
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cherry Sweet Seduction

A Cherry Transformation Story
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Michelle couldn't believe she was actually doing this. Sure, she needed a job, but G-Tech? Really? What would she tell everyone she knew? What would she tell her family? That she worked at the place that made people into things? No, she couldn't do that. She wouldn't. She'd never live down the humiliation.

And humiliation was something the Chinese girl thought about a lot. All her life, she'd been paranoid about being humiliation, to the point that she never seemed to do anything to stand out or rock the boat. She didn't want the bad outcomes so much that she missed out on the good ones. But that was okay, as long as she wasn't being humiliated. Or laughed at. Or looked down upon. Or anything else of the sort.

It was unclear, even to Michelle herself, why she was like this. She didn't have a particularly demanding family, nor particularly needy friends. At five-four she was average height, and she wasn't particularly fat nor was she particularly thin either. Not curvy and not athletic. In some ways that helped her not stand out. And the less she stood out, the better in her mind.

Maybe that was why she struggled to get a job. When the primary role of an interview was to stand out, Michelle was very much not cut out for the role. It was so bad she'd been reduced to putting in an application at G-Tech; supposedly lots of people wanted to work there, but Michelle didn't see the appeal. More than that, she couldn't see why the jobs were always accepting; with the pay they were offering, surely they could find qualified applicants?

Oh well, no need to think about that right now. Personal assistant wasn't what she had wanted, but it would do until she found something else. Walking in through the doors, she couldn't help but wonder if she dressed for the wrong job; was this not a suit sort of place? It looked more like a science lab. Hopefully that didn't count against her.

Walking up to the front desk, Michelle was immediately struck by the fact that the receptionist had blue skin; was that normal around here? Blue hair too. Michelle had never thought about it before, but she had to wonder what she would look like with blue hair...

“Oh, are you the new assistant?”

The voice of the receptionist snapped Michelle out of her trance. “Uh, yeah, that's me... Is it obvious?”

The blue woman smiled. “It's pretty obvious who is and isn't comfortable with seeing someone with blue skin. The people who have been here before or worked at other facilities are pretty used to it. The ones that aren't, well, they tend to stare.”

“Sorry about that...” Now she felt embarrassed. She was already doing bad at the whole not rock the boat thing. Now she'd undoubted get a bad reputation and-

“No need to be sorry. I can already tell that Gina is going to love you. Who knows, maybe you'll look like me after today.”

“Gina? Like you? What-” Michelle sputtered, her brain trying to process everything at once. “First, who is Gina, and second, why would I look like you?”

“Gina's our boss, and the person you'll be assisting. She's a bit... wild. Uncontrollable, let's say. And she goes through assistants quickly because she has a tendency of exposing them to all kinds of things. Given that you seem to have a good head on your shoulders, she'll probably enjoy you, but I'm not sure you're going to be prepared for what she'll throw at you.”

“What would she throw at me, exactly?” Michelle almost didn't want to ask. A lot of her was yelling at her to run out the door.

“Have you ever thought about being a watermelon?”

“A... A watermelon?” Michelle blinked. No, no she had not.

“Yeah. Big, round, green, filled with juice and seeds?”

Michelle swallowed. “No, I can't say that I have...”

“Well, it might be in your future depending on what's on Gina's mind. Lots of people end up as giant fruit. Hell, I did.”

“You did?” Her? A giant fruit? No, she couldn't be a watermelon! Or... whatever else! She knew G-tech made that kind of thing, but becoming one herself? Absolutely not!

“Yep. Ended up a blueberry. Big and round and practically ready to explode. Not because of Gina, mind. I tried sneaking in and well, next thing you know I'm falling into a tank of something. Swelled right up.”

“How awful...”

“Oh it wasn't that bad. Felt great. And juicing, let me tell you, it's better than anything you can imagine.”

“I'll... take your word for it.” There was no way she was going to be juiced. No way she was going to be anything!

“Just make sure to follow Gina's rules, and you'll be fine, promise.” The blue woman got up, motioning for Michelle to follow her. Through a few sets of doors and down a few hallways they went, never stopping to see what might be in any of the rooms. Michelle figured she'd see them eventually. But even she had to stop when they passed some windows that revealed that looked like giant blue orbs.

Michelle's feet stopped, her mouth falling open in confusion. What were those? Were those... people? They kinda looked like people. But they were massive!

“Oh, the blueberries! Those are only a few of them, the temporary ones. I was with them a few months ago.” She sounded so casual about it, like it was normal.

“Blueberries?” Michelle's mind reeled. Immediately, she pictured herself as one. Huge. Round. Filled with juice. Sitting there, helpless. Why did the idea seem... appealing?

“Yep. Those are just the ones that choose to get juiced and get back to walking around and stuff. Some choose to remain as berries forever. They're somewhere else.”

“Forever? Why would... why would they do that?”

“Like I said, it feels good. And the pay is good. No need to worry about anything, just daily squeezing. And it feels better than sex.”

“So you said...” Michelle trailed off, her eyes fixed on the giant blue orbs that were actually people. She could see herself there among them... but no! She couldn't. She'd never live it down. And yet...

“Anyway, those are just the berries. There are plenty of other things one might end up as around here.”

“There are?” Michelle's voice came out a little more eager than she had intended. She didn't like this, she didn't! “I mean, I can't imagine what else...”

“Oh, plenty of things. Other fruits, for one. That watermelon question from earlier was pretty literal. But there are also plenty of pastries and other various baked goods. You could end up a marshmallow or something.”

Michelle swallowed thickly. Why did all these ideas appeal to her? What hidden thing was deep inside her that made her want this? Or was it this place? Could it be there was something about this lab that made her want these things? Had to be. No other explanation...

“W-well I certainly hope none of that happens to me. I don't know if I'd make a very good assistant as a marshmallow...”

“Gina might disagree. She goes through assistants really quickly. Gets ideas and needs test subjects and her assistant is usually the closest person.”

Well that didn't sound good. Michelle and the receptionist were walking again, past more windows with more huge people. She hadn't been kidding about there being other things one could end up as. Creme puffs oozing crème, marshmallows lightly toasted, what had to be a literal cake... It was all so enticing.

Now Michelle was certain of it. This place was definitely tempting her, making her want this! It had to be! And she was going to find out, once she met this Gina woman! Whoever she was, Michelle was definitely going to figure out what she was doing!

She didn't have to wait long. Another minute or so, and the receptionist was motioning for her to enter a lab with a wink and a nod, as though to wish her luck. Somehow, Michelle got the idea that the blue woman was betting against her...

“Hi there I'm Miche-” Michelle's words died in her throat, her eyes widening as she beheld Gina. She didn't know what she was expecting, but this woman was outside of any of it. She had to be seven feet tall at least, with coal black skin and fiery red eyes that made Michelle feel like she was a specimen being examined. Then there was the woman's clothes. Whatever Michelle imagined the head of this place looked like, it was not something that resembled a soldier's attire. Camo pants? Combat boots? Camo tank? Even her lab coat was tied around her waist.

Just what did this woman do here? What did she do to people? And why did Michelle feel like she was absolutely going to be next?

“You're who?” There was a playful look in the woman's eyes. The sort of look one gave when they were pranking someone. “I didn't catch that.”

“M-michelle. I'm the new... I'm your new personal assistant...”

“Oh! That's you? Wonderful!” Before Michelle could react, Gina was picking her up, practically crushing her in a hug. The woman was inhumanly strong; just what sort of person was she? Either way, Michelle was somewhat worried she was going to be snapped in half by the tightness of the hug, to say nothing of being smothered into the woman's chest.

“C-can't... breathe...!”

“Oh right, air! Sorry about that.”

Michelle found herself suddenly dropped to the ground, staggering slightly as she tried to compose herself. Being around Gina was like being on a boat in a storm, entirely unable to maintain your footing. It was disorienting. “T-thank you. So... what exactly am I going to be doing?”

“Oh, you're going to be assisting me in everything I do. You're a sounding board, a manager, a record keeper; you keep everything in line and if needed, you're a test subject.”

“A what?” Michelle squeaked. “I didn't, I mean I absolutely did not sign up for...”

“It's in your contract. You did read that, didn't you?”

“W-well I...” She hadn't read the whole thing. She'd never seen such a long one before and after a hundred pages and realizing there were several hundred more to go she'd just signed it and hoped for the best. “I mean I can't assist you if I'm a fruit...”

“Not true! Indeed, many of my best assistants do their best work as fruits! Come, let me show you!”

Before she could answer, Gina had wrapped an arm around Michelle and was practically dragging her along, through various rooms. One thing that Michelle realized as they passed by various people was that there was a lot of erotic moaning coming from them, like they were in heat; it was entirely unexpected... but the words of the receptionist came back. Better than sex, right?

“W-why are they moaning like that?” Michelle finally asked.

“Glad you asked! You see, when one is transformed, their entire body becomes like a giant erogenous zone; imagine being touched immediately causing sensations like achieving climax. Imagine, if you will, that your entire body is capable of causing an orgasm from the slightest touch. Here, let me show you.”

Without wasting a single moment, Gina poked the giant marshmallow. Instantly, there was a loud, erotic moan, as marshmallow fluff squirted from what had probably been their nipples before their change.

Michelle though, found herself suddenly being pulled to the side, before said fluff could fall on her by Gina. “No no, can't have that. You'd make a terrible marshmallow.”

“What do you mean? Is it not safe to touch?”

“Oh no, not at all!” Gina replied, as though it was the most obvious thing in the world. “Touching the discharge of the transformed is a great way to end up like them. I suppose I could fix it, but I've never really needed to. I'm immune, and more experiments is hardly a bad thing!” There was that playful grin, those mischievous eyes.

Michelle wasn't sure she trusted them. “So you aren't going to turn me into anything...?”

“Oh, I didn't say that dear. I just said you'd make a bad marshmallow. I have an eye for these things. I can tell what someone would be best as just from talking with them. And while you might have fun as a marshmallow, you'd not be best as one, not at all.”

That got a blink from her. She was certain that something had been revealed. “You can tell? Does that mean... Does this place...?”

“Tempt people? Oh absolutely. Nothing I can do about that. But it's really just me. I'm a walking temptress, though you probably don't believe me.”

“It's kind of hard to imagine you... well... tempting someone...”

“Oh? It's more literal. My mere presence makes all kinds of things bubble up from deep inside people.” Gina moved forward, placing a finger under Michelle's chin, lifting it up just slightly. “All those urges and desires unfulfilled. All the things one hungers for, I provide.”

“A-and you think I want to be a... a fruit? Or a pastry?”

“Oh it's usually not so literal. It's more likely that you're the sort that's always in control, always has to be so reserved and contained... maybe you're afraid of something, maybe you're afraid of people knowing you're not perfect. But what you probably desire is to be cared for, to feel pleasure without having to worry, to be entirely removed from everything and everyone and to have everything focused right on you.”

Michelle didn't even realize the blush was forming until she was bright red and it was burning her face. She swallowed again, trying to find words, trying to refute what Gina was saying, but all she could get out was, “You're... you're wrong...”

“Not very convincing. Besides, it's not me you need to convince, dear. It's yourself. You're the hungry one~” Gina gently caressed Michelle's cheek with the back of her hand, and instantly Michelle's stomach growled. Was it hot in here? It felt hot. Michelle felt heat building up in her. Was she... aroused? No! She couldn't be. She couldn't fall for this!

“I'm not... I'm definitely not...” Michelle looked up at the fruits. Had they moved rooms? She thought they'd been pastries. This place... this lab, was all wrong. Every part of it. Now they were cherries. Huge, round, juice cherries...

Michelle recalled the taste of cherries on her tongue. She loved cherries. And she wanted... no she needed a break, didn't she? Slowly, she stepped forward, each step bringing her closer to the giant fruit before her. She remembered what Gina said before, about touching them. If she touched them, they'd squirt, right? And she'd get splashed and...

Become just like them.

Michelle slowly reached her hand out. It would be so easy to just... touch them. Would it feel good? They seemed to be enjoying it. Would she really enjoy being a cherry? Her mind was a battlefield, warring between giving in and resisting. But why did she want to resist anyway? It certainly seemed like it would feel good. And she wouldn't need to worry anymore. She wouldn't need to worry about being humiliated...

She retracted her hand, hesitant to go further. “But... What about... my job?” Yes, her job. She was Gina's assistant! She couldn't do that as a fruit, right?

Michelle felt Gina's hands on her shoulders. “Oh don't worry about that. There's no reason you couldn't make being a cherry part of your job. And you'd be very good at it.”

A needy whine left Michelle's throat as she felt her arousal grow. It was so hard to resist. She wanted this, didn't she? She was fighting herself. Everything was perfect, everything was laid out for her. It was becoming clear what had happened.

“Y-you... You planned this, didn't you...” Her hand reached out again, stopping just before touching the giant cherry.

“Oh yes. As soon as you applied. After all, I know how to get the most out of my workers. And besides, you deserve it~”

“Are you going to... I mean, are you going to abandon me once I... Once I transform?” God, Michelle had never sounded like this to anyone. Been so honest. She was entranced, and she knew it.

“Oh Michelle, I never abandon my employees, or my lovers. It all depends on what you want. Some people like the separation, like this being a job. Others, well... Let's just say I have no problem treating them well~”

Again, Michelle let out a quiet moan. She could see it in her mind, see Gina taking care of her, see her being big and round and red and... god she needed it. She wanted it so badly. “You... you promise, right?”

“I promise~”

Somehow, Michelle felt like she was signing a contract or something. This was how people described making deals with demons, right? But she didn't care, she wanted this. She wanted this so badly... and she couldn't wait anymore.

More than poke the giant cherry in front of her, Michelle pressed her entire hand into it. The cherry practically screamed in bliss, as juice sprayed from what had probably once been nipples. It rained down upon Michelle, drenching her in sticky, sweet juice, soaking her through her suit.

Oh right, her clothes. Should she get naked? She couldn't wear them as a cherry, they wouldn't fit. Then again, this might be the last time she wore clothes too. But should she ruin them? Would they get in the way?

“Michelle.”

Michelle's entire body shivered. There was just a way that Gina said her name that made her heart flutter. She'd never felt that way towards anyone before. Brushing her wet hair out of her face, she looked up at the taller woman, biting her lip. “Y-yes?”

“Quit worrying. There's nothing you have to be concerned about~”

“B-but my clothes. Will they... I mean.... get in the way?”

“Probably. But I'd like to see them burst off you. After all, who knows when you'll be able to fit into a human outfit again?”

Michelle blushed deeply. “You're right...” Besides, they were already ruined by all the juice. She shouldn't be too worried about them. However, just as she began thinking about it, Michelle felt a strange feeling come over her. Her hands moved to her middle, pressing lightly against her belly. “Am I supposed to feel... full?”

That was the best way to think about it. Full. No, more than full. Michelle was beginning to feel like her stomach was being stuffed, that familiar tightness she knew from occasionally overeating at meals. And it wasn't going away. If anything, it was growing; every breath was making her feel more and more full. More than that, her belly was beginning to bloat, pressing against her clothing and hands.

“Look at you~ Getting a little food baby, are we?”

Gina's words immediately caused Michelle to blush. Right. Gina. She was definitely going to tease her. “I-It's fine! Nothing...”

“On the contrary! It's starting~ You're going to be my newest cherry.” Gina moved away for a moment, before producing a reflective tile, probably for construction of some kind. Come to think of it, there were all kinds of things all over the place; wasn't that dangerous? No time to think about that though, because Michelle was too focused on her own reflection.

Her face had gone entirely red. Not slightly red either; her entire face had turned cherry red. Michelle's jaw worked, her brain trying to process what was happening; logically she knew, but it was still trying to catch up with the reality of the situation. Imagining it and seeing it were very different things. While her mind was trying to catch up, she watched dumbstruck as her long black hair began to change color; starting from the roots, it began to turn the same shade of red as her face, spreading all the way down to the tips. In seconds, it was impossible to tell that she'd ever had dark hair at all.

“I didn't realize it would.. I mean I guess I should have...”

“Like the new look?” Gina was all smiles; Michelle couldn't help but wonder if her aura was the reason she was enjoying it so much. Was it really so easy for her to stoke her desires? It was hard for her to mind, feeling like this.

“I think so, yeah.” Michelle figured she'd need to; if she was going to be big and red. Speaking of red, it had already moved beneath her collar; she could only imagine that she was going to be red all over. And then she'd be... bigger. Speaking of which, looking down at herself, it was readily apparent that her belly was getting much, much bigger.

If it had been a foodbaby before, it was now becoming a true gut; Michelle's belly was growing large enough to hand over the waistband of her pants, and was really starting to make her look pregnant. She could see that like her face and hair, her belly was red too; perhaps it was just a taste of what was to come? Maybe she'd end up round, just like it was?

Not that the moment lasted long. Gina snapped her out of her thoughts almost immediately by poking her gut with a finger, causing Michelle's eyes to widen as she watched the woman's finger sink in. More than that, she could hear the sound of liquid sloshing around; it was the first sign that she wasn't getting fat, she was filling up.

“Hey! Don't! I might...”

“Pop? Oh don't worry, that's way, way off into the future.”

“What?” Michelle squeaked, her belly taking the moment to gurgle loudly, as though unhappy the focus wasn't on it. Suddenly, it surged forward about an inch, forcing Michelle to hold it up with both hands. It was heavy, and felt like a really large water balloon; it was amazing for her to think that it was actually her belly she was holding. As it grew, Michelle's stance had to be widened; she was really starting to look pregnant.

Her belly's size caused it to reveal itself more and more, making it impossible to hide with her shirt. Not that she was going to do that with how big she was getting; if she had started the day like this, she doubted her shirt would have even buttoned. Nor would she have been able to get her pants up, judging by how heavy her belly was growing; it was taking all her strength to hold her gut up.

And the fullness wasn't going away. No, every drop of juice inside of her made her feel even fuller; it was something Michelle was completely unprepared for. How could she ever imagine feeling this full? Looking up at the cherry that had sprayed her, she had to wonder: how full did they feel?

There wasn't much of a chance to think on that though, because suddenly there was a deep, low gurgle, followed by a sudden, heavy surge that caused her belly button to pop out with a dull thud. More importantly, her belly suddenly pushed forward, growing too heavy to hold; it it was growing apparent that Michelle's skin was growing increasingly smooth to the touch, like the skin of a real cherry. She hadn't noticed it on the bigger one, but it was very obvious here, as her belly slipped from her grasp.

Letting out an embarrassed squeak, Michelle's gut fell forward, dragging her down to the ground with it, before letting her rest atop it as it slowly began to push outward, lifting her upward more and more with every passing moment. Indeed, she had never quite imagined herself becoming quite so belly heavy; but soon, she was looking like the rest of her was merely attached to it. Her growing middle caused her waistline to grow as well, and soon she felt a swift release of pressure around her middle. She couldn't see it, but Michelle was certain that her button and fly had just burst, unable as they were to contain her any longer.

“Look at you! Getting so big~” Gina's hands gently rubbed the swelling orb that was Michelle's belly, sending pleasure shooting through her. No, not just pleasure. Arousal. Michelle was definitely getting aroused. Her skin was so sensitive now, and Gina's touch felt like she was being fingered; she couldn't see it, but Michelle could feel the juice leaking down her legs from her crotch.

“Ginaaaaa...” Michelle whined. Her legs were splayed now, her arms extended outward and unable to even come close to reaching around herself. Her shirt was pushed up around her boobs; she really was all belly, and she was now able to look like she was standing up because of it. Meanwhile, she continued to fill, continued to become juicer by the second.

“What's that?” Gina flicked Michelle's belly button, which was slowly being stretched flat, disappearing into the swelling curve that was her gut. All the same, the action made Michelle cry out in ecstasy, a puddle forming on the ground beneath her from the leaking. “Seems like someone is enjoying herself~” Playfully, Gina slapped Michelle's middle, once again causing her to orgasm; Gina hadn't lied, this was better than sex so far.

“Is my belly... the only thing that... get bigger...?” Michelle finally got out, breathing heavily through the fog of bliss that had fallen over her mind.

“Oh no, that's just the first part. Trust me dear, you're going to get much, much bigger~”

The words caused Michelle to let out a moan; when had the idea of becoming more of a cherry become so arousing to her? When had she given in to these desires? When had she even had these desires? The longer she spent around Gina, the more she found herself wanting this; she knew that by the end she'd probably never want to go back to being who she was. Somehow, she didn't mind that.

“Bigger... I want to be... bigger...” Michelle could barely think or speak with Gina rubbing her belly like this. And yet, her desires were going to be fulfilled, Michelle could feel it. She could feel the juice beginning to flow into other parts of her body; unlike the fullness in her belly, this felt more like a tingle, followed by more intense arousal that she could barely comprehend. Was the juice going to her brain too? It felt like it. It felt like her mind was turning to juice, with nothing but arousal flooding her senses, submerging her into erotic bliss.

Of course, with her skin being so sensitive, it was easier to feel where her body was growing, as cherry red flesh rubbed against the fabric of her clothes. She could feel her chest growing, turning her shirt into a new bra. For that matter, her own bra stretched as much as it could, poorly designed as it was to contain a chest as large as Michelle's was becoming. Loud snaps were heard as it burst, allowing her chest to swell freely, at least until her shirt began to contain them.

It was almost comical. Her chest was so larger that her entire shirt was needed to contain her, the buttons puckering as the gaps grew wider by the moment. Her nipples had become larger than her fists, engorged with juice, leaking as her shirt pressed against them in an attempt to contain her massive bust. However, there was little chance of it being able to do so for long.

Moments later, the first button burst, and then another, as her chest pulled her shirt apart with its girth. Each button lost gave her more room, and she wasn't sad to see them go; if anything, Michelle found herself wanting her clothes to burst faster, to let her become the berry she needed to be. Another button, and then another gave way, entirely incapable as they were of holding back the tide of red boob flesh.

Soon, her breasts were free, sitting atop her massive middle, leaking juice from each swollen nipple. Michelle could do little except moan, before letting out a loud scream of ecstasy as Gina put something on her nipples. Something that squeezed them, sending pleasure shooting through her again. She had never orgasmed so easily before; no doubt it would be the first of many.

“Now now, can't have you leaking too much~”

Michelle let out a whine; she couldn't reach around herself to touch her own nipples, and now Gina had squeezed them! And she wasn't doing anything to help her become a cherry any faster! Michelle's mind had well and totally succumbed to her urges now, actively making her desire what was coming. If anything, it couldn't come fast enough!

As though responding to her desires, her rear rapidly began to swell; her work slacks were not prepared to contain an ass as large as Michelle's was becoming, though it tried it's best. Indeed, it stretched as best it could, the seams popping here and there in a vain attempt to hold her inside of it. Her legs too, were swelling up, along with her hips; her lower body seemed bound and determined to match her upper body in size before long.

Then came the sounds of tearing fabric and ripping cloth as Michelle's rear and hips began to burst through her pants. Every broken seam, every torn piece of fabric revealed a seemingly endless amount of red flesh beneath them. As her pants burst off her fattening legs, Michelle realized that it was growing hard to bend them at all; the swelling was making them more rigid, like bloated logs.

Her arms too, were becoming fatter and wider, plumping up like her legs had. Though it was harder for her to turn her head at this point, she could see and feel her hands plumping up. It was almost like watching someone blowing into a balloon, the way her wrists, then palms, then fingers each swelled up and become impossible to bend.

At this point, whatever was left of her shirt and suit jacket were quickly bursting off of her. As she swelled, it felt like it was progressing faster, like she was growing faster; any resistance to her progress was being broken quicker and quicker. Scraps of cloth were falling around her, as her arms burst through her sleeves and her back tore through the fabric; all that was left of her human attire were her shoes.

Shoes that were quickly filled to the brim by swelling feet. Feet that were now feeling very cramped insider shoes that were far, far too small for them. The sound of them bursting off, two loud bangs, likely would have worried the old her; now it only made her happy, knowing that she was going to be free to swell further.

And with nothing to restrain her, Michelle's body began to take on a less human shape. Indeed, her body, now looking more like a bloated starfish of sorts, was starting to become rounder, becoming one giant curve. Her belly and breasts were coming together, as was her back and rear; even Michelle's sides were rounding out, forcing all the space she might have had to move to disappear. Her arms and legs, pudgy and fat as they were, were disappearing into her growing orb of a body.

Before long, that's all that she was. Michelle's arms and legs were gone; all that remained of her human form were two fat, bloated hands and two equally fat and bloated feet. Even her nipples had stretched flat. Oh, her head was on top, but she couldn't turn it with her shoulders and chest pressing against her. In moments, her hands began to disappear, little pops being heard as her fingers became little more than nubs before disappearing entirely, making it unclear if she had ever had them at all. Michelle could only imagine that a similar thing had happened to her feet.

Finally, the juice flooded her face. Her cheeks and lips began to swell, her head rounding as the sound of juice flooded her ears; it appeared that her head at least would remain somewhat separate from the rest of her body, but that wasn't for lack of trying. Somehow, she was still growing, still getting wider; and it was here that Michelle felt something new: pressure.

Pressure growing from inside of her, as her skin seemed to stretch to its limit; the juice seemed to flow endlessly, stretching her out beyond anything she thought possible. Every inch seemed to bring with it new groans as she became wider and wider; the feeling of fullness had given way to a feeling like something was pressing outward against her skin from all sides. Truly, she now knew what it felt like to be a balloon.

Only the feeling wasn't going away. If anything, it was getting worse; she was still growing, and the pressure was only increasing. Every second seemed to bring with it another inch, as Michelle's body became double her original starting height in width. And yet, she was still growing.

Suddenly, she felt herself being rolled backwards; all she could do was squeak, before feeling something get shoved into her sex and what had been her rear. Squeaking loudly, for that was all she could do at this point, she immediately felt the real effects: she wasn't leaking anymore. And that lack of leaking meant the pressure grew even more, something Michelle didn't think was even possible at this point.

But she was being rolled backward, and that meant the juice was flowing downwards towards her head, causing it to plump up even more. It was becoming harder to see because of it. But what she could see was Gina's smiling face. Again, Michelle felt like she was being looked at the way a cat looked at a mouse; perhaps Gina had intended this all along. But then, Michelle couldn't find it within her to care anymore. She did feel great. And more than that, she trusted Gina to make her feel even better.

“Look at you! All big and round and still growing~” Gina slapped Michelle's body, instantly causing her body to gurgle loudly, unable to eject the juice as she came again. “Now, the real question is, will you be able to handle being juiced?” Michelle wanted to say something, but seeing as she was incapable of speech, all she could do was let out a low whine. Juicing did sound good. After all, she was still swelling up.

“Now, I don't know if you can feel it, but little Michelle is now, oh, twenty feet wide? Maybe a little more. You're a very big cherry. And right on the verge of popping~” Gina ran her fingers along Michelle's side, clearly aware that she was stimulating her as she swelled up. Michelle was starting to worry if she was actually going to explode at this rate. She was certain Gina wouldn't let it happen, but at the same time, she could feel herself stretching out, and feel herself still growing.

“Now, the real question is, can you handle being rolled?”

Michelle's eyes widened. It had just dawned on her that the only way she was going or getting anywhere was if they rolled her; she could never have imagined the concept before any of this. Of course, there wasn't any way that she was actually going to be able to protest. She was well and truly at Gina's mercy.

But as she was rolled away, she could only wonder what was in store for her. The sounds of erotic ecstasy combined with increasingly loud sounds of suction could only hint at what was going to happen. Whatever it was, Michelle was prepared for it...

And extremely eager.


Afterword

Thank you for reading! If you're interested in similar stories, please feel free to check out the rest of my work and leave a review about what you thought! If you would like to give me feedback personally or send ideas for things you'd like to see, feel free to email me at: 




louisbakerwriting@gmail.com


Books By This Author

Blueberry Lovers: A Blueberry Transformation Story

Lovers Lucy and Katie have one major thing in common: they both love the idea of swelling up into a blueberry. Now, finally, they have the ability to do so, but little do they know that it's going to be even juicer than either of them ever imagined. The question isn't going to be if they'll become berries, but if they'll still fit in the house after the fact...

Workplace Hazards: A Blueberry Transformation Story

Naomi and Kim are working the night shift at the local G-Tech factory, unaware of just how close they are to some of the less stable products. As Kim slacks off, neither of them realize that they're going to be ending the night much larger, heavier, and juicier than they started it...

Fruit Flavored Follies 3: A Watermelon Transformation Story

Mona and Mika have been friends for as long as either can remember, and have spent more than enough time getting into trouble. This time however, Mona is dragging her friend into trouble that will change the two forever, not that either of them know that going in!
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