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Every scientist wants observations that are of statistical significance. 
 The human brain is a fickle thing and the numbers lie to us. Something can look different. You 
can think it is different. You can ‘know’ in your soul that there is meaning behind the changing 
numbers… 
 But we are vapid, emotional creatures who give in to our carnal desires all too easily. Just 
because you want it to be true doesn’t mean it is. 
 We have to accept our own ignorance and rely on the statistical tests, on the root mathematical 
qualifiers, to tell us what is really true. 
 But don’t ever let the numbers alone govern your life. Once the hard, cold reality is established 
what you then think and feel about it is entirely up to you. That response, that salient personal 
knowledge, sense of individual perspective is the entire point of everything… 
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No photograph, no video feed, no written statement can convey how 

intimidating Dr Allis Cooper’s is up close. 

 Although the woman, technically, is a physically short fully 

immobile invalid; thanks to her condition there is a ‘presence’ to 

her that cannot be described. 

 Her titanic form blots out the sky long before you encounter the 

diminutive presence resting atop the sea of flesh. 

 Every time we were escorted through the open horseshoe shaped 

arena that houses her colossal mammaries we were accompanied by a 

small squadron of drones that hovered several feet above our heads 

monitoring our every move. 

 Whether these drones were part of her security detail or directly 

piloted by Dr Cooper we have no idea. We know thar she has access 

to a specially constructed VR headset that provides her some form 

of direct communication with the wider world; she is by no means 

cut off or isolated from society despite her situation. 

 Certainly she always knew we were coming, never seemed surprised 

or curious about us, her entire demeanour a woman in complete 

control of her surroundings. 

 That betrays the utter hypocrisy that she has no control of her 

situation. Over 85% of the entire forwards space ahead of her is 

occupied by a wall of flesh that dominates not just her but 

everything in its vicinity. 

 Before we even directly approached the compound the two pale 

globes of flesh dominated the skyline. The compound is similar in 

size and structure to a grand high-capacity sports arena however 

this installation is dedicated to one singular permanent resident. 

 We arrived and were led through the opening at the front of the 

building, directed down towards a tunnel running along the base of 

her right breast. The purpose of the grand opening is now clear – 

it gives the titan Jessica a means to approach the front of her 

feeder and a means to lift her up for milking. 

 The arena is both a support for Allis Cooper to rest during the 

day and a target for Jessica’s vast fingers to deposit the woman 

after her nightly feed. 

 Above us, several hundred feet above our heads, we passed beneath 

an exposed nipple slightly larger than a cruise ship. 

 This vast, red protuberance is periodically enclosed and released 

by the pumps that are raised and lowered by vast cranes. Even when 

not pumping her milk ducts gently drizzle streams of warm milk. We 

observed that she continuously excretes a constant flow of fresh 

fluid in the world’s greatest let-down reflex. 
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 After each visit we were not permitted to approach this side of 

her bosom whilst the pumps were engaged and had to remain by her 

side until the hoses were disconnected. 

 Once we had passed beneath the vast nipple it was another ten-

minute walk around the outer circumference of her right breast. As 

well as the drones escorting us we passed several others that were 

continuously gently massaging and spraying oil onto the vast wall 

of flesh. 

 As far as we can tell the oils are to rejuvenate the skin and 

prevent the appearance of bedsores. It appears a vast army of 

these semi-automated flying robots continuously circle her 

mammaries and wash, spray oil and rub skin creams across her 

surface perpetually. 

 After the walk was completed we were loaded into a freight 

elevator and carried upwards to the platform where Dr Cooper was 

waiting to facilitate our interview. We would find her standing, 

occasionally sitting, once lying on her front depending on the 

angle of the interview platform. 

 We gather the whole facility is able to be repositioned depending 

on the angle that Jessica deposits her each night. Sometimes she 

is stuck face down, sometimes she is facing upwards with the bulk 

of her mass above her. It is hard for the Titan’s colossal fingers 

to be delicate about where exactly she drops her friend. 

  Dr Cooper, the woman, is now less than 0.1% of the body mass of 

this vast creature. She speaks eloquently, smiles, kicks her legs, 

waves her arms and performs all normal expected functions of a 

normal person. It is impossible not to regard her however as just 

a small part of a much greater whole being. 

 Scientists have classified Dr Cooper as one of two living 

examples of human Megafauna.  However, unlike the Jessica who 

periodically leaves the compound and passes several villages and 

towns, few people outside of her immediate circle will ever get 

the chance to see Dr Cooper. 

 She is the second largest mammal on the planet, 99.9% of her mass 

occupied by her extreme gigantomastia. Each of her breasts not 

only occupies more volume than an Olympic swimming pool but they 

produce more liquid than one every hour. The enormous pumps and 

storage tanks, located several hundred meters away from the 

interview platform where we were permitted to converse with our 

host, produce so much noise that you have to wear ear defends when 

you approach them. 

 Dr Cooper reports that she can only hear the gentle hum of the 

pumps when the wind is very quiet. She can feel them periodically 

turning on and off, the pinching of her titanic nipples by 

industrial grinders is apparently no more distracting than the 

maternity pumps she used when studying. 

 The platforms that allow her to either stand, or be lifted or 

tilted to a prone position, also allow us to take a seat just 
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besides her. For the majority of our interviews we were offered 

chairs whilst she turned as far sideways as possible as she 

dictated her story. 

 Depending on the time of day, her mood and compulsion, Dr Cooper 

is gently raised and lowered by a series of platforms that 

manipulate her vast body in an attempt to tilt it to her best 

comfort. 

 Once she invited us to interview her from atop her breasts. We 

found that she was laid onto her front, arms outstretched as she 

cradled as much of her vast flesh as she could reach, unable to 

rise from the unfortunate angle Jessica had left her at. 

 It was unnervering to realise that the very surface she lay upon, 

that the floor we stood upon, and all that stretched into the 

distance, were just a small part of her vast form. 

 We wore no shoes and only special disinfected sterile socks that 

were provided. She was very particular about us spreading dirt 

onto her and insisted we all stand in a provided foot wash before 

dressing and ‘climbing aboard’ as she put it. 

 Standing atop the flat surface of her bosom the skin sank beneath 

our weight but only slightly. It is like walking on a particularly 

robust airbed, that compresses and deforms around your toes but 

slower and more gradually than air. Even at this colossal scale 

her flesh flows and wobbles with the gentlest pressure. 

 She can feel, and apparently enjoys, the movement. She feels no 

pain even should you stamp or jump atop her. Her body would have 

to be robust to withstand Jessica’s aggressive fondling. 

 Away from their employer one of the staff at Incredible Bodies 

reported confidentially that she organises an annual staff party. 

Hundreds of her employees all sterilise their feet, don these 

special footwear and celebrate their achievements atop her titanic 

body. 

 All of the post-humans who live within the compound join her for 

this annual ball. Men and women, some dozens of feet tall, others 

with mammaries six feet across, join her. It explains why the 

freight elevator up to her platform is so large. 

 No employees of Incredible Bodies have broken the strict 

confidentiality clause that Dr Cooper must have insisted upon. 

Despite intense media speculation and government scrutiny this 

compound is the most private and unregulated facility on the 

planet. 

 The existence of a celebratory gala is one of very few secrets 

that had managed to pierce the veil of secrecy the company has 

surrounded itself with. A few years ago a video leaked on social 

media of a small crowd dancing and celebrating atop a vast, only 

slightly wobbling valley of flesh. 

 This video of a crowd of hundreds of people jumping and dancing 

atop her bosom was swiftly taken down from the internet. When 

pressed Incredible Bodies released one singular public statement; 
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‘Dr Cooper’s massage sessions are private events and their 

public release is considered an intrusion of her privacy’. 

 

This was met with astonishment that she would consider acting as 

the very ground for a public disco, to be trodden on by a crowd of 

hundreds, to be no more stimulating than a massage. 

 Copies of the video pop up online occasionally but Incredible 

Bodies legal weight is not to be underestimated. Under her 

guidance they have spun out into an isolated state, with legally 

negotiated independence from federal or international governments 

who are all utterly dependent on her product. 

 Thanks to our interviews we can now establish that the purpose of 

this community is to raise both funding and fluids to support Dr 

Cooper’s existence. 

 The remaining scientific team offer their services to whoever can 

afford the upgrade, systematically offering improved health and 

lifespan to whomever needs it. A community of post-humans live in 

her shadow, many of the woman there specifically hired to produce 

the nutrient rich feeding milk that Dr Cooper consumes to support 

her own vast form. 

 This is, to put it bluntly, little more than a human dairy. The 

women who have elected to follow her early mammary growth produce 

a specialised grade of milk that supports Dr Cooper and she, in 

her vast mammarial milk tanks, produces a refined product that is 

exported worldwide. 

 This arrangement appears voluntary to the best of our knowledge. 

Dr Cooper insists nobody is forbidden from leaving, however they 

are strictly prevented from discussing what happens here if they 

do. Her legal team appear capable of enforcing whatever doctrines 

they demand. 

 Our last session meeting with Dr Cooper was the shortest one – 

and after our previous interview was interrupted by the arrival of 

the Giantess Titan Jessica, we had several failed attempts to make 

contact before her team responded to let us know that she was 

willing to have a final meeting. 

 Below is a transcript of that meeting. 

  
 
 

I was surprised you wanted to come back for another interview. 
 People aren’t used to Jessica, they cannot fathom how something as big as her moves as fast 
as she does. We’re used to big things, like me, tending to move very, very slowly. One of the 
reasons people get so scared when she comes too close is because she approaches at her own 
speed – at her own scale of speed! A mile or kilometre to us is a short step to her. 
 I think I’d told you nearly everything surely? I mean, once I’d grown too big to move, too big to 
walk, too big to even be carried by anyone but Jessica there wasn’t much more I could do? My 
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life became a sedentary existence. 
 I’m just so fucking big…. 
 Yes. I always had big tits. But once they reached the ground and trapped me here my story… It 
all becomes a bit irrelevant. The world goes on and all I can do is watch, trapped by a pair of 
mammaries so obscene they beggared belief. Stuck but blessed by the fact I have a community 
of people caring and tending to me. 
 I already told you that I think about my breast growth in stages. I said that when you started 
visiting me. When we began this I laid it all out for you. 
 There was too big to pass as a normal woman. My macromastia always made be stand out. 
Everyone stopped and stared to admire me passing because I couldn’t conform to normal 
standards. 
 Then there was too big to get my arms around them. Once I couldn’t reach my nipples I had to 
come to terms with the fact my vastness would always be greater than my reach. They began to 
not just define me but dominate me. 
 Then there was too big to walk. 
 Another mental reset was required as I adapted to a life of utter dependence. 
 I suppose after that, there came the point they piled up so vast that if I stood on the ground all 
I’d see is a face full of cleavage. When I was first immobilised it was because they dragged on 
the floor ahead of me, forever pooling around my feet too heavy to shift or drag. Friction and 
gravity were my jailers but we had trolleys and carts and other innovations to wheel me around 
wherever I was needed. 
 But over weeks and months and years the shelf of tit slowly rose higher and higher and higher 
until finally, inevitably they became taller than me.  We had to design platforms to raise my body 
up so I could peer over myself without falling completely over onto my front. 
 After clearing that milestone does it matter that I still continued to grow? I had assumed 
responsibility as a manager, running the scientific research and deployment of our incredible 
technologies. Although I couldn’t walk I could still work, still delegate and deploy our science to 
improve the lives of millions of people. 
 Jessica and Doug could lift me on and off platforms so I had a degree of mobility. My breasts 
would be loaded into vast trucks and I would be wheeled to wherever I needed to go to oversee 
construction or attend meetings. 
 That lasted until inevitably Doug conceded defeat and retired to spend more time caring for his 
own wife. Her breasts capped out exactly half as long as he is tall so she needs his attention far 
more than I do. Her milk is divine and it brings me joy to know my old friend is caring for my most 
prized feeder. 
 I know all of the women who produce milk to feed me. I recruit them personally, specifically 
bringing women into the commune who will fit. Women who will accept the burden because of 
the other benefits they bring – health and a life without want. 
  My immobile life changed slowly. The vast amounts of milk from my team that I consumed 
increased almost daily. I gorge on the stuff, imbibing until my stomach swells painfully, resting 
only until the fluid moved into my glands before starting again. 
 In return as I grew the amount I pumped slowly rose as well, but given my nipples are beyond 
the far horizon of my cleavage that is just… a distant tingling sensation. Pleasure and pain, a 
slight pinch followed by a reflex let down that floods me with relief. The sensation is about the 
same when my nipples were six feet away as now they are … hundreds of feet away? I can still 
feel the tingling, rolling sensation of the pumps pulling on my skin.  
 I can’t see it directly, I can’t interact with it, I can’t… 
 A few years ago they brought me a drone I could pilot with a VR headset. I piloted it around my 
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vastness when I was only half the size I am now. 
 Despite ‘being’ who I am, despite feeling every sensation or prickle across my skin, despite 
‘knowing’ it was me on the far side of the camera it still doesn’t feel real. That blob of flesh on 
the screen is something alien, something other. 
 I piloted that drone to the far side of my breast and landed it upon my right areola, just a few 
feet away from my nipple. I still shuddered in shock at feeling a tiny foreign object touch down 
on my most sensitive areas but the video feed – it told me nothing. 
 It was just an image of red and pale skin glistening in the sunlight. The flesh doesn’t move, I 
can’t exert enough force to make it even wobble or jiggle. If I could go over there, detach myself 
and walk around my immensity, reach up and feel how warm and soft my tits are… 
 What I’m saying is I know why other people are astonished by what I’ve become. I know they 
appreciate the scale of me but I’ll never get to experience that. 
 I have a limited field of view and an even more limited reach; just a few square feet where my 
fingertips or toes can reach out and press down upon myself. 
 It’s an abstract thought to know what your body stretches into what might as well be infinity. To 
have distant foreign sensations from a patch of skin I’ve never directly laid eyes on. 
 Personally though I’ve really noticed very little difference between when my breasts were 
twenty feet across to what they are now. All that matters is I am big. 
 I am so, very, fucking massive it defies all reason. 

 
I don’t want pity. 
 True immobility came slowly; whilst my growth was tremendous the various serums we injected 
into ourselves meant I was more active than anyone my size ever deserved to be. I had months, 
if not years, of slow creeping inconvenience. 
 Honestly, once I reached a vastness where turning my body meant shifting several dozen if not 
hundreds of kilograms of wobbling flesh, the stillness became a blessing not a curse. Walking 
around with all that weight hanging off my front, swaying and jiggling as it dragged me around 
with its own force of momentum. I craved stillness. I became used to moving very slowly and 
deliberately long before I got used to being stuck. 
 We have this mechanical cradle so that I can exercise, move my legs and my arms as much as I 
need, raise myself up to take in the scenery or lower myself down to enjoy the privacy I have 
grown around myself. 
 We have tubes with nutrients and water, I can refill on all the nourishment I need to power my 
milk production intravenously though I still enjoy a good meal. I grow, I produce milk, about half 
gets pumped and stored mechanically and the rest goes to Jessica. 

 

 Okay, so I guess you don’t really want to know about me, you want to know about her. 
 About how she went from a 20-foot amazon to what she is today. You used a term to describe 
her, a ‘Titan’. She is so much more than that. 
 Of course; that was always what you wanted but were too scared to ask, the entire reason you 
came here, the reason for your interview. 
 It was my fault. 
 I became too used to my life of indolence. When my breasts were shorter than I was, two 
mounds of flesh that rose from the floor to my collar bone, I could still be moved when needed. 
We had trucks and sleds that could shift me around the compound. 
 I was loaded onto helicopters and taken around the world to have a final set of meetings with 
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our funders. Days and weeks spent strapped into shipping containers and cargo holds. It was 
the last time I ever went on display… 
 I was both the project manager and living proof of what we could do. I almost entirely separated 
the life I lived in spreadsheets and technical documents from my body, accepting that once in a 
blue moon a face-to-face meeting was a necessity. I let the team move me around, wash and 
clothe me, hoist me wherever they wanted without complaint. 
 The two areas of my life that I cared about was feeding Jessica and finding moments of pleasure 
with my partner. We got married and he still runs this facility, his marital life and his job 
combined with the sole purpose of keeping me healthy and productive. 
 For my own sanity I have to ignore the sensations of the milk pumps that pinch or the 
mechanical supports that lift or turn my body one way or the other. Those are just a required 
sensation of life. The sensation of Jessica’s enormous hands or his tiny fingers rubbing against 
me however was… Delightful. 
 I let myself grow because I always needed more milk for her. If she stopped talking my 
bioaugmented hormone blockers her body would start to inch upwards again; every time that 
they loaded me into a helicopter and flew me away from the compound I would return to find 
she had grown again. 
 I had to produce more… 
 My cleavage rose higher and higher, up to my neck and then slowly, inevitably, above it. I 
realised with dismay that my view would only ever be one of pasty flesh unless I had assistance 
being lifted and tilted over the horizon of my tits. 
 We were now selling the serum globally and I was faced with the task of ensuring I somehow 
remained indispensable. Without the ability to even move without a motorised bra carriage how 
could I possibly make the world utterly dependent on myself? 
 Jessica remained by my side through all of this. When the machines failed she stepped in, or 
rather over me, and took charge. I needed her fingers whenever the motorised silicone flanges 
let me down. 
 For a year, if not longer, she became my courier. If I needed to be somewhere outside my clinic 
she crawled in through the cargo loading bay doors, heaved a tit into each hand and lift me up 
into her arms. 
 We had a gala dinner to celebrate a product launch and she literally dragged me into the 
reception and dumped me in the corner for the guests to admire. I became a passenger along 
for the ride as my two vast milk tanks were escorted from event after event and displayed to the 
great and the good. 
 Whilst I was still small enough for a nipple to be supped from directly I had kings and queens 
kneel to sip my nectar. There’s a photograph I keep of each and every billionaire who wanted a 
taste of my rejuvenation who came to drink from me directly. 
 Not that I ever interacted with most of them through any means save as a nozzle. Whilst my 
team would organise queues to come and sup my milk I would hide behind a wall of flesh and 
carry on with my work, or sleep, or play video games to pass the time. 
 Most of our clients; anyone who wasn’t part of the original founding family, had no idea the 
woman behind the tit was also the puppet master. They knew Incredible Bodies had a woman 
whose milk could give years to their life and restore lost vitality if they drank from me directly, 
and they knew that behind that woman was a vengeful giantess who would smash down 
buildings if required to protect her charge. 
 Jessica dragged me in and she would literally pick up and threw away anyone who got too 
handsy. Her looming form became my constant companion as we drained money from the 
world’s richest societies. We offered guided tours of our compound that ended with two 
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minutes with my nipples for more than most countries annual GDP… 
 But in time I grew too large for even Jessica to handle. That was the problem, both for me and 
for her. Her becoming the titan the world fears now, it was all because I could never stop. It was 
completely my fault. 
 The first generation of augmented humans need my milk to close down the self-replicating 
cycle of growth, without my milk they would all grow like her. To prevent this our commercial 
product works in an opposite way: without my milk as a catalyst the effects fade away in a 
matter of weeks. 
 It would utterly-destroy the economy and society if near-immortality was a single transaction, 
something that could be readily bequeathed on whoever could afford it in a single trade. Instead 
we made post-human advancement a subscription service; the cost one fresh litre of my milk a 
week. It cannot be frozen or stored; it has to be consumed before it degrades. 
 We sell so much it doesn’t matter how much I produce it’s never enough. I had to grow again to 
meet demand. Half goes to billionaires and wealth trusts and half is donated to hospitals and 
care homes. It’s a system designed to balance out my effect on society. 
 For every venture trust manager we help we also save a child from malnutrition, give a few 
months good health back to an elderly couple or speed up someone’s recovery from surgery. I 
like that balance. 
 I made myself indefensible by building the serum around my unique method of production. 
 To keep up with demand I had to let myself grow and grow, which hardly made a difference 
because I didn’t particularly care if they were sixteen feet across or sixty. We built this arena to 
house me. A vast open ring that surrounds me on three sides with an open space in the middle 
larger than a football pitch to grow into. 
 We demolished and rebuilt it three times as I grew and continued to grow… 
 The problem came when we finally declared that enough was enough. I was too vast and 
unmanageable to move no matter how large the crane, how re-enforced the sled, how over-
engineered the hoist… I figuratively put my foot down and declared we had to plan for a 
permanent solution. 
 I went through a period of true immobility. Jessica no longer lifted or carried me – each night 
even she knelt in supplication before my tits. For just a brief moment I was the only thing larger 
than her and we both hated it. 
 I hated the loss. 
 Remember I can barely see anything so what changes was all the sensation of touch. Before 
then she had lifted me up, handled me, cupping my vast bosom between her and squeezing out 
my milk with those of so strong fingers. As I slowly outgrew her I had a terrible sensation of her 
massive hands seemingly shrinking. 
 Over a few months we went from her vast body struggling to hold onto them, then unable to lift 
even one, then eventually defeat as I outgrew her. 
 I became a lump. Two lumps, I suppose, but the point is. I became paranoid that I would never 
move again. I was finally, irrevocably, forever trapped. 
 I hadn’t expected for the nastier aspects of biology to re-assert themselves. Without all that 
massaging as I was hoisted around the undersides of my breasts became… bloated. Milk ducts 
that hadn’t been properly jostled in months began to clog. Eventually I began to feel the first 
pinching pains of mastitis. 
 Cutting Jessica off was the hardest decision I’d ever made but there were two reasons. 
 Firstly, I couldn’t risk feeding her contaminated milk. We let her grow, partly because there was 
nothing more we could do but also, the more pressing and personal reason… I needed to be 
held again. 
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 I needed a Titan large enough to lift and massage me, to free all the trapped milk out of my 
ducts and flush out my supply.  The let-down reflex I had taught women at college, the whole 
process depends on massage and release. Productive and healthy breasts need to be groped, 
the skin needs to be primed, the toxins need to be flushed out. 
 We let Jessica grow so, no matter how vast I became, I would always have someone large 
enough to pick me up and hold me. 
 She comes back, once a day, lifts me into the air and drinks. She drinks, and squeezes, and 
wraps her fingers around hundreds of meters of sensitive skin. She provides the most thorough 
deep tissue massage in human history. 
 And we talk. 
 I have a microphone that connects to a speaker implanted in her inner ear. I talk and she 
humms and squeezes me back in response. She cannot speak to anyone else, she is so vast 
now and her voice is so loud it would burst our ear drums. Worse, even if I survived without 
developing tinnitus there would be no privacy. 
 But she is still in there, the woman who wanted freedom above all else. Her fingers, her 
invigorating massage always conveys her message. Each squeeze has meaning. We have full 
conversations, she tells me about where she’s been and the places in the world she’s visited 
and what she’s seen. In return I tell her what I know about what’s going on down there in the tiny 
houses beneath her. 
 She knows far more than anyone suspects. Wherever she travels I am there, our satellites are 
watching and I listen for any sign of hostility from the insects below. 
 If she gets too close to a town or ever steps on a vehicle I tell her, I warn her that the world is 
scared of her but she knows she is indispensable. She knows I guarantee her safe passage 
wherever she wants. 
 Her fingers pass on to me her anxiety, her questions about what the tiny men and women 
beneath her feet think about her, about her love for me. She agreed to do this because it gave 
her the freedom and autonomy she always craved. 
 Jessica will always be the biggest. 
 If anything were to ever happen to me she would wreak havoc on the world beneath. 
 If anything were to happen to her I would cut the world off, my milk supply would be forbidden 
and my entire financial fortune would be solely dedicated to revenge. 

 Tell your bosses that. 
 I know who has it out for me, the countries and the men who rule them who think I have too 
much power. I know about the armies with secret plans to shut my operation down if given the 
chance. 
 They won’t do it because I am too useful to too many people. 
 They won’t do it because if Jessica ever looses me there will be hell to pay.  

 
Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.. 
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Dr Cooper has asked for a copy of this report before it is shared 

with the investigating committee. 

 We recommend full compliance with any and all requests with the 

single note that the United Nations commission on Biological 

Weapons Convention considers Jessica to be the largest single risk 

to human health and habitation on the planet. 

 The only stipulation in the legal agreement with Incredible 

Bodies that they have committed to is that besides Dr Cooper and 

the Titan no other human will be permitted to grow beyond 30 feet 

in height. 

 However, we have been handed evidence that, without Dr Cooper’s 

supply of fresh inhibitory milk, the first generation of Meta-

Humans living within her compound will quickly grow to match their 

fellow first-generation test subject in height. 

 The world has been shaken by the appearance of one Titan. In this 

report teams opinion, it would not survive the appearance of seven 

more. 

 It is Incredible that Dr Cooper has managed to instil herself as 

not just the inventor of the most dangerous, and most profitable, 

biological / chemical / pharmaceutical compound on the planet – 

but she has engineered a situation where she is able to hold the 

world governments to ransom to ensure her safety. 

 Our agencies have still not managed to locate the original 

inventor, named by Dr Cooper as Trevor. He is the only remaining 

witness who can validate or refute her assertions about the rise 

of Incredible Bodies and provide a means of finding alternative 

solutions to this colossal stalemate. 
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It’s incredible what the human body can become. 
Less than a decade ago bodies like mine or Jessica’s would have been beyond the 

comprehension of modern science. We pushed ourselves to the limit to find how far we could go 
and set boundaries for the people who followed in our wake. 

It’s incredible to think of a world out there, on the far side of this wall of flesh, which is changing 
beyond recognition from the one I left behind. None of it would be possible without me. 

I won, and that’s all that matters… 
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Epilogue 

150 Years Later 

 

 

 
 
 
Following a mandatory century and a half maximum extension on confidential embargoes of 
classified documents this report was scheduled for release into the public archives as part of 
a designated batch of historical documents. 
 
However, given the sensitive nature of its still living subject we decided it would be prudent to 
cross-reference with the delegates from Incredible Bodies about how Dr Cooper would 
respond to the revelations within about her origin being made public. 
 
In the century since this original investigation very little more about her rise to power has 
become public knowledge than was not previously known at the time. Her company has 
certainly continued to grow in economic power and global political influence in ways that 
could never have been anticipated. It would not be untrue to say that her reach extends 
beyond the world at this point. Dr Allis Cooper’s privacy however has remained a constant as 
she never gives interviews, press releases or statements to the public directly. 
 
This addendum is written to provide a chronology of her development as important context for 
readers of the original interview. Societal changes that initiated with the corporate global 
launch of Incredible Bodies have continued relentlessly. 
 
Dr Cooper’s product is a global phenomenon that re-invigorates and rejuvenates all who 
consume it. It recharges cells and overcomes senescence. A single dose has been reported 
to heal the gut microbiome and supercharges the immune system in a way that does not 
trigger inflammatory response. It causes a spike in growth hormones typically associated with 
puberty such that, prolonged exposure can lead to an enhancement of secondary sexual 
characteristics. 
 
Anyone on a 3-month or shorter prescription will notice almost no changes but those who 
have managed to afford long-term prescriptions report enhanced breast growth, height 
increases, aggressive masculine hair regrowth and increased sensitivity of sexual organs. It is 
in effect a second, prolonged puberty for the user. The effects appear to be cumulative 
however and are passed on to offspring, so if a young man or woman takes her milk their child 
is likely to have some of the enhanced properties of their parents. The effect is subtle, so 
small it only became apparent after 8 decades of historical statistical analysis but in all 
countries of the world the average breast size has increased by somewhere between 3 and 8 
bra-cup sizes. Wealthy diplomats who have been on the supplement are immediately 
apparent with some women demonstrating mammary glands that stretch down to their 
knees. 
 
Thirty years ago an attempt was made by the world’s second richest individual to sue 
Incredible Bodies for false advertising. The public lawsuit revealed that his second wife was 
suffering from near-immobility as each of her breasts were now significantly larger than her 
torso and could be used as waterbeds. Her husband admitted her had to shave his beard four 
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times a day to get on top of the regrowth and made reference to other outsized affects 
negatively impacting their lives. Incredible Bodies responded to the lawsuit by providing 
detailed history of their transactions with his family, showing all correspondence dating back 
over a hundred years where ‘prominent sexual characteristic enhancement’ was listed as a 
positive bonus to taking the supplement. Following this several ancient video recordings were 
produced from several decades ago, with both the man and woman appearing delighted with 
the early stages of her ongoing growth. 
 
The court case was closed with the Judge’s final analysis concluding that the family could 
have stopped taking the milk supplement at any point in the last century, that they had known 
it was having an effect on their bodies for the entire time and they could easily have withdrawn 
from taking it at any point before the families condition reached such extreme proportions. 
Incredible Bodies scientists assured the court should the family stop taking the supplement 
they would age normally and enjoy another 30 to 50 years of good health without need for 
further intervention. Thus a legal precedent was set in Dr Cooper’s favour. 
 
To date, nobody still taking a daily dose of Dr Cooper’s rationed milk has died of naturally 
occurring ageing processes. In fact only three non-major trauma based fatalities have been 
recorded due to a particularly aggressive viral infection. These deaths made global headlines 
and resulted in a temporary dip in Incredible Bodies stock price by over twenty five percent, 
an outcry that resulted in a rare public response from Dr Cooper herself. 
 
Incredible Bodies unique supplement slows, even reverses, natural ageing and boosts the bodies 
immune system beyond natural capabilities. It cannot however overcome all forms of poison or 
toxin and should not be regarded as a path to guaranteed immortality. Sensible protection from 

infectious diseases or other forms of poisoning should be recommended for all individuals 
regardless of their innate immunities.  

 
We estimate that over sixteen thousand people take daily rations of Dr Cooper’s milk – 
rendering a significant population of the world’s wealthy elite immortal on a paid for 
prescription basis. A further fifty thousand people are administered it on a short-term basis, 
following submission and awarding of a grant to Incredible Bodies distribution partners. The 
first group pay for access to the wonder-supplement (no medical agency has yet managed to 
solely categorise it as a ‘drug’ – it cannot be synthesised or produced independently of Dr 
Cooper’s compound and independent scientific analysis has provided a clear rationale for its 
mechanism of action…) This has naturally resulted in millions of deficit mortalities over the 
last century, which has had profound impact on our society. 
 
To combat this Incredible Bodies announced plans for the formation of our first space colony 
with the intention for them to use a century and a half of accumulated wealth to lead 
humanities interstellar expansion. 
 
This announcement co-incidentally timed with the independent revelation from a scientific 
think-tank that the combined mass of Dr Cooper and the Titan Jessica are impacting the 
rotation of the planet. 
 
Over the last century both the Titan Jessica and Dr Cooper have continued slow but steady 
growth spurts. The Titan Jessica is now so vast she apparently struggles to breath when 
standing upright and thus has been reduced to crawling around the peninsula and 
surrounding oceans on her arms and legs. Her breasts have grown so vast they hang to the 
ground beneath her as she crawls and thus vast regions of the land around Incredible Bodies 
facility are rendered uninhabitable. 
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All this time the Titan has acted consistent with the arrangements made on her behalf to 
negotiate her freedom. Monitors have commented that she has never acted with any sign of 
aggression or malice to the wider population. Unfortunately she has been directly linked to 
several category six or seven earthquakes – following moments where she has moved to 
aggressively or without the necessary caution for a Titan of such ludicrous proportions. 
 
Meanwhile Dr Cooper’s existence remains barely changed – she lives a life of idol luxury and 
scientific research with the sole impendent of permanent immobility pinned to her milk 
factories. These two vast bioreactors have grown from building sized to city sized. She seems 
unperturbed by her continued growth, intelligence reports on her inner circle say she 
considers the ongoing increase in production the only thing that matters. We know that her 
body has not aged or atrophied due to her condition, she remains in a stable marital 
relationship and appears, to all intents and purposes, completely immortal. 
 
Her creator, a man identified only after his death as Dr Trevor Rimmer, published a 
posthumous scientific essay revealing as much as he could about her creation. That essay 
was roundly ignored at the time as the ravings of a madman; Incredible Bodies did not quash 
him or sue him for silence; they simply ignored him whilst commissioning a shadow 
campaign of their own credible scientists who ridiculed his claims. 
He spent his remaining years in hiding, refused an opportunity to gain access to her milk 
supply and passed away apparently distraught that she had upended his original project. 
Unfortunately he claims the changes she made to his work on posthuman genetics can never 
be replicated or understood without access to all three of the original test subjects – Dr 
Cooper,  the Titan Jessica and the male participant known only to us as ‘Doug’ from Dr 
Cooper’s original interview. 
 
To our knowledge he has never left the compound that houses the community of post 
humans and their descendants. Several generations of children have been raised within the 
compound and all have left have exhibited clear signs of immaculate health, increased 
musculature and extreme intelligence. A second generation child currently sits as a Dean of 
Cambridge University and several more occupy important positions at the UN – although all 
are tight lipped about the community that raised them and all insist they are working for the 
good of the planet and plan to go back home eventually. 
 
Over the last few years the rare interviews with Dr Cooper have indicated that she considers 
Gravity her largest problem – one she has been working hard to overcome. Her team have 
been working hard on geostationary mechanics, orbital propulsion and sky domes. They have 
published patents on sprayable skin-tight membranes that are both insulating, air-proof and 
vacuum resistant. They have already installed a global hydroponic satellite, with a cargo of 
genetically engineered plants that they claim can generate electricity from solar radiation and 
enough oxygen per day to meet the needs of an average astronaut. A fleet of drones have 
been deployed to intercept and capture space debris - building a clear orbital window clear of 
the dangers of disastrous orbital collisions. 
 
Independent observers have criticised her teams for not solving the single greatest challenge 
every other space-oriented business has had to face throughout history – the need to build 
powerful rockets to achieve escape velocity. This is a fair and legitimate complaint to most 
simple observers keen to find any chink in Incredible Bodies corporate strategy. 
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However, our analysts have begun to raise the very real prospect that Dr Cooper’s plan is 
simply to have Jessica stand up and ‘place’ her in orbit. 
 
If so, within a few short years it is entirely possible our planet will have two new moons in the 
sky. 
 
That is, if she decides to stay. 
 Alternatively if her team can find a way to have Jessica leave the ground, she and her 
community could depart to the vastness of space where there is no known upper limit to Dr 
Cooper’s projected circumference… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


