four legs, he just wobbled awkwardly. Zuleth was now a fair bit shorter than him, perfect height to smother his face in between the mouse's newly formed breasts, a thought the dragon seemed to consider quite eagerly.

"Oh, it's just a simple "whatever turns me the hell on" potion"

The flummoxed mousetaur was about to give his stupid, horny friend what for when a sudden uncomfortable, but painless, sensation travelled down his massive cock. Twisting around to try and get a view on what was happening, Dean could barely see his massive, throbbing, several-feet-long cock leaking a mix of precum and birthing fluid. He could feel the egg sliding down his shaft, causing a shudder to run down his lengthy spine, finally feeling the egg crowning out his cock before landing on the floor with a dull "thnk". He could feel the second egg already pushing against the root of his cock, his attention being pulled back to his front as he felt another unfamiliar feeling in his nipples. Looking down, he watched as Zuleth was greedily suckling on his left breast, and judging from the strange feeling in his nipple and the white leaking from the dragon's lips, he was currently lactating. Dean let out a great sigh, feeling his cock throb powerfully as the second egg began sliding down its length, resigning himself to the madness.

"Man, my boyfriend is gonna laugh his ass of tomorrow when I tell him about this…"

