
        
            
                
            
        

    
Factory Follies 2

A Lollipop Transformation Story

Louis Baker


“Ugh, I thought this was supposed to be interesting,” Kayla groaned as she leaned back against a railing. So far, this entire tour had been a bust.

Kayla Wu looked around, trying to find her friend who dragged her here. With how the tour at G-Tech had been going, she was very much planning on sneaking off. Sure, she'd probably get kicked out, but so what? It was already boring. Besides, she was hardly someone who stood out. Slightly taller than average, with long brown hair and what she personally described as the 'most average of average' figures, she was exactly the sort of person that blended in.

“It is interesting,” Cindy replied beside her, causing Kayla to jump slightly in surprise. Despite the fact that Kayla considered her to be more attention grabbing than herself, somehow she was always sneaking up on her. Cindy was slightly shorter than Kayla was, with slightly shorter black hair and a thinner figure to boot. But it was her personality that made her stick out; whereas Kayla was more a stick in the mud and easily bored, Cindy was always personable and excitable. It was why they usually got along, and it was the reason Kayla usually got dragged around on adventures. Cindy was always the one with the plans and ideas.

“Look, I'm sure you think all these chocolate bars getting made is interesting, but it's not interesting enough for an entire day. Besides, I thought this place had weird stuff in it.” Honestly, that was the stuff that interested Kayla. She'd only agreed to come after doing some internet searches and finding stories and articles about accidents that occurred at these places. She wasn't sure if she believed it was real, but she was interested in finding out.

Cindy meanwhile, was pouting. “I'm sure it does! But that's probably later.”

“Or, maybe it's not on the tours,” Kayla retorted.

Cindy blinked in confusion. “What do you mean not on the tours?”

“Well, they probably aren't going to show people all the accidents.”

“Not all of them are accidents! Some you can sign up for I think.”

Kayla rolled her eyes. “Uh huh. Sure. I highly doubt that people are signing up for this. Who signs up to be a fruit?”

“Some people I'm sure!” Cindy huffed. “Besides, why does it matter?”

“Because I want to see if it's real or not, obviously. And I don't think we're going to find that out following everyone else.”

“What else can you do though?”

“Well, we'll just take a different way.”

Cindy's eyes went wide. “What? No, we can't do that! I mean they'll-”

“Kick us out? Oh well, we've already seen most of the stuff. Now come on.” Without wasting another moment, Kayla grabbed Cindy by the wrist and tugged her along through a side door, down a long white hallway.

Most of the G-Tech lab had clearly been made up to look like a normal place, almost theatrical. But this part was clearly a lab, entirely clean and spotless and white. More than that though, the place was like a maze; all the hallways seemed to connect to each other and go on forever. It was hard to figure out exactly where they were, or where they were going. And what was worse, none of the doors had windows, so it was unclear what was inside any of them.

“Ugh, this is such a pain! How do you find anything in this place?”

“I'm sure the people who work here know where everything is...” Cindy replied, her eyes darting all over the place. Surely, there had to be some sign of where they were going?

“Whatever, let's just start trying doors. Like... this one!” Kayla pushed through the next door they came across, which opened into a large room, filled with conveyor belts that moved back and forth, all over the place. “Okay, what even is this place?”

Slowly, Cindy approached one of the belts, looking down at the candies moving along the line. “I think they're some kind of hard candy? But I didn't think this was how you made them...”

Indeed, the process being done was entirely alien compared to other hard candies. It began by blowing was seemed to be a small bubble, which somehow didn't pop on the conveyor belt. From there, a nozzle was inserted, and the bubble filled with some kind of liquid. It would then go along and have a stick inserted into it, before it would finally be coated in something and wrapped. Surely this was not how you normally made lollipops!

“Well, this is interesting I guess, but it wasn't what I was looking for either.” Kayla huffed in annoyance, before turning and sitting against the conveyor belt. “I know this is the first place, but do you really think that the stories are actually true?”

“I mean, maybe? But we probably shouldn't stick around and find out,” Cindy replied, her gaze focusing on Kayla's rear pressing against the moving belt. “Uh, do you really think you should be leaning against that? I mean it's kind of dangerous right?”

Kayla rolled her eyes. “It's not dangerous at all. I mean-” Suddenly, Kayla was cut off as she was tugged to the side; her belt loop had gotten caught on the belt. At first she tried to run to keep up with it but the belt moved too fast for that; Kayla was simply pulled onto the belt and taken along for the ride. “Cindy! Help me!”

Cindy tried to run to keep up, but Kayla was being taken upward, away from where she was. “You're too far away!”

“Well then try to turn this thing off!” Kayla tried to pull herself free, but she realized that if she pulled herself to hard to the side, she'd fall off, and that didn't look like a soft landing. She'd just need to wait until she was in a better position.

But then, the belt stopped. Looking around, Kayla figured she'd gotten her chance. All she needed to do was pull herself free and-

Suddenly, the nozzle that had been filling the candies shoved itself in her mouth. Before she could get her bearings and react to the occurrence, it sprayed something sweet and sugary into her mouth at full blast. Pressed down into the belt, Kayla tugged at the tube, cheeks swollen nearly to bursting, as the liquid forced itself down her throat.

“Kayla!” Cindy looked around in a panic, trying to figure out if there was some kind of control panel that she could use to turn it off. At the same time though, she remembered the candies. They weren't that big! It shouldn't be spraying this much. Unless... “It thinks you're a candy!”

Suffice it to say, Kayla had figured that much out. What she didn't understand was why the machines were pouring so much into her; all the candies were small! Didn't it know to only deposit a certain amount? There was no way it was determining how much to fill something with based on its size!

Because if that were so, she might be in a great deal of trouble!

Cindy watched as her friend gulped down what seemed like whole mouthfuls of whatever the stuff was. With equal parts surprise and horror, she watched as Kayla's belly began to swell, larger and larger, forming a growing dome underneath her t-shirt. It began to look like a mountain, uncovering itself little by little, as it pressed down against the waistband of her shorts, and more than that, pressed against her belt.

Kayla struggled, trying in vain to remove the tube that seemed to have glued itself to her lips. She felt impossibly full, and every swallow made her feel like she was definitely going to explode. Only, she didn't. Instead, her belly stretched, little by little, gulp by gulp, growing wider and wider, heavier and heavier.

From where Cindy was, it looked like her friend was doing more than just being filled; she looked like she was swelling up. It was like some strange mutation was occurring, as Kayla's belly began to turn bright red, the same as the candies that surrounded them. Kayla continued to struggle, but she was clearly growing tired, unable as she was to free herself. Had she consigned herself to her fate?

In reality, Kayla was dealing with a new, strange phenomenon. Her muscles felt wrong; it was like all her strength was leaving her. No, that wasn't it. It was like whatever was filling her was spreading throughout her body, including into her muscles. Had her belly reached it's limit? She couldn't tell. All she knew was that her arms and legs were beginning to feel like they were made of lead, as the sweet concoction continued to fill her.

Beneath her, Cindy had taken to watching her friend so closely, the rest of the world seemed to fade away. Whatever was happening to her friend was beyond her comprehension; but more than that, it was making her feel things she was not entirely comfortable admitting. Her breath hitched slightly, as she felt herself become warmer; internally, Cindy scolded herself for what she was feeling, but she couldn't resist it. Whatever was happening to her friend was... captivated.

Unbeknownst to her of course, she was merely experiencing the effects of the location; almost like a sentient being, it would draw such desires and urges out of people the longer they remained. Of course, neither of the women could know that. Neither of them could have known that their urges to explore might have been stirred by the very building they were in. But at the same time, it didn't entirely matter. One of them was paying the price, the other was entirely swallowed in new urges she couldn't explain.

Finally, Kayla's body began to swell in places other than her belly. She felt it immediately, the cool, strange liquid flowing into places she hadn't felt it before. Groaning and moaning in protest, she watched as her chest swelled up right before her eyes, each breast becoming like it's own little dome. She could even see her nipples grow thick and erect, filled to the brim with whatever was inside her.

But it was more than that. Her back and sides were filling too, like her body was a bladder or a balloon of some kind; little by little she became rounder, wider, heavier, as her limbs grew increasingly spread out. They too, were swelling larger, each of them filling like sausages, right down to her fingers and toes. She could feel each finger plump up, each toe swell in her shoes. She could feel her limbs lose their definition as they grew wider around an increasingly rounding body.

Yes, Kayla was certainly becoming rounder, and the biggest obstacle to that transformation was her own clothing. Her t-shirt had become a bra of sorts, stretching taught around her rounding torso, creaking and groaning as it tried to contain her the way a bag placed over a balloon might. Each pump from the tube made it rise higher, stretch tighter, until tears began to form and seams began to burst.

However, that was nothing compared to what was going on around her midsection. The thing that was stopping Kayla from looking truly round was that her belt was practically cutting her in two. Above, her torso ballooned up. Below, her fat, bloated legs splayed outwards, unable to come closer due to her full thighs. It was simply around her middle that her belt kept her from getting any wider, and the tension was growing increasingly painful.

It was like she was being cut in two; the belt refused to stretch more, and her body refused to relent. One of the two would have to give, and she hoped it wouldn't be her body. The sound of stretching leather, the creaking of her body as it pressed against it, raised the tension higher and higher, until Kayla found herself wishing that whatever happened would happen already, no matter which of them burst in the end.

And then there was a bang.

Cindy reflexively crouched down, hands over her head, like someone had fired a gun, only to look up a moment later to realize that the sound had been Kayla's belt snapping off with great force. Kayla's body, immediately free, wobbled and jiggled like some kind of great balloon, entirely free from the one thing that had really contained it. Her gut, large as it was, had no problems bursting through the fly of her shorts, and from there, the clothing Kayla wore became increasingly small upon her swelling frame.

It stretched, it groaned, it fought valiantly, but Kayla was not going to stop growing. Her shirt burst first, the cotton tearing off her body before Kayla's eyes. Pink fabric ripped away, revealing red skin beneath; she was really starting to look like one of the candies that had been on the belt.

Below, her shorts were holding up slightly better, but not by much. The denim did what it could to resist her growth, but it stood no chance; it could only tear against the endless growth of Kayla's thighs and waists. Though the waistband snapped off with a bang, it was nowhere near as loud as the bang that had followed the loss of her belt.

Cindy watched as her friend really began to resemble a candy. How many gallons had she consumed? How would she ever walk again? No, forget those questions, how would she even leave this place? Was there even a process to turn someone back from being a candy?

Whatever the truth, Cindy couldn't think of it right now. Instead, she was fixated on her friend's underwear, which had grown so stretched out that it resembled a massive thong. As it snapped, Cindy bit down on her lower lip, the blush on her cheeks reaching ear to ear. She knew this was her friend, and yet she was becoming overwhelmed by feelings; not just from watching it happen, but from wondering what it would be like to be in that position herself...

Kayla had no ability to think of anything beyond her predicament. As it stood, the freedom of movement the liquid now had was giving her feelings much like the ones her still normal friend was having. She moaned as she felt her legs and arms disappearing, becoming absorbed into her massive, full body. She leaked whatever this sweet, sugary filling was from her sex, aroused as she was from all the sensations she was now receiving.

She barely noticed that her shoes were growing tighter around her increasingly swollen feet; along with her hands, they were the only things beyond her head that still showed that she had once been human. However, just as her hand and fingers disappeared into her rounding body, so too did her feet outgrow their leather prisons. With two bangs, her feet freed themselves, though they scarcely resembled feet at all at this point. That done, her socks tore off, and then finally, her feet disappeared into her massive, bloated body.

Kayla knew she was running out of room. Through the haze of arousal that was falling over her mind, she was aware that she likely looked exactly like the candies now. And yet, the liquid did not stop. Kayla moaned, her face swelling up further, as every part of her body that could contain liquid was filled. Arousal built in her core, before finally she could hold it no more; as she came, the smell of sugar filled the room.

And then, it stopped. The tube popped from her bloated lips, and retracted itself, leaving the candy girl and her friend in silence. Yet it only lasted a moment, for the belts began to run again, moving Kayla even further away from Cindy.

“Wait! No! Come back!” Cindy called, knowing it was no use. The place seemed to run on its own. How was she even going to get Kayla back now?

“I see someone got turned into candy~”

Cindy suddenly stood rod straight, as the woman's voice seemed to sink into her mind and stimulate desires she was very much trying to keep under control. How effortless that voice was! “W-well I mean-” Cindy's mouth remained open as she found herself staring up at a rather tall, outlandish woman. Skin as black as coal, eyes like rubies that seemed to stare into her. 'This must be what food feels like,' she thought, 'before it gets eaten.'

The strangely dressed woman flashed a wide, mischievous grin, as she leaned down and loomed over Cindy. “Well what, hm? I don't think you were on the schedule~” What kind of person was this? Beyond the strange eyes, who dressed like she was a mix between soldier and scientist? She didn't seem like any kind of lab technician, she seemed like a mad scientist!

“S-schedule?” Cindy squeaked out. “No I don't think we're, I mean she's not...”

“Oh yes. Some people want to do this intentionally. I'm sure you heard the sounds your friend was making. Doesn't that tempt you, dear?”

Cindy swallowed thickly. Yes, it did tempt her. No, she didn't need to be reminded. “N-no. Not at all.” A terrible, obvious lie.

Not that the woman seemed to care much. “Well, perhaps you'll change your mind as the finishing touches are put on your friend. Or should I say, into your friend?”

“Into? What do you mean into-” There was a loud whirring noise, as mechanical arms shifted above them, moving something large and long into place. It took a few moments for her to figure out what it was, simply because she'd never seen one so large before. “Is that a stick? Like for a lollipop?”

“Sure is! Good thing we had some ready to go today. Always make extra, I say.”

“But you can't- I mean she's not-”

“Don't worry, just watch.”

Cindy turned to look back at Kayla, who's huge, round blob of a body was sitting there waiting for what came next. Could she possibly hear them? Could she imagine what she was about to feel? Whatever she might have felt or thought, it couldn't have prepared her for what came next, surely...

The mechanical arms, with little fanfare, simply inserted the giant stick into Kayla's sex. With a loud, orgasmic cry, Kayla came, sugary liquid leaking around the stick. As it was shoved further in, she came more, over and over, her voice cracking from the strain of the euphoria she was being put through.

Finally, it stopped. The metal hands wiped the area around her sex, before moving her along to be coated, so that she was hardened properly in the right shape, before she was sent off through a door labeled 'packaging.'

Cindy however, was unable to think about where her friend was going. Watching and listening to that display had turned her on more than she'd ever felt; her thighs clenched as she bit back a moan; this wasn't supposed to be hot! She wasn't supposed to want this! She wasn't... was she?

“Oh my, someone's into it~”

“I-I am not!” Cindy tried to protest, her face so red it likely resembled Kayla's body.

“No? I think you're lying~” The woman retorted. “You're leaking through your pants after all~”

“What?!?” Cindy's voice cracked, as she looked down at herself. It was true, little wet spots were appearing on her jeans. She had gotten too aroused for her underwear to contain it! This couldn't be happening! She couldn't possibly be so into being a... being a... a candy!

“Mhm. In fact, I think you're really, really into it.” The woman placed a finger under Cindy's chin, eyes sparkling with something that made Cindy shiver in... was it fear or anticipation? She couldn't decide. On one hand, the fact that she felt like this woman's treat was terrifying... and yet at the same time she couldn't remember the last time she wanted anything more.

It really was taking all her willpower not to just throw herself onto the conveyor belt.

“If... If I was into it, and I'm not, but if I was... would it be... safe?”

“Well, you'd be a candy for the foreseeable future.”

“Would I be eaten?”

That got a laugh from the larger woman. “Oh of course not. We don't eat our customers. Though we might use you as a display piece.”

“A display?” Cindy was practically the same color as the candies now. “But then everyone would...”

“See you? See what happens to those who wander off where they're not supposed to be?”

Cindy swallowed. “But I'd be naked...”

“Candies can't be naked, you know.”

“T-true.” Another hard swallow. Her eyes darted to the belt. She really wanted to do this, no matter what the increasingly tiny rational side of her mind was telling her. “So then I'll be...”

“Huge. Massive. You'll probably resemble a whale more than a human. And of course there's the...”

“S-stick.” Cindy's thighs tensed again. Would it feel as big as it looked? “But I mean...”

“Ah, I see. You're one of those types.” The large woman tugged Cindy's slightly oversized flannel up. “Good, no belt. Better choice than your friend.”

“H-hey! What do you mean better choice? What type? What-”

Suddenly, Cindy was cut off, as the larger woman pushed her backwards onto the moving belt. “The type that needs to be pushed into the deep end to really get what they want~”

Cindy's mind reeled, immediately recalling how long Kayla had been on the belt before the hose had been inserted into her mouth. Right, the hose! The...

It was faster than she had expected, as the rubber forced its way into her mouth. Reflexively, Cindy went to tug at it, to pull it out, but her lips seemed stuck to it. Not that she had much time to consider it. In moments she saw the red liquid making its way down the tube, barely giving her time to let out a surprised squeak before her cheeks ballooned from the quantity of liquid being forced into her.

It was as sweet as it smelled, and it came quicker than Cindy had expected. She was already gulping down as much as she could, as fast as she could, just to keep up with it, perhaps out of fear that her cheeks might explode. Not that they would, but at this moment her mind was reeling with all manner of possibilities.

Of course, through that haze came a new feeling: fullness. She was becoming extremely full. Cindy had never been much of an eater, and she'd never been anything other than thin. Now however, she could see her belly swelling up, filling like a bladder with all the liquid she was gulping down, pushing her shirt up further and further as it did so. Her hands went to it, moaning through the tube as she felt how sensitive her skin was becoming. She couldn't see it yet, but she was certain it must be turning red, just like Kayla's had.

Soon enough, Cindy's belly seemed to fill to some kind of capacity, and the fullness subsided. Replacing it however, was a sensation that she was profoundly empty, as she felt the liquid begin to flow all throughout her body. With the flow of the liquid came pleasure, causing Cindy to shut her eyes as she allowed herself to slip away into heat.

She didn't need to think right? Candy didn't think. And that's what she wanted to be. What she was going to be.

It was getting hard to move her limbs, as the liquid filling her caused them to swell up. She could feel her skin pressing against the sleeves of her shirt and the denim of her pants; how comical she must look, as she swelled up. Soon, her limbs were being spread out, as the sound of groaning fabric grew louder; stretched as it was, it couldn't stretch forever.

The formerly thin girl was starting to look rounder; up front her belly and breasts gurgled and swelled without much resistance at all. Cindy felt her pants button give way, followed by her fly; there was no belt to restrain her belly the way there had been with Kayla. All the same, Cindy seemed to be swelling quicker than Kayla had; was it the lack of a belt?

Indeed, she was starting to resemble a massive, bloated starfish, moaning in heat as the chorus of popping seams and groaning fabric grew louder. Her jeans were giving way now that her legs were so big; they couldn't possibly contain such fat limbs anymore. Not that they would be limbs anymore. She knew they'd disappear soon, just like Kayla's. And of course, Cindy could feel her feet swelling in her shoes; it was oddly exciting to feel each of her toes plump up, pressing against the leather.

Her hands too, had swollen up, each looking like a blown up rubber glove, her fingers too fat and swollen to bend. Her wrists had swelled so large that they'd burst through the cuffs of her shirt, and more than that, her arms were beginning to tear the sleeves. Oddly enough, only the body of the shirt itself seemed to stretch, doing it's best to contain the growing candy inside of it.

It had been over-sized when Cindy had put it on that morning; now it looked far too small. Massive gaps formed between the puckering buttons, straining to hold together despite the fact that she wasn't stopping her growth. One popped, sending it flying out into the darkness, causing her entire body to jiggle somewhat ominously. Then another gave way, and then another, each one causing her body to jiggle and shake more and more. Finally, with a loud snapping sound, the final button gave way, causing Cindy to groan loudly as she came. She was only barely aware of how large she was getting, lost as she was in the pleasure her brain was experiencing.

Soon, Cindy's limbs were disappear, her massive, nude body absorbing them into itself as she continued to grow wider. Her head swelled up, cheeks bloating even more, as the liquid looked for anywhere it could flow. Two loud bangs were heard, as Cindy's bloated feet burst out of her shoes, before they too disappeared into her body. Soon, the only thing that marked Cindy out as being human at all was the fact that her bloated head still had hair on it.

Still, Cindy was getting full. Truly full too, not the full she thought she'd felt before. Compared to this, she might as well have been starving before. Now, she felt like even if she could move, she might explode if she tried. That brought a kind of pleasure she hadn't expected as well, the feeling that each orgasm was somehow dangerous, as she jiggled slightly from the experience.

Regardless, it was clear she was finished with the filling part of her experience. The tube popped itself out of her bloated lips, and she was taken away deeper into the lab, over to where she knew the sticks were. Right. The sticks. Cindy knew what was coming, could see the massive stick overhead, and knew exactly what was going to be done with it.

Squeaking in excitement and worry, the anticipation for what was to come was killing her. She almost wished she could stimulate herself; Cindy had never felt hornier, and yet she could do nothing about it. Finally, she felt something touching her sex...

And then she screamed as best she could in pleasure as the stick was shoved inside of her. She could feel it penetrate further than she'd ever imagined anything going, proving to her that she was truly a candy. It was so much larger than anything she'd imagine going into her as well; it had to be as thick as her leg had been before she swelled up.

However, it was extremely hard to think about any of that right now, as she was too busy orgasming harder than she had before, the stimulation too great for her handle. She thought the pleasure would never end with how many climaxes were being thrust upon her body and mind; perhaps they wouldn't.

Lost in her haze was the knowledge that she was being moved somewhere new, somewhere else. Something was being sprayed upon her bulbous body, something causing her to become hard and rigid rather than the balloon she felt like. Soon, she was being turned over this way and that, layers of hard candy shell being added to her body, making her sounds increasingly muffled by it all.

Then, she was moved off again, off to be wrapped in a nice little wrapper, before she was moved off again to somewhere she could barely see. However, she could hear, and what Cindy heard were voices. Part of her wanted to cry out, to tell whoever was talking not to look at her, but there was nothing she could do; the lab's mechanical arms were putting her on a display pedestal next to some other lollipop; it had to be Kayla, without a doubt.

Still, the fact that she was on display, that people were looking at her massive naked form, candy or not, was embarrassing, and oddly arousing. Not that she could orgasm anymore. The hard candy shell made it impossible for her to get the climax she had enjoyed before.

The real question was: how long was she going to be like this?

And did she really want to go back?
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