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Walter Norban belongs to his player.
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The Interview, by DragonMasterX.

Morning was ticking away slowly for Mary-Ann Phane. She shifted uncomfortably on the waiting room seat she had been asked to remain at until she was called up. The dragoness hadn’t worn a skirt since she was a little girl and her hips were certainly wide enough to make hiding her toned thighs an ordeal.
She was a young high-school senior on her way to starting college next year. Breaking out of her home-bound shell needed money she couldn’t easily get her claws on. Very few part-time jobs generated enough income to allow her the financial relief she wanted, so Mary was hoping to be the one to get the job at IdealU. The way she figured it, the largest pharmaceutical in the big city had to pay out in ways a country bumpkin like her could not imagine. She had to nail the interview.
Mary had little experience in the work force, having spent only a couple summers helping around a relative’s restaurant both as a waitress and a cashier. What she had learned there however, was that appearances mattered and customers each had their own tastes. She had been told the CEO and president of the company was leading the interviews for the position of secretary, and Mary had found out that the very same man was a fan of well-endowed women.
A simple white half-buttoned up shirt clad Mary’s well-endowed chest. Puberty had seen it fit for Mary to bloom out in contrast to her athletic build, granting her a hefty pair of headlights. The shirt snugly contained the mounds with just enough exposure to flash a deep canyon of cleavage. Passer-by employees stealing glances at her rack put a smile to Mary’s little reptilian lips. Her weapons of mass distraction were a big advantage. Few things about her were small.
Saying that Mary was anything less than statuesque was grounds for having one’s eyes checked. Even while sitting down, people within the average human adult size range barely came up to her voluminous chest. She measured not an inch over 10ft. tall which was pretty big even for a dragon, especially when she was barely scraping 20 years old. Even giraffes a whole foot taller than her were impressed.
Confident as she was, Mary wasn’t a fan of her outfit. She was trying to look as attractive as possible with the modicum of professional appearance expected in a company such as IdealU. But she couldn’t deny the fact she would rather be wearing her preferred jean shorts and tank top. She wondered if she could negotiate work uniforms with her potential new boss. The thought made her realize how little she knew about him.

With a frustrated sigh, Mary leaned back in her chair, taking her phone out to review information while she waited. “Mr. Norman… no, Mr. Norban… Walter Norban.” The dragoness repeated the CEO’s name over and over to make sure she wouldn’t make any mistake down the line. Without interest in politics or economy, Mary only knew what she did about IdealU from online advertisements. Other than the rumors she’d heard from her friends, Mary realized she knew very little about her potential employer. She pressed the upper rim of her phone up to her chin while wistfully directing her ponderous gaze to the ceiling.

“I wonder what Mr. Norban is like…?” It occurred to her to do a quick Google search.
----------------------

“Hello, investors. Walter Norban, here!” a deep, powerful voice relayed through the speakers of a high definition monitor commanded its listeners’ attention.

“Let’s cut to the chase,” the CEO rapidly spoke, “My PR advisors tell me the last commercial our marketing advisor personally directed and aired online has recently garnered negative attention over the lack of tact towards the audience. That’s why the fellow has been fired. And then immediately rehired and promoted to creative director. Now, you might be asking yourselves why. IdealU is not the type of billion dollar company that can be liked by everybody, it’s in its nature to invite conflict. Bad publicity is still publicity, and all that, right? Like my grandmother used to say: We are stirring a pot, gentlemen, and spills are inevitable when making delicious stew. And Gary? He’s intent on making sure we want to lick that pot clean. You, me, our customers, even Joy in accounting, and let me tell you that woman is not a fan of soup.”
A raspy voice seemed to come from the investors’ side. “Mr. Norban, need I remind you we still have not been able to sweep the ethical allegations made last month under the rug? The potential of scandal is…”
“Pennywise, let me stop you there,” Walter intercepted, “IdealU is not unethical and the public polls agree in 93.2% of the cases. The boys at the legal office say there’s nothing to worry about, and I trusted one of ‘em with my convertible during that bender in Jersey two years ago. Three days and a half just testing what the hard limits of blood alcohol really are. And they say you can’t science while drunk! My point is, Pennywise, we’re beyond old the discussion of ethics vs. nature. Y’know why I established IdealU? Just like I told my dear mother when she doubted me getting this far with a company, I was intent on telling Mother Nature: “Suggestion - Noted.””

There was a solemn pause among those present. Everyone in the meeting room was intently staring at the display with the CEO on it. “The dawn of this new century hinges on dreams and hopes. The people are tired of making the most with what they got. They’re tired of hearing aphorisms and dashing off to chase insipid dreams only to see life isn’t a Hollywood blockbuster. Dreams are hard to chase because they’re out of reach. And most of that has to do with confidence! Confidence makes or breaks ideas, and I’ve seen what people can accomplish once you give that confidence a little push. And what is that little push? At IdealU, we have that little push. And big pushes, we sell those too! Cosmetic pharmacology evolved beyond the simple question of “should we do this?” Because we totally should. There is no reason to stick with a lousy hand, and absolutely no reason not to keep yelling: “hit me” until the dealer has to go to another casino for more decks. “Don’t like the color of your skin/fur/scales/chitin/membrane?” I give you the post-modern Picasso: You. “Too many freckles? Not enough freckles?” Boom, Freckle City. “Are those boobs too small? Too big?” Bam, mountains to miseries and vice-versa. Goodbye doubts and welcome preferred traits, adjustments, and not a single one achieved through costly surgeries. And people love the different color options for the administration vials! Lime green is my personal favorite.”

“Am I playing God?” Walter continued, “Mother Nature wouldn’t have put me on this planet if she hadn’t been expecting some competition. Ideals are possible for all, and you certainly deserve them too,” the CEO said, quoting his slogan: “We make sure they get to all who need them. That’s why people side with us, and not with tabloid writers.”

“Sir…” a meek voice came from one of the directors this time, “Uh, rousing speech as always, sir. I’m afraid to cut it short like this but…We were also meant to discuss the new formula samples submitted for your personal review.”

“Was that today?” Walter’s voice replied incredulously, “Bah, fire my secretary! Hold that thought, I’m still looking for a new one. As I always say: The importance of scheduling. Of which I have none right now! My brothers would chortle at this lack of disorganization, chortle I say! But no matter,” The CEO took a deep breath, assuring the meeting: “No excuses, gentlemen! Put a pin on this. I will have you all apprised of my insights first thing tomorrow. Second thing tomorrow! Breakfast comes first. So says the dietician. And I’m currently ignoring their orders.”

“Sir…” 

“Are we done? My oatmeal’s getting cold and I still have no secretary to bring it to me. They just don’t seem to last, but damn are the women in this city lookers. Anyway, good meeting gentlemen; Walter Norban, signing out!”

With that, the display went offline, and the directive board seemed to have been left equal parts confused and motivated alongside the company’s investors. They had one eccentric president. And yet his genius was the reason the company held a monopoly on the cosmetic market.
---------------

“Phane… Mary-Ann?” Mary’s pointy blue ears flickered at the sound of her name. The dragoness stood up, rising to her immense 10ft. height which shocked the receptionist calling for her at the door far in. “Oh dear…” the male sheep adjusted his glasses, holding his itinerary tightly to his chest as Mary drew close. “Puh-please come in,” he held his shaky hand out at the open doorway.

Spaces in companies such as IdealU contemplated diversity in proportions. As such, even an amazon like Mary was able to step through without needing to duck. It was actually refreshing to her, but soon she realized people of her stature were probably not as common. The sheep continued to fidget even as he guided Mary in. It was almost a 100% size difference between the two, after all!

“Is he really gonna be the one interviewing me?” Mary asked, trying to break the ice with the sheep. She thought she was supposed to be the nervous one, but she felt strangely calm considering the situation.

“The president is a very busy man,” the receptionist asserted, turning back to expect to talk eye-to-eye in order to deliver the appropriate amount of impact. Of course, he only managed to practically meet with the dragoness’ hips instead.

The sheep tried looking up only to see that massive shelf extending out of the young dragoness’ chest making it nearly impossible to get a look at her face, let alone her eyes. He cleared his throat and continued advancing through the hallways. “His responsibilities transcend mere executive duties. He is the heart of IdealU. His ideas and designs keep the company’s vision on the right path, and as such he spends time away as part of R&D as much as he does in his office.”
Mary patiently listened to the sheep’s passionate remarks, but her eyes were on the opulent hallway which seemed to grow ever shinier the more they advanced. From paintings with titles she couldn’t even pronounce to marble busts with impressive detail, Mary was finally starting to feel out of her depth. She wanted the job, though.
“…which is why he’s in need of a competent secretary,” the sheep finished, stopping in front of an immense pair of double doors towering above even the dragoness. The receptionist put his arms behind him, his fidgety expression finally replaced with one of demure chill. It actually unsettled Mary. “I’ll be frank, Ms. Phane. Your curriculum isn’t impressive. You’re far too young, and by extension too inexperienced for this position. If it was up to me, we wouldn’t have wasted your time sitting you down at the waiting room.”

A frown decorated Mary’s expression. She wasn’t taking kindly to the sudden series of slams. Balling her right claw into a fist, she calmly rested her knuckles on her angled up hips. Her icy glare was wordlessly telling the sheep to hurry it up.

“…however!” the receptionist seemed much chipper all of a sudden. “The president insists our applicants for this particular position aren’t to be filtered. You are about to be in the presence of grandness, understood? Please take care of how you behave yourself!”

“Thanks, I guess,” Mary tried to relax. She was having a difficult time whether she was being advised or made fun of. Finally, she saw her guide push the doors open with a bit of a grunt. He then gave her room to move ahead.
“The president is waiting, Ms. Phane,” the sheep said, checking his itinerary one last time before standing a little more rigidly than usual.

Mary was briefly mesmerized by the light filtering out of the spacious office that lay before her. She was surprised by the lack of furniture in the room other than one massive, rich mahogany desk at its center. Crystal walls stretching no less than twenty feet high made the penthouse look like a sky chamber.

The dragoness needed only a cursory glance after taking her first steps in to realize she could see almost the entire city from this place. She knew she’d taken a few elevators up, but she had never realized this building was so huge!
With a firm thud, Mary heard the doors behind her close once she had walked under the first in a series of beautiful chandeliers arranged in a circle. Coupled with the exquisite tapestry of the floor and ceiling, the incredible office looked fit to host a high-society banquet. Despite her size, Mary was starting to feel like she was an ant about to meet an elephant for the first time since coming out of its anthill. Her boldness seemed to be leaving her.
And yet through debilitated nerve, willpower forced her legs forwards. She had her eyes set on that velvety desk chair currently giving its back to her. To pump herself up, Mary tried to remember all the moves she had practiced. Instead of the sensuous sauntering she had worked so hard on for the occasion, however, she stepped forward with the grace of a robot. “Why do I feel so stiff…? Damn. It’s just a rich dude. I’ve had them around the restaurant before… once…” she thought to herself, glad the chair hadn’t turned around yet; first impressions.
“Welcome!” a deep voice boomed from behind the chair. Mary froze on the spot. She tried her hardest to look appealing, but all she could muster was a straightened up pose with her claws held together in front of her. She tried pushing her arms together in order to help prominently stick her chest out.
The chair spun not once, not twice, but four times before a pair of expensive shoes slammed down onto the desk, stopping the adjustable furniture in its tracks. Sitting on that elevating executive chair was the president of IdealU, the revolutionary goblin himself: Walter Norban. 

Mary had seen pictures of the CEO before, which was how she instantly recognized those masculine vestiges. She had read that he was a successful young man at only 24. Yet the mature looks were unmistakable: Walter directed his attention from behind dark red eyes of piercing caliber. His facial hair was groomed into a well-trimmed beard that framed his handsome, rugged features. He kept his black hair short and even, not a single misshapen bang over his cranium. It was almost too easy to miss the sight of his ears, just as green and pointy as the usual goblin’s, but not as pronounced in size.
“You’re super tall!” Walter broke the ice as he bounced an empty bowl and spoon off his lap and onto his hand. Mary’s nose could pick up a faint scent of oatmeal off the air. The goblin had lean in slightly to the side to pop the bowl onto the table.  “I like that in a woman!”  He beamed, holding his arms out. “Why don’t you take a seat, darling? All the chairs are adjustable. Anywhere’s fine if you don’t like ‘em. Desk, floor, walls, -Your resume doesn’t specify the kind of dragon you are-, or heck, remain on your feet if you want! My third older brother’s an on-their-feet person. Love the little guy!”
Mary silently contemplated her well-dressed yet highly casual potential employer. He was nothing like the goblins she knew. He only had to be missing a few inches from 5ft. tall, which was quite the height for a species known for being compact. As a result, he hardly needed the boost from his chair to reach the desk meant for a typical humanoid. And that was only the start.
Walter Norban was built like a muscular short stack of a tank. Clad in his black business suit and a lovely salmon shirt underneath, he exuded a professional aura unmatched by his relaxed, exuberant personality. The fabric was strained over his thick body. Mary could see the outline of his massive biceps pushing against the sleeves of his jacket. The muscles in his upper body swelled out even while he wasn’t flexing; the sole act of stretching his arms behind his head was enough to make his pectorals define themselves through the chest of his attire.
To avoid getting caught staring, the young dragoness took a seat in front of the burly goblin. She was shocked to say the least. The fact she had seen pictures before didn’t matter now; meeting Walter in person had really hit home just what a visual contrast he was!
“Silent type, eh? Can’t blame you. Lots of chatting around here,” Walter continued, not at all intimidated by a person over twice his size towering over him; unlike the receptionist from before. “Seems like there’s a meeting every day now! For every little thing you can imagine, too! Personal appearances are overrated. Why assemble when a group message would cover it all, right? Well! We can’t always do what we want, even when we’re at the top, haha! Millions and millions riding on image alone, and all that.”

Mary offered a quite smile at first, but as she listened to that booming voice speak she started getting taken in by the charm of Walter’s dismissive nature. She began to think he may not be like the snobbish types of rich people she was used to. “Being a CEO sounds even tougher than I thought!” she said, “I figured you could do whatever you wanted, Walter.”
“Hah! Wouldn’t that be a treat, dear…?” the goblin slapped his armrest with a chuckle. Quickly looking over the papers at his desk, Walter returned his gaze to the applicant, “…Mary-Ann, yes? Pretty name for a pretty lady!”

With a little smirk, Mary began to relax against her chair. Having jobbed as a waitress for a couple of seasons, she was already used to being flirted with by older guys. She started to feel like she was back in her element. “I like my name, but I like Mary even better. Keeps it short and sweet, right?” she offered a wink and smile.

Walter grinned. “Of course, Mary! I thought I might be looking into hiring a mute back there, but you’re a pretty relaxed gal, huh? This is only a formality,” he shrugged, “But since I bugged HR to let me conduct the interview for this position, the boys there told me I gotta ask you a few questions and then write down your answers. Bureaucracy isn’t my thing! But it’s important. That’s why I need a secretary. Also, because sometimes I skip breakfast. Can’t skip breakfast! Most important meal of the day. My nutritionist will kill me if she finds out this is the first bowl of oatmeal I eat in two weeks. Anyway! You don’t mind moving into the questionnaire, right?”
Mary nodded, crossing one leg over another to shift her seating. Walter reached forwards for his papers, catching the switch just in time to get a good view of that top-heavy reptile’s muscular thighs being shown for the brief instant her skirt fluttered. “You don’t mind me asking some questions too, right?” the dragoness smiled. Walter thought this was going to be a fun interview.

“Shoot whenever you like,” the goblin relaxed back on his chair and Mary’s vantage allowed her a good view of Walter’s legs. She had been so mesmerized by his muscle bound form and loud voice that she had hardly paid visual attention to the strikingly large bulge running down the CEO’s left pants leg. With the thickness of his lower body, if one wasn’t paying close attention the bloat of Walter’s left leg could go by unnoticed; the seamstress in charge of fitting the president had to be a master at their craft.
Mary could no longer ignore the man’s groin. A considerable amount of mass was tugging the black fabric of those custom-fitted pants on both sides down to only a few inches above Walter’s knees. She bit her lips as she imagined what the goblin’s genitals might look like. Were they green like the rest of him? A crimson red like most men? Or perhaps another color? She couldn’t stop staring. 

Fortunately for her, the goblin’s voice tore through her clouded mind as he asked: “So, you’re pretty young, Mary. You’re starting college soon, aren’t you? I’m prepared to offer…” Walter took a small pause to press his fingertips together, “…flexibility. I know what it’s like being so busy you need five hands to juggle it all. I need to note that for my next trait-inducer, by the way. Multi-limbs! For when your spouse complains they aren’t an octopus! It just means you aren’t trying hard enough, haha!” he cleared his throat and continued, “That said, even if we adapt your work hours to your academic schedule, I do need my potential secretary to be available to be reached and work my schedule out. It’s ever evolving, like its own species!”
“And how much of your schedule is focused on working out, mm?” Mary immediately asked, leaning forwards with her elbows resting at the edge of the CEO’s desk. Her arms pushed together, practically making her enormous breasts pop out. “Your future secretary needs to know!”

Walter closed his eyes while letting out a little laugh. He found himself amused by the direction this was taking already, and he didn’t mind one bit. He demonstratively flexed his arms, the swell of his biceps and triceps made evident by the sound of stretching fabric. Mary seemed awestruck and sat up with her tail rising behind her slowly.

The goblin was the reason his company was so successful, for more than one reason. As his very own and first test subject, drawing out the potential of his own body had turned himself into the apex male of a species notable for being lanky and mostly weak. His success had fed his ego, but nothing was as delicious as holding the attention of a sexy lady. “You look like the athletic type, Mary. There’s hardly time for me to hit up the gym nowadays. Sorry to disappoint, but all of this you see is IdealU!” he laughed, “Not that I’d be opposed to show you exactly how much I can bench. But you’d probably beat my record.”
“I’m strong, yeah!” the dragoness excitedly nodded, throwing an arm up to curl it, holding a claw over her swelling biceps. “I’d love to spot for ya if you’re gonna be working out too!” She wasn’t butch by any measure, but had toned muscle owed to strict routines. Walter’s eyebrows rose together at the display. “Like what you see?” Mary offered a wink.
The goblin was impressed more than by just the muscle. In a way, Mary was a contrast just as he was. He met a lot of people every day, and their shapes and sizes could vary especially when his job was helping people achieve their favorite shape and size. And yet he had never seen a young woman so naturally polarizing!

The dragoness was tall and she was incredibly well endowed for her age. However, her defined musculature at no point clashed with the feminine aesthetic. In fact, the muscular limbs and narrow waist just seemed to enhance those breasts that seemed too big for her frame. She was a treat, and Walter was starting to grow hungry for a bite.
“Very much so,” the goblin honestly responded to her playful tease, his eyes so far away from his questionnaire sheet he might as well be trying to spontaneously combust Mary’s clothes with his gaze.

With a thumb under her chin and index and middle fingers gently pushing the side of her right cheek, Mary arched her commissure into coquettish smile. Her navy-blue eyes scanned that buff shorty’s tightly packed body one more time and she decided that beefcake had to be hers. Mary was feeling confident about it, too.
For once in their conversation, the energetic goblin seemed to have been at a loss for words. The dragoness thought the CEO had been reeled in by the hook of her particular brand of charm. She was ready to lay it on thick before she was taken by surprise when Walter jumped off his seat and onto the office desk. All of a sudden, they were seeing each other eye to eye.

With his thumbs hooked into his belt, Walter walked over to the edge of his desk and flashed a handsome grin at his sensual interviewee. His eyes were half-lidded, and Mary was almost hurt by the light reflecting off his perfect teeth. She could truly see how beefy he was and she actually had to lean back and straighten up against her chair when he began to invade her personal space.

The goblin’s Herculean muscles defined their presence in the same way as his concealed genitals did: by marking and tenting fabric to its limits. Whenever Walter breathed in, it seemed like his wardrobe doubled as a second skin for a moment before it loosened up after he breathed out. He seemed like he was about to explode out of his clothes. For a guy half her size, he was massive.

“What do you think, Mary?” asked Walter as he brought his arms up to unbutton his jacket cuffs. The CEO watched with glee as that cocky dragoness’s eyes began to shake and jump from wrist to wrist, completely taken in by every minute move he executed. Sleeves loosened, he unbuttoned his jacket next and just discarded it to the side. His white tie soon followed, and with Mary’s attention secured, he popped the second and third buttons from the top of his shirt to tease his viewer with smooth, lime-colored pectorals. Finally, he returned a thumb under his belt and let his other arm hang limp while smirking. “Like what you see?”
Biting her lips down, the dragoness realized just how much authority a simple question could carry. She could feel heat gathering in her loins; the sound of his deep voice was enough to make her shiver. With her claws practically sunk onto the chair’s armrests, Mary propped herself up and in one swift move seized her potential employer’s shirt collar, pulling him off his feet to seal their mouths shut with a kiss.
And just like that, Walter closed his eyes and praised himself for having chosen the high ground. The first thing he felt was Mary’s powerful grip yank him around like an oversized toy. He knew he’d need to steam press this shirt later, if not outright patch up a few claw holes. Immediately afterwards, he could sense her chest pancaking against his sturdy front, able to feel the softness of her impressive rack taking over most of his torso. The size difference made those knockers absolutely gigantic to the shorter goblin.
With his feet dangling in mid-air, Walter couldn’t remember the last time he had kissed a dragon. Her reptilian lips were small, located at the lower end of her long snout. Mary wasn’t wasting time either, already opening her maw to prod the tip of her tongue against his lips as if knocking on a door she could easily ram herself through. The goblin acquiesced with equal eagerness, gently opening his mouth before instantly being shocked.
The goblin’s eyes bulged out as the dragoness’ tongue slithered in like an unending, slimy tendril that moved in to take up all of the space in his mouth in just a few seconds. The serpentine-like organ writhed as it overwhelmed his tongue, minuscule by comparison. Sliding the prehensile, slick muscle around, she was making Walter run out of breath quickly. He had to regulate his breathing through his nostrils to even stand a chance to fight the settling light-headedness, but eventually managed to put up a fight.

With the way Mary’s eyes were closed as they kissed, Walter could see just how committed she was to their exchange. Try as he might, his tongue felt like a peasant trying to conquer a leviathan. Mary’s just writhed and coiled around his tongue many times before he could even think of clicking it. The CEO was overcome by the dragoness’ fiery passion, wondering just how else she would be able to put this amazing tongue to use.
Walter was starting to get into it; he hardly had the chance to feel overwhelmed, and certainly not even by larger women. He decided to literally put his hands to work and brought them up to boldly cup his fingers around as much underboob as he could. With a strong grip, he squeezed, eliciting a moan from Mary which finally allowed them to breathe properly again. “I don’t mind following a lady’s lead,” Walter huffed a little, snickering at the large breasted girl, “But you’re coming on too strong, don’t you think?”

“Says the guy manhandling my boobs!” Mary countered with a giggle, glancing down at Walter eagerly fondle her. She was glad she hadn’t let go of him!
“I never said I minded it,” he shrugged, really sinking his fingers up against Mary’s contained rack. “But I got the smaller lungs. Blame the respiratory system,” he paused, looked straight down at the dragoness’ cleavage, and then glanced back up at her, “Very nice, big tits, Ms. Phane. I like that in my applicants.”
“So I heard!” Mary didn’t even pretend, she was just happy to have the studmuffin’s attention all to herself. The prospect and need for a job were starting to become hazy concepts in her mind now. “I just never thought I’d meet a goblin as big and powerful as you, Walter.”
“That’s a lot of honey coming out of that mouth, sweet cheeks. I thought it was all fire,” rumbled the goblin.
Putting him back down, Mary pushed herself away from Walter’s grip, making her chest wobble after striking a sensual pose with a claw at her angled hips. She projected a good ten inches of tongue out of her maw to show off, wiggling the same slick muscle which had driven him nuts while they made out. He visibly shuddered and Mary got a good idea of why. Pulling her tongue back in place, she remarked: “There’s more than just spicy and sweet in me, papurri.”

Walter had heard enough Spanish to know she was playfully addressing him as a Daddy. “That’s right. You’re Argentine, aren’t you? Your lovely voice hides your accent so well.”

“Look who’s being a charmer now!” the Latina giggled, sauntering closer before starting to drop down to her knees. “Y’know, I wasn’t expecting to kiss a cute green little guy today. But I think I wanna make it two kisses now,” she cooed. Looking up while propping her elbows on his desk again, Mary shot Walter a spine-tingling wink.
The goblin could finally look down at her, but only by a few inches of vantage. She truly was Amazonian if not straight out gigantic. It quickened Walter’s blood to see her so eagerly taken with him and his enormous manhood. It was the very reason he had worked so hard on the compound the company was based on.

“We really should be filling out that questionnaire,” he paused with a smile, opening his arms out in a welcoming gesture. “Screw the rules for today. Let papa enjoy that hot South-American mouth.”
“Thought you’d never ask, papurri!” Mary hurriedly reached up, making Walter grunt as her claws slid up along his thick legs and stopped at his ass to give it a good grope. “Mmm, these are some steely buns. Están duritas…! (They’re hard…!)” She excitedly exclaimed. Walter didn’t need to know Spanish to understand she really liked his butt. After a good squeeze or two, Mary went around to the front, where she began to undo the president’s belt buckle, not even bothering to take it off. She unbuttoned his pants next and had to avert her gaze for a moment due to the potent musk just wafting out the moment she caught sight of the first few strands of pubic hair adoring the base of an extremely fat cock.

Watching silently, Walter just enjoyed himself as that snow-white haired beauty worked hard at liberating his beast. His compound hadn’t merely exacerbated all of his masculine traits, it had majorly impacted his junk to the point it was an incomparable monster. As a result, his office was already heavily influenced by his intoxicating pheromones. He was excited after all, and that only meant his gradually swelling member was going to release all that pent up scent his stretchy clothes had been working so hard to hold back.
Mary’s head felt a little woozy at first. Her nose burned with that musk tickling her nostrils. But it was only serving to increase her appetite. She unfurled those pants, grabbing by the edges on each side to resume tugging them down over the heavy curve of Walter’s penis. The more she saw of that dick, the more Mary became convinced Walter put horses to shame with its thickness alone. Just one of its veins was as thick of his fingers, with the shaft’s overall girth being comparable to his thick forearm. And that was just the thickness!
As the dragoness pulled those pants down, more and more of the length became visible. She was still seeing more of that proverbial third leg even after reaching down beneath Walter’s knees. “A la mierda que está grande… (Holy shit this is big…)” she rapidly spoke, her fingers curling into the pants’ legs before she decided to just yank them down all the way to his ankles. “Oh wow!”
There it was. Bright green foreskin covered a mossy-emerald mushroom head hanging all the way down only an inch above the goblin’s ankles. It hung down like a vast pillar of flesh that could probably knock someone out if turned around too fast. Mary could also see Walter’s humongous balls behind it, each orb hanging in its sac two, maybe three inches below his knees. “No wonder you had that monstrous bulge on! Just look at this thing…!”
“And it isn’t even hard yet, dear!” Walter laughed, always amused by shocking size-queens with his overabundance of manhood. He gave his burly hips a little shake, making that huge cock and the accompanying undercarriage jostle for Mary. The meaty smacks made Mary squeal in delight as his dick slapped his legs. “But I’m sure you have an idea of how to fix that, don’t you, my spicy little empanada?”
Mary chuckled; she couldn’t blame him for trying to get her in the mood with flirting with her in her own language. It was actually endearing that he was trying! Especially when she was practically hypnotized with this much man meat. That spire of goblin fuckstick had to be half his height in length; and it was still flaccid. She could see it in the way it pulsed while throbbing. Slowly but surely, that already massive dick was growing. “You showed me something really good, Walter. My turn…”
With barely bated breath, the goblin rested his hands on his hips to observe Mary as she began to strip topless. Her shirt went flying into the air to join his jacket, and soon those creamy-white delights of hers were visible to him. She shook her head to toss her long hair behind her, making her breasts jiggle in such a tantalizing way that Walter began to lick his lips. He had to be patient right now and bid his time; those huge tits were going to be in his mouth soon.

Mary’s red bra was doing its best to hold those round orbs back, and its reprieve was to come soon. With a click, Mary unclasped and removed her bra, letting her smooth-scaled mounds to freely bounce out. Youthful pink nipples with bright areolae adorned the tips of that applicant’s tits. The heavy duty mounds seemed to conserve their spherical shape for the most part, barely sagging, almost as if defying gravity. Walter was reminded of those scales probably helping keep those two firm in spite of looking squishy like a pair of marshmallows.
“Mmm! That feels much better!” Mary shivered. Feeling the brisk, cool office air on her now exposed nipples made them begin hardening in response. She put an arm under her chest, propping her tits up before shaking the jiggly mounds at Walter in a similar way in which he had shown off his ludicrously huge dick. With a snicker, she said: “Don’t worry. I’m not making you wait any longer to feel good!”
Seemingly focused on his growing erection at first, Mary seemed especially pleased with herself now that it was swelling at much faster rate. It wasn’t gaining much more in terms of its already prodigious girth, but she had to admit she was now confused as to whether Walter was a shower or a grower now. On the one hand, his dick was only a few inches shy of being a literal third leg. On the other, rising to full-mast was putting it longer than his natural two legs! Rising little by little and fighting against its own weight, the sheer mass of that dick allowed it horizontality, jutting out of the goblin’s crotch like some sort of rocket ready to fire at the moon. That beast had to be just a little beyond three feet long.

“Just look at this monster…!” Mary reiterated, moving her claws up mid-swelling to get her digits all over that excessively generous amount of goblin man meat to grope and squeeze.

Walter let out moans of pleasure as her firm grip convinced him he wasn’t dealing with just any porcelain floozy. She didn’t at all seem the type who’d have her mind break over his obscene amount of cock and he loved it. The way she seemed to forget to hold back, allowing him to experience her brutal passion with his strong body, just pumped him full of excitement. And yet her way of handling his member lent a certain amount of feminine delicacy that further made him fall in love with the unexpected contrast of a woman who could break in half just as soon as she would worship his junk.

Straightening the tremendous green prick in her claws to that she could peer at its large glans, Mary caught a glimpse of a glob of pre-seminal fluid inflating at the tip. No one could blame Walter for his arousal, but the sheer amount of liquid being pumped out of that monster could have filled a pitcher in mere seconds. The thick rod flexed as its dark green head seemed to yawn, producing even more precum that started to run down the shaft and over Mary’s fingers. She instinctively licked her chops. 

The CEO once again saw that long tongue slither out; this time extending less than a foot of length as she leaned her snout in. Mary went straight for the messy globs Walter was producing. The goblin let out a gasp followed by a moan of pleasure as she teasingly flicked the meat around her target before scooping up a generous amount of pre, using her tongue tip to graze the outer linings of his urethra. Walter’s dick furiously throbbed and the only reason it didn’t shake off Mary’s claws was due to her steely grip.
With her claws squeezing that tower of meat still, Mary had an easy time collecting as much pre-semen as she wanted. It had a familiar taste, except maybe saltier than she was used to. She was curious enough about the flavor to indulge more and more, swirling her tongue around his crown until it was positively polished. Glancing up at Walter, the busty Latina pushed his dick up with her tongue and she opened her maw to show him not a trace of his pre had gone to waste. She liked giving her men a show.

“Thirsty, aren’t you…?!” Walter exclaimed, trying to hold back his less than masculine moans which instead made his voice come off as deeper grunts. “Nnghhh. How are you liking the biggest goblin dick on the planet, Mary?”

To answer him, Mary closed her mouth around the tip, sealing her lips atop his urethra. Walter’s eyes almost popped out of their sockets as he began to feel the liquid gradually pushing through his dick simply gush out into the dragoness’ mouth. She was nursing that pre right out of him, sucking his dick off like a particularly turgid straw.
“Nnghhh… aahhh… fuck!” the goblin vociferated, his legs starting to buckle under the bliss of being so thoroughly immobilized; he couldn’t even properly move his hands. And just when he thought watching Mary drink his excessive preload was enough to paralyze him, her maw began to open anew. Only this time, she began to spread her mouth over the rest of his tip, and inevitably swallowed the entire head. “Ohhhh…! Gonna… try to suck it in…?!” moaned the shuddering goblin.
Every muscle in Walter’s body was tensing up. His quads and shins seemed to explode in size, swelling his legs in proportion. His salmon shirt’s buttons snapped right off, flying into the air like bullets as his bulky pectorals and wash-board abs pushed out. The sleeves simply shredded around his flaring biceps, forcing Walter to discard his damaged clothes into the pile on the side.

“Mmmpphh…” the dragoness could only moan in response as she worked that dick further in. She wasn’t going to settle for making a fraction of his dick disappear; she wanted that beast stretching her esophagus if that’s what it took to get the stud off. As she advanced, her claws gradually left his shaft to be consumed by her hungry maw. Her elastic tongue stretched and swirled around that meaty pole, spiraling downwards to give it additional squeezes before it was entrapped by her warm confines. The girth made it tough to easily swallow more, but she had motivation. Just hearing Walter’s groans evolving into proper moans was all she needed.

Rubbing a palm over his face, he realized Mary was making him sweat as she suctioned his massive jaw-breaker in. He chuckled while half-moaning, rubbing his forehead sweat off on his hair. He couldn’t remember the last time a woman had put him in the spot this easily, and she was only halfway done into deep-throating him! “Look at you, at this rate you’ll be making out with the family jewels!” the goblin laughed, finally finding the strength to move his hands and grab Mary’s head, using her long, pointy ears like handles for support.
Before Mary could even guess what his intentions were, she saw his hips pump forwards. Her eyes widened and she had to put effort into her gag reflex as all of a sudden the gradually intruding member violently shoved past her uvula into her throat. The dragoness sputtered around Walter’s dick, her claws sinking on his strong thighs as she fought the urge to head-butt the brute. “Nothing wrong with a little help, is there?” the goblin winked down at the briefly stunned reptile.
The dragoness had been working at her own pace for quite some time, so she had certainly not been expecting to be stuck with more than half of that gargantuan length from one instant to the next. However, Mary wasn’t exactly complaining: This had been her plan all along; it had just skipped a few steps. To show Walter her approval, she relaxed her claws and slid them down over his generously endowed undercarriage, rolling those hefty green nuts over her palms to further stimulate him.
Walter began to growl. “That’s it. I knew you’d have a good mouth on you the second I saw your profile pic,” he began to rock his hips, using shallow yet strong pelvic thrusts while guiding Mary’s head by her ears. “It’s like face-fucking an elf with big fangs, haha! Oh yeah! Come on! You want all this man juice, don’tyou? Suck like you mean it, sweetheart!”

Mary wasn’t about to take that challenge lying down, so her grip tightened ever so slightly around the goblin’s gonads just to get him to release her ears. The second he flaked, the dragoness shoved him down on his back on his desk, burying his lower body and most of his balls under her massive chest. Her muscular arms slammed to either side of Walter’s nude body, the impact scattering papers and making the fixed and sealed sample chemicals rattle on the side.

She slid herself down on the surprised goblin, her neck bulging out as she tested the limits of her stretchy throat to accommodate as much dong as she could. Once she hit her limit with barely a couple inches left outside, Mary began to pull out, leaving a grand seven inches covered in spit that she immediately made disappear again by sliding down again.
“Damn, you Latinas are feisty…! Remind me never piss you off, eh?!” Walter moaned and laughed as he was overtaken yet again. The noisy, squelching sound of her tongue and mouth working his massive dick made Walter close an eye and clench his teeth into a snarl of bliss. He saw her head elevate for a few moments before she lowered herself, moaning into his erection every time she forced her throat to bulge out with more mass than she was meant to capture at the intermediary between her facial orifices and her airway.

To avoid choking herself on dick, she was rapidly picking the pace up, and Walter couldn’t have been happier. For the goblin, nerves were firing like fireworks on the 4th of July; it was spectacular. His balls were swelling against his legs, making them spread apart as he got ready for a big one. Walter was rapidly approaching his climax, but he didn’t want to finish inside of the blue dragoness’ mouth. He had his eyes set somewhere else. “STOP.”
The order came so abruptly and suddenly that Mary actually flinched at that deep voiced command. She was ready to continue, and had absolutely no reason to obey given her position advantage. He was pinned under her tits, for the most part! But, cheeks bulged out with dick, one glance ahead and she could see Walter’s expression wasn’t a displeased one. His glare contained no malice or misguided authority, only pure lust. It was a charmingly sensual gaze that told her she had done a good job; but now it was his turn.
Like a snake regretting to constrain its prey, Mary’s tongue began to uncoil and release Walter’s dick as she slowly pulled back. Inch by inch, that goblin dick once again saw the late morning sun, now reflecting light with its drool-coated sheen. She had gulped down so much pre that his twitching beast was ready to blast off and had stopped lubricating its insides.
The dragoness scooted backwards to give Walter some space as he sat up, holding his dangerously volatile breeding instrument in his right hand. He grinned down at Mary as he kicked his shoes and socks off, “Finish stripping, Mary. That’s a good girl.”

Encouraged by his commands, Mary decided to humor Walter. She was only too happy to slide out of her skirt, stepping outside of her shoes and socks. Almost fully naked, she hooked her claws into her panties and began to slide them down.

Walter licked his lips as he saw her boobs jostle and wobble excessively when she bent down to walk out of her underwear. He was even more eager when Walter saw those thick thighs which had teased him not too long ago. As she took a step forwards and one of those long legs crossed the other, a tingle went up his spine when he saw her thighs brush together just below her smooth labia. His vigor was strong as ever, but his will was faltering; that young naked body was going to make him waste a precious loud to the air. He had to take care of that amazon right now.
He hopped off his desk and not even flinching at the sheer size difference, Walter ordered Mary to kneel and bend over his desk. His ego was nicely stroked as she obeyed without protest, sauntering past him with sensuous hip sways before she adopted his preferred position. With her arms crossed in front of her smooshed up tits, Mary hiked her ass up and wiggled her pelvis.

Walter bit his lower lips, stomping the ground in a sexually flustered manner. That big Latina ass wasn’t bubbly like he preferred them, but the blend between muscle and fat was undeniably flawless in its own right. He had a feeling Mary’s ass was going to be toned, but was gladly surprised by its round shape. With the way she presented it to him, Walter couldn’t help but crack his right palm against Mary’s butt. The impact made her squeak in delight, her tail just curving upwards in response as her buttocks pleasantly jiggled just the right amount.

To make up for the size difference, Walter clambered Mary’s back from behind, using the back of her legs as aiding steps so that he could be at an appropriate level with her backside. Walter could see that glistening pussy just inviting him to come inside, and that was all he really needed.

“You make me so wet, duendecito (lil’ goblin),” the dragoness eagerly looked back at the burly three legged CEO. “Don’t make me wait!” she moaned.

With Walter setting his hands on that thick booty, he brought the tip of his rigid member up to begin grazing her labia. The smooth scales weren’t coarse at all, but their firm surface allowed that goblin dick to find stimulation just by rubbing against it. “Duendecito, eh? That has a charming ring to it! Too bad you already charmed my pants right off!” With that, Walter began to push his throbbing dick forth. It took him a little of work to find the right angle, having to stand on the tip of his toes to properly lodge his member in-between Mary’s legs until he could steady the tip against her cunt.

Mary did her own part, keeping steady while gluing her legs together to make it easier on her smaller partner. Part of her found it quite exciting to be in this position with someone half her size. The fact he wasn’t at all intimidated by her made it feel extra arousing for the dragoness. She hissed at the initial penetration, feeling her folds part aside as the dark green crown made its way in.
“It’s warm in here,” Walter commented, pushing at the angle he had worked out. Even for a vaginal tunnel belonging to a 10ft. tall dragoness, Walter’s girth made it so that penetration took a good deal of effort for both of them. “Warmer than your mouth! Hot even!” he grunted, and then immediately began moaning again. He was so worked up, so aroused that he couldn’t play it tough for any significant amount of time. All he wanted was to fill that dragon pussy with his goblin womb flooder.
Over the next minute, a panting Walter struggled to further clamber onto Mary, making the latter moan and stretch her arms over the desk to grasp the opposite edge in order to steady herself. As Walter’s own legs clamped around hers, he climbed the dragoness and further penetrated her at the same time. Eventually, he ended having to grab her tail-base to push him up, hugging himself to her ass when he shoved more than half of his massive shlong inside.

Both swore, both moaned. They felt the pain of tightness and the pleasure of adjustment together. Eventually, once Walter was sunken as deep as he could allow himself, the clambering had concluded with him stepping on the back of Mary’s thighs, his face smothered against her tail as he embraced it tightly. This allowed him to begin pulling out and thrusting back in without missing a beat, pounding the dragoness with relentless drive.
Mary was ecstatic. She hadn’t thought she’d end up meeting such a cute job interviewer, much less getting fucked over his desk! She could feel her nethers replete with goblin mass. When the head began prodding at her cervix, Mary knew that huge dick had to be one of the biggest she had ever taken.

Walter had met resistance at the end of that love tunnel. Mary’s insides were made tight by his immensity, but the goblin seemed intent on hammering away at her deepest reaches. He used all of his upper body strength to complement his pelvic movements, allowing him even more explosive power to make sure he ravaged that young dragon girl. But it was no use. The position wasn’t favoring him, and there was a good ten inches of dick still hanging out. He didn’t want to give up, but he couldn’t deny his bloated nuts any longer either. All that foreplay had taken a toll on him.

Still, the goblin pounded away, harder and harder. He could feel all of Mary’s body shuddering. He heard her lovely voice moan her heart out, digging her claws into his expensive office desk; he didn’t care. He was making sweet love to this fiery Amazonian, and the culmination was going to be explosive. “Nnghhaaa… Coming… I’m coming…!” he announced himself with a loud moan, delivering one last hump before his tightened up balls started releasing their load.
The green cannon fired in powerful salvos, filling Mary’s insides with hot, fresh goblin gunk. The tar-like semen rapidly bundled up into the overstuffed passage and began to flow into the dragon’s womb, filling her up nicely. Walter’s orgasm was powerful, but his ejaculation was ludicrously powerful as well. He was simply flooding her insides. No square-inch in that uterus was spared; Mary was getting pumped full.
“Ahhhh…! Carajo! (Fuck!) I’m coming tooooo…!” Mary’s voice trailed off into a shrill squeal until she was short of breath, her tongue lolling fifteen inches out of her fang-filled mouth as her eyes-rolled up into their sockets. Her own orgasm had hit her like a wall of bricks, making the dragoness’ vaginal walls clamp down securely on the goblin’s dick. Her inner muscle grip was vice-like, squeezing Walter and further milking him for every last drop of seed he had to give.
In the end, the sheer amount of seed pumping into Mary had nowhere else to go, so as it backed up it began to push out in the midst of her own climax alongside her own juices. As a result, Walter had a hard time keeping his dick penetrated; even with the clamp of Mary’s cunt. He gasped, put even more strength into his back and shoved with every intention of forcing Mary to accept the entirety of his ejaculate.
The dragoness could feel her stomach beginning to distend, bloating against her tight abdominal muscles and pressing onto the desk top as her womb ballooned out with goblin seed. It was a weird feeling, almost like she was being inflated like a water balloon! It made her feel a tad queasy, but she eventually eased into the new sensation… at least until Walter’s orgasm began to ebb. Instead of blasts of seed, the end was marked by a much smaller, although steady stream of cum that could barely compare to his explosive start.

At that point, Mary had finally had enough of feeling her stomach being treated like a dump and began to shift and turn on her side. “Mmnnghh… hey, are you done y…” before she could end her sentence, Mary felt an uncertain wetness on her arm which she had haphazardly swung to her right. 
In her haste to turn around, her comparatively long arm had practically crushed the fixed holder for a bunch of test tubes Walter had set aside earlier. Thanks to their container, they were never in any danger of falling or being knocked over. But with Mary so casually smashing one of her arms through their glass containers, the substances had suddenly spilled everywhere. “Ay, que hija de puta… (Oh, son of a bitch…) I’m sorry! Was that important, jefecito (boss man)?”

Walter had been drenched directly in his face with the spillage of pink goop. He was quick to scrub it off with his hands, but he knew it was too late now. The dragoness looked apologetic enough, but Walter blamed himself for his carelessness. “Nothing that can’t be regenerated, sweetheart. But uh…” He made them both hiss as he pulled out of Mary. The ensuing spillage of cum practically falling out of the white-haired amazon’s pussy would have been amusing to Walter had they both not been covered in the experimental next-gen sample he had received from his lab earlier that day. “How do you feel about field-testing?”

Mary calmly picked off the glass fragments harmlessly caught in her scales, reaching down to curiously smell the sort of sour scent of that mysterious compound dripping off her forearm. The question took her for surprise as she carefully turned around to take a seat on the resistant but now entirely messed up desk. “Field-testing…? What do you mean with tha-oh… ohh…” Mary gasped and had to set a claw down on the table while the other reached up to hold her forehead. “Feeling…”

“…a little light-headed, yeah?” Walter half-joked, since he wasn’t any different. “Whoo! It’s been ages since I’ve exposed myself to an undiluted compound. This brings back memories!”
“Huh? What? Undiluted? What was in that… stuff?” Mary asked, starting to feel wary about the whole situation. What had she just done to them…?

“IdealU has been improving upon my original formula for a few years now,” Walter explained, holding his head while wobblingly stepping towards his desk. He counted four smashed vials as he put his free hand down for support. “This is the latest batch. Was meant to analyze and run some tests on it to give the OK to the boys at the lab. I uhh… didn’t expect to get so carried away with you there, haha…!”

“What’s gonna happen to us?!” Mary hurried to ask, but she didn’t have to wait for an answer before she felt her body warm up rapidly. A tingling sensation rapidly overtook her chest. Looking down, Mary’s claw dropped from her forehead to the desk as she felt her chest suddenly balloon outward. Her already enormous tits swelled out like ripening fruit, turning what were easily basketballs to the regular person into overinflated beach balls.

The dragoness squeaked in shock when she realized her boobs had suddenly doubled in size, and were now so enormous she could feel them resting comfortably against her navel. Everything about them had become twice as big, from the overall size to the areolae and even her nipple tips. “My tits got even huger?!” she yelped in surprise.

Mary felt dumbfounded by the sudden change, so much that she was further taken by surprise when that familiar tingling sensation moved to her hips, which began to widen. “This too?!” She heard the sound of her bones popping and her muscles stretching, her pelvic region expanding. With that change, her already muscular thighs thickened up further and Mary could feel herself raising slightly higher on her also growing behind. “Gah?! My ass is getting fatter!” she lamented, shifting on the seat of a surprisingly comfy pair of bubbly buttocks she was suddenly the proud owner of.
Before the dragoness could even relax, however, the warmth from earlier returned with a vengeance. This time, her entire body began to bulge and swell. Mary’s arms and legs were bulking up, muscle mass quickly iterating upon itself to push her once lean physique into the realm of muscle bound definition. Unlike the other two relatively painless changes, Mary could feel her entire body burning up as the process went on. Her biceps simply exploded with raw power, followed by her triceps and then the deltoids at her shoulders. “Nnghh… this is ridiculous…! I’m getting stronger now?!” she clenched her fangs, only one eye able to remain open to witness the changes.
She hopped off the table to take as much as a good view of herself as she could. Mary wasn’t any actually growing any taller, even if she was technically getting bigger all over. Her musculature was enhancing constantly, her back and abdominal regions simply rippling with newfound strength. With her new exaggerated curves, however, it was difficult to see her new eight-pack amidst so much excessive wobbling. By the time the changes were done, Mary had transformed from a lean, busty amazon into a buff hourglass of an overly feminine dragon!
Finally regaining her composure, Mary turned to Walter for answers, but instead found the goblin coming off his own changes. Her jaw nearly hit the floor when she saw she hadn’t been the only one whose features had been enhanced.

If Walter had been muscle bound before, he was beyond Herculean now. He had not a single extra inch of height to his name, but the goblin was now a vascular mountain of testosterone. His biceps were like small boulders that dwarfed his own head now. His shoulders were so wide now that his deltoids reached chin level without the need to flex. His chest was like a pair of barrel-shaped prime cuts of green beef ready to pop out, while his once scrunched up six pack had now doubled to a ludicrous 12-pack of muscles built upon muscle. His legs were like a pair of tree trunks that could have kicked his desk through one of the windows into the building across the street.
The goblin hunk had become a mass of raw manly strength. Yet he had a sheepish grin on his face indicating he hadn’t expected these potent effects on either of them. Evidently, he had not expected his third leg to become twice the size of his other two legs! That tremendous fuck stick was now so utterly massive he was never going to be able to stuff it in a pair of pants ever again. His balls hadn’t been spared either, with each green testicle well on its way to reach the floor. “Needs diluting, check!” Walter chirped up with a beaming grin.
“Oh. You think?!” Mary sarcastically responded, “This is ridiculous…! How am I supposed to get anywhere now? This… this is too much! Oh God… my tits feel so heavy…” the dragoness huffed, and in spite of how easily she could lift her monstrous mammaries up in her powerful arms, she could still feel their increased heft.
“Relax, sweetheart! These are experimental samples. Their effects pack a punch, yes, but they should wear off in a few hours!” Walter quickly relayed, waving a hand dismissively, “I would rather focus on enjoying this new you. It isn’t every day you get to take a peek at what a different version of yourself would feel like!”

Mary huffed again, only this time, she seemed to settle down with just a frown. “I guess it’s my fault anyway. Perdón. Sorry about that,” the Latina apologized.

“Are you joking? I’m supposed to be thanking you!” Walter laughed, “Testing takes ages. Regulations this, paperwork that. We’re lucky to be advancing science as it is!” the goblin’s muscles rippled thunderously even as he guffawed, “But this? This is on-the-field-testing, and the results are now logged into this juicy brain!” the CEO tapped his head, “Dare I say, my most attractive muscle. Maybe after my huge dick.”
Thinking about it, Mary couldn’t deny the situation was beyond silly. But it was the good kind of silly. If she could trust Walter with these changes being temporary, she had nothing to worry about. And she had to admit she was curious about her new body. She felt so strong! Even if she could feel exactly how significantly top heavier she now was. “Jeez, alright. This is impressive. Is this what your company does? Create super sexy freaks? I thought it was just cosmetic changes…”
“Most people look to correct details! I’m the devil that slaps the one that put them in there in the first place!” Walter joked with a shrug, his dick jostling on the ground. “But some do not have enough with merely changing this or that; they want to go all out! And who am I to deny that ambition? That’s what the Xtra series comes in! And I must say, despite the explosive effect, it seems to be a resounding success!” He flexed his powerful arms, striking different poses, each time dragging his oversized penis around the floor with a moan. “Ohh yes. You can see it’s taken our most appealing physical features and enhanced them through the roof!”

“I bet I could arm-wrestle my bodybuilder cousin without trouble now,” Mary said as she experimentally curled an arm, marveling at the size of her own biceps again. Grinning, Walter approached her. He seemed eager to listen to her feedback. “Ugh, but my chest feels weird.”
“That’s normal! I’m not used to dragging my cock on the floor, believe me! It’s… inconvenient, right now,” the goblin admitted with a cackle.

“No, it’s more like… it’s not that I can’t handle my tits this big!” Mary showed Walter what she meant by cupping her ultra large knockers and giving them a couple of fondles as if they were weightless, jostling masses of bounciness.
“Mmhm.” Walter put a hand under his chin as he carefully observed the tremendous dragon tits just wobble all over. His serious expression was betrayed by his jolting beast of a cock springing to its full size and slapping Mary’s legs even from their distance apart.

With a moan, the dragoness stopped. She could feel her nipples growing hot all of a sudden. “Nnghh, there it is again. F-fuck, making them move around this much only made it worse. It’s… ugh… it’s almost like…” she began to pant, her legs beginning to wobble. She inevitably fell to her knees with another loud moan.

“Mary, are you in pain?” Walter asked out of concern, even though he was completely turned on.
“N-no! It’s more like, my breasts feel like they’re about to burst…! Ahhh…” panting faster, Mary was unable to even bring her fingers close to her areolae. The air itself seemed to be stimulating her nipples, which began to throb at the nubs. Those fleshy pink tips rapidly grew wetter and wetter by the moment, but it wasn’t sweat. Beads of creamy liquid were starting to form, and as soon as Mary gathered the willpower to get her claws on her tits, the liquid squirted out at Walter.

The goblin was splashed on the cheek. He curiously scrubbed that cream off with his fingers and took a quick whiff, followed by a taste with his tongue. “Ahh! What an impressive taste! Dragon milk is delicious!”

“M-muh-milk?!” Mary held her lactating breasts out with a cute look of distress on her face. “But I’m not even pregnant, what the heck…?!”

“Probably a side-effect, my dear. I wouldn’t worry too much,” Walter assured.

“Easy for you to say, you’re not the one who turned into a big moo-cow!” Mary was exasperated. And yet she couldn’t stop moaning every other second as her nipples produced more and more sweet cream.
“It’s temporary, like I said. But,” Walter approached Mary, his erection immediately starting to slide up on her ripped stomach as he got close enough to put his greedy fingers over her titanic milk factories, “That only means I’m responsible for making sure my new secretary feels at home with her new body while it’s still a thing!”

“Oh God, that dick is even more massive now…!” Mary shuddered as she felt Walter’s dick come up against her muscular belly, the head quickly disappearing into her lower cleavage and slowly making its way up in-between her stupidly large tits. “Nnghh… wait, I got the job…?”

“I’d be the world’s richest idiot to let a beauty like you go, Mary,” Walter said, clambering her again. His feet on her lap, and with Walter’s arms affording him the necessary strength, keeping himself aloft against her tits was a piece of cake now. His limbs weren’t long enough to reach both nipples, so he focused both of his hands on her right areola first. His fingers pressed onto it, making Mary sigh as she squirted a thick jet of milk into the air. He caught the cream shot in his mouth and smirked, lapping his chops up. “You’re young, and you need coaching, but you’re showing me you’re a very open-minded, bold woman! We’ll start tomorrow, though. For now… let your boss take care of your big milky tits.”
“Aaahh…” the dragoness felt woozy just from the sheer amount of milk she had already produced. The sensation of lactating was completely alien to her. And yet it was a type of pleasure she could feel nowhere else in her body. Mary couldn’t help but wonder if this was how it was for lactating mothers. Giving her chest a little shake, Mary bit on her knuckles to stifle a loud groan once Walter began to tweak her nipple into producing even more. There was no pain, only bliss. It was relief. Mary could feel that extra liquid weight making her feel weird leave, and as it did, she felt orgasmic little jolts tickle her breast. But this was hardly enough. “More,” she whimpered, “Milk them more!”
“Right away!” Walter readily said. He certainly was strong enough to milk each of Mary’s nipples without significant effort one at a time, but he didn’t feel it was fair to make her wait for true relief. Using his head, he decided to get crafty. First, he reached around to the other breast and began to pull on it, pressing his right side against the one he had been teasing so that he could tug the other until Mary’s right nipple was in view.

The goblin clamped his mouth around it without hesitation. He had to use his teeth to firmly keep her boob from slipping away, making the dragoness cry out in delight as she immediately began to feed him more milk. Half the job was underway. Next, he turned his body to just the right angle that would allow him to grab her now unattended left nipple and return to milking it. With both teats receiving proper care, a satisfied Walter delighted himself with the taste of his new secretary’s breast milk.
Mary was in heaven. She had never once pondered the idea that being milked might feel good at all. Now that she was being nursed on by the green stud, she could just sit back and let the pleasure wash her over. Or at least, that was the thought she had entertained first. Throbbing against her chest, Mary could still feel Walter’s monstrous dick trapped within her cleavage. With him in such close proximity, clambered over her, the size of her breasts didn’t matter so much now that his giant dick was even bigger, and huge enough to go in from below and come out of her cleavage.
With Walter’s dick staring her in the face once more, Mary’s pussy began to get wet yet again. She couldn’t look at that supersized dick, watch her new boss going to town on her tits, and not even return the favor! It turned her on just how more massive he was now. It was also her opportunity to suck the biggest dick she had ever seen, and it was only temporary! She had to pleasure it too. Mary’s mind was set.
Her muscular arms moved with blinding speed and groped her own engorged bosoms. Mary moaned at Walter’s exceedingly big glans; she couldn’t hope to fit it in her mouth anymore, let alone her cunt. But that wouldn’t stop her. The first step was to give her enhanced boss a good taste of what these huge tits were capable of. Using her newfound strength, she squeezed her boobs from the sides and brought their weight onto Walter’s obscenely fat shaft. The goblin groaned in response, both from the sudden stimulation and the fact Mary’s squeeze made her squirt out a large jet of milk roping into the air from one nipple, and stuffing his cheeks with the other.
The thirsty goblin eyed her up and smiled once their intentions became clear to one another. Mary shot him a lustful gaze before she began to pepper his cock tip with smooches. Then she began to lick it all over, polishing the dark green mushroom until pre began to bubble up once again. That was when Mary joined the nursing and started to drink directly from the tap just like Walter was.
They worked each other’s naughty bits with gusto, gulping hungrily and relentlessly. The office which had until now been riddled with the goblin’s masculine scent was now starting to mist up with the creamy sweetness of dragoness milk added to the mix.

Walter worked Mary’s nipples in alternating sequences, leaving them unattended for a brief moment just so that he could move to the other and reassign his mouth.

Mary worked on the world’s biggest tit-fuck through the intense throes of bliss that threatened to render her useless. Her mouth tirelessly fellated her boss in the meantime, ensuring not a single drop escaped.
The mismatched, but entirely oversexed couple continued to pleasure each other for the better part of thirty minutes. Each one of those minute was split between the agony of pent-up sexual frustration, a result of their heightened stimulation, and the inevitable electricity that followed with each minute ministration. It all came to a head when Mary couldn’t fight that lovely sensation of being so thoroughly milked back any longer. Her mouth had to let go of Walter’s dick just to throw her head back and let out a loud: “Ahhhhhhh…!” as she squirted all over the floor. At the same time, the elevated inner pressure made Mary’s jugs just blast thick torrents of milk into the air.
By his part, Walter was completely overwhelmed by pleasure. He moaned with his mouth open so wide the milk went into his mouth but he couldn’t drink it. The new size of his dick had made it so insanely receptive to any stimulus that between Mary fucking her tits around his engorged shaft and her mouth sucking him off at the tip, he was also awash with an orgasm. Adding to the torrents of dragon milk, a geyser of goblin cum shot up into the air.

Their moans filled the office. Eyes rolled back into their sockets and they collapsed against each other. It was going to be a little while before they got their energy back for more.

The office had become a musky mess with crystal windows turning hopelessly white. The area was inundated with the combined volume of their liquid loads. The cleaning crew would have a field day.
But Walter had found his secretary. And Mary was in for the best job of her adult life.

The End.

