
        
            
                
            
        

    
Fruit Flavored Follies 2

A Blueberry Transformation Story

Louis Baker


Honestly, there are some days where I hate my job.

Don't get me wrong, it's a good job. It pays well, there are benefits, but some days can really get on your nerves, and usually, that's because someone isn't following the rules. Don't misunderstand what I mean; these aren't complicated rules or pointless ones; they exist so people don't have accidents.

Perhaps I should explain what I do. I manage a facility here at G-Tech, a scientific lab where we produce all our wonderful concoctions. The bubblegum that makes bubbles that float? Made here. The oranges the size of watermelons? Made here. The ice cream that never melts? Made here.

But one of the things my boss enjoys, for reasons that escape me, is to allow people to tour our facilities. I don't know why she likes this, since it always ends up going wrong. In fact, I don't think there has been a single tour that has ever finished without someone eating something they weren't supposed to or touching something they weren't meant to and ending up as something. We've already had to increase the size of our storage facilities as it is!

I suspect that she really enjoys watching people become things; and I can't fault her reasoning that it allows us to do free product testing. But honestly, having to deal with the whole mess is exhausting, and she leaves me to do the clean up. And trust me, trying to deal with family members as they confront the fact that their loved one is now a giant fruit or something similar is headache inducing.

“There you are!”

I reflexively let out a sigh. Here we go. “What do you need, boss?”

Gina placed her hands on her hips, a devious smile on her face and a mischievous glint in her eyes. “So, today there's going to be more visitors. I want the storage areas prepared, and of course, make sure the juicer is ready.”

“I suppose you're expecting something to go wrong?”

“Doesn't something always?”

“Yes, now that you mention it.”

“Well, just make sure it's done. Though I know you're probably already prepared given your track record. Pretty soon, the owner might give you your own facility.”

That was news to me. “I can't imagine he would.”

Gina raised a finger. “You're too focused on what is and not enough on what could be. He's thinking about splitting this facility into two. One for what I do, and one for all the storage.”

“And let me guess, that would allow you to test more things, thus needing more space?”

“Exactly! Have to store all those giant apples somewhere in between juicing!”

“Well, whatever he decides is fine. Just try not to turn everyone who you deal with today into giant fruit. We don't have that much space.”

“No promises~”

And with that, Gina was off, that mischievous look never leaving her face. I almost felt bad for whoever had decided to take a look at our facilities today. All the same, I did what was requested of me. The juicer was prepared, the storage areas were prepped. If we did have anyone who needed that sort of thing today, then we would be ready.

What I was not expecting was to be told that Gina wanted me to come down to the produce production center. It was rather early after all; she couldn't possibly have already had an accident, right?

Much to my dismay, it appeared that there had already been an accident. Or at least, the beginnings of one. There was Gina, grin suppressed but with that same amused glint in her eyes, along with an older woman and two younger ones, one of whom was clutching a very bloated belly.

“Ah, there he is! Our chief scientist. Here, come explain what's happening, won't you?”

“What do you mean explain what's happening? Nothing should be happening!” The older woman exclaimed, eyes filled with worry. “My daughter shouldn't be having anything happen to her!”

“I'm guessing she ate something here when she wasn't supposed to,” I replied, noting that her entire face had turned a rather telltale purple. “And I'm guessing it was the blueberries.”

The bloated girl groaned and nodded. “Oh god, I'm so full... Why am I so full?”

“Why is your hair turning blue?” The other girl asked, voice filled with more curiosity than worry.

“Why is anything turning blue?” Her mother retorted.

“The blueberries, indeed all the fruits here, are not for eating. We take them, squeeze them, and then through a process that we keep secret, make it safe for humans to eat. When you consume them before that process is done... well you'll get to witness it yourselves.”

“Can't you stop it?” The mother seemed to be almost hyperventilating, as her platinum blonde daughter was quickly gaining purple-hued hair, right down to the ends. Every strand seemed to change color, until finally her whole head was covered in purple hair.

“No, there's nothing to be done until it's over. But luckily for her, the juicer was already being prepared, so she'll be squeezed quickly.”

“Squeezed? Like a fruit?” The other daughter replied, curiosity seeming to give way to eagerness. “Does that mean she's becoming a blueberry?”

“Emily! Your sister is not becoming a blueberry, people do not-”

“Actually, that's exactly what she's becoming,” I interjected, entirely prepared for the usual disbelief that accompanied such assertions. “Right now, she's in the beginning stages. Blue skin, blue hair; her body is in the process of configuring itself.”

“I'm... becoming a blueberry?” The blue girl said, as she looked at her hands, each one rapidly becoming as blue as her face and hair.

“At least she's becoming her favorite color!”

“Don't make it worse!” Her mother scolded. “You can fix her right? Make her... not a blueberry?”

“We can squeeze her, absolutely. How much of a berry she remains is going to be a question until after.”

“I feel so weird...” Again the blue girl began cradling her stomach, a stomach that was audibly gurgling more and more as the seconds passed.

“Rachel, dear, what feels weird?” The mother turned to me. “Well, do something!”

I could only sigh. “There's nothing I can do at the moment. We can't squeeze her until the process is complete.”

Suddenly, Rachel's gut gurgled louder than before, and pushed out about an inch. Her breathing became deeper, the way one often breathed when recovering from a large meal. Instead, every breath seemed to bring with it a slightly larger belly, as it began to reveal itself more and more from beneath her shirt.

It began to push her jeans down, sitting atop them like a pregnant mound. Rachel could only groan as it continued to swell, while everyone else simply watched with varying levels of concern. No doubt her mother, watching the whole thing like she was expecting her daughter to explode, was filled with worry, but I was mostly curious how her sister seemed to mimic Gina's expression. That one was going to be trouble, I just knew it.

“So. Full.” There was a creaking noise, as Rachel's belly became fuller, as she became less and less able to hold it up. Finally, it slipped from her hands, pressing down against her pants, which burst open with a dramatic pop. There was the sound of breaking metal, as her zipper broke open, unable as it was to contain her growing gut.

Her mother's jaw worked as she tried to find words to explain what was currently happening to her daughter. Emily had no such problems. “Holy crap, you're getting fat!”

“I'm not... fat...” Rachel whined, as the sound of juice began coming from other places. It flowed into her chest, causing each of her breasts to swell up like water balloons. Each of them pressed against her shirt, her nipples swelling and leaking, leaving blue stains on her button down. Her butt too, began to grow, each cheek pressing into the seat of her pants, while her thickening thighs forced her to widen her stance.

“Sure looks that way to me!” Emily retorted, poking her sister.

“She's actually right, she's not getting fat. Right now, in fact, her body is turning her fatty deposits into juice. Once that's done, it will begin with other things. If anything, she's thinner than she's ever been in terms of body content.”

“That's not helping!” Her mother cried.

“So... tight...” Rachel's upper body was starting to form a muffin top, as it swelled and rounded outwards. She couldn't reach over herself any more. At the same time, large gaps were appearing between the puckering buttons of her shirt, as her torso increasingly became rounder and wider. All the girl could do was watch as her body quickly lost its former definition.

A loud tearing sound could be heard, as her fattening rear began to split her pants open, while her thighs tore open the seams of her jeans. Pants clearly weren't made for someone in her shape, and it was becoming increasingly obvious that she was not going to keep her human shape very much longer.

Emily meanwhile, simply walked around her sister to look at her rear. “At least you wore blue underwear today!”

“Emily!” Rachel whined, as her waistband creaked and groaned. “If you can... tease me... get my... pants off...” Luckily, that problem wasn't going to exist much longer, as the fraying waistband finally snapped with a loud bang. All that was left of her jeans were the last bit of the legs that hadn't torn off of her.

“Is she... going to get much bigger?” Her mother asked, looking her bloating daughter up and down.

“Oh, very much so. Generally speaking, the formula tends to be two and a half times their initial height as the maximum size. She's five-five, I suppose?”

“Five-six,” her mother replied.

“Well, I'm sure you can do the math.”

A smaller popping sound was heard, as Rachel's shirt buttons began to burst. First the bottom one, then the next, then one between her breasts; the girl was increasingly looking like the thing she had eaten. Her sides and back rounded out, forcing her arms upwards; she couldn't move them much at all anymore. Rachel's face bloated up, her lips and cheeks swelling as her entire face became rounder. Another button popped, and then another, before finally the last one gave up the fight.

Her arms tried to cover herself, but to Rachel's horror, they were becoming harder to move. The group watched as her arms began to swell inside her sleeves, becoming thick and fat, until her hands too each began to fatten up, right down to her fingers. Indeed, they began to resemble inflated rubber gloves, entirely ill suited for anything at all.

Meanwhile, Emily kept poking her sister. “She's so squishy.”

“Emily! Stop poking your sister this instant!”

It didn't particularly matter, as Rachel's arms and legs began to break free of her clothes, leaving the swelling girl rather nude. At the same time, her body was growing outward, it was also growing upward; in moments her feet weren't touching the ground anymore. Her arms and legs, fat as they were, were being absorbed into her swelling body.

“If you do want to help, might I suggest taking off her shoes?” It wasn't much, but I imagined that it might at least make the mother feel somewhat useful.

“On it!” Emily rushed to her sister's aid, rolling her onto her back as Rachel let out an audible squeak. It took some doing to get the swelling girl's shoes off, mostly due to the fact that her feet had swollen up inside them. But between her sister and her mother, the shoes were removed, only for her feet to begin disappearing inside her increasingly round body.

Honestly, I tried not to make the fact that I had seen this before that obvious. “Well, she's probably almost done.”

“Almost? She's huge!” Her mother practically shrieked. She wasn't wrong either; Rachel's body was still swelling up, growing larger by the moment, despite the fact that she was now at least as round as she was tall. Her skin began to creak slightly as it stretched, as her hands and feet disappeared entirely. All that showed that Rachel was or had been human was her bloated head, sitting atop a body that was becoming perfectly round.

Everyone watched as she swelled larger by the moment, growing taller and wider in equal measure. Eight feet. Nine feet. Ten. Finally, at a little over twelve feet, she finally stopped. For a moment, there was silence, as everyone waited to see if anything else was going to happen.

“Oh. My. God. She's huge!” Emily said, giddiness barely hidden in her voice. “Is she going to stay like this? Is she going to get bigger?”

“Emily!” her mother cried, “this isn't the time for that.” Turning to me, she bit her bottom lip slightly. “You can fix her, right?”

“Probably,” was my reply.

“Probably?” That clearly didn't make her mother feel better.

“Yes, probably. We'll need to have her squeezed of course, but squeezing only tells us if she's still producing more juice. All the same, we'll find out before she explodes.”

“Explodes?” That was probably the wrong choice of words there.

“Don't worry about that, she's clearly stable. And a stable berry is a safe one. In any case, I've already called the workers, so they'll be here any minute. Ah, and here they are.” I noted that Gina had disappeared somewhere, no doubt to come up with some other insane idea. At this point I had two jobs; to juice the berry girl so she didn't return to college as one, and keep the mother and other college daughter from ending up as something as well. Hard, yes. But not impossible. “In any case, just follow the berry as she's rolled to our juicer.”

Actually getting Rachel to the juicer was easy; the workers we hired were more than used to this sort of thing. End over end she rolled, until she was finally pushed into what appeared to be a giant glass tube. Then, the door was shut behind her, and the loud sound of machinery beginning to work began.

“What's happening?” Her mother asked, worry clear in her voice.

“The juicing process is beginning. Here, you'll note that inside the juicer is your daughter, which you can see being raised up on that platform. The platform itself has perforation, for when the juice comes out. And above her, you'll notice that flat metal press.”

“You're going to crush her?” Clearly her mother wasn't really excited about this idea.

“No, we're going to squeeze her,” I retorted. “It's an entirely safe process. Your daughter is much stretchier than she was before her transformation.”

“When does it start?” Emily asked, a bit too eagerly.

“Right about now.” And then the large metal plate pressed down, squeezing the blueberry girl between it and the platform. Rachel let out a cry of pleasure and bliss as juice sprayed from everywhere it could. The juice flowed down under the platform, and then out the side into a tank. Then, the plate moved back up, and then came back down again, repeating the process.

“Is this working? She's not getting any smaller!” Her mother cried, clearly annoyed. “I thought you said this would fix her!”

“I said it would probably fix her. This is simply the easiest process.”

“I don't care if it's easiest for you, I want you to fix her!”

“And we will. It simply might take some time.” Although that was probably a lie. After all, I would have to prod Gina a bit more to see if she hadn't done something to make this possible. More than likely, that was why she had disappeared; she probably knew the girl wouldn't get any smaller when squeezed.

“I can't believe this! Come on Emily, we're going!” The mother turned quickly, grabbing her daughter's wrist.

“Ah, ma'am, you really shouldn't go that way. There's no handrail over the tank and-”

Before I could warn her further, the woman turned sharply to reply, only to lose her balance. Swinging her free arm, she pulled on her daughter's, only for the two of them to go tumbling over the side. With a loud splash, the pair landed in the tank of blueberry juice.

Which was more of a problem than either probably realized. Thinking quickly, I called for the other juicers to be prepped, since previous exposure to the juice caused swelling in people. What I was not expecting was to see two large forms break the surface of the juice.

The larger one was clearly the mother, her massive and bloated form stretching her clothes to their limit. Her sweater barely covered anything anymore, and her limbs were spread eagle, not that they were that defined anymore. Her daughter was roughly the same, her band t-shirt stretched tight across her still swelling frame. Watching the two, it was clear that the two of them were quickly outgrowing their clothes, but that was hardly surprising.

“Oh this is wonderful! They'll give me great data!” I winced slightly at Gina's voice.

“How did I know that you would appear as soon as something bad happened?”

“Bad? This is great! And besides, the mother looks great in blue. And the other daughter was clearly enjoying what happened to her sister!”

“Yes, but that doesn't mean she wanted it to happen to her. And in any case, we can't have known that they would fall.”

“Oh, if they hadn't I would have just collapsed the walkway.”

“Gina you can't just drop people into juice tanks.”

“Sure I can, I basically run the place. And in any case, too late to worry about it now!”

Looking over at them, I could see the two women breaking out of their clothes, scraps of fabric falling off of them as they continued to swell larger by the moment. Strangely, the daughter seemed to be growing larger than the mother, but that was less important than the fact that we now had two more large blueberries to handle.

“Alright, fish them out, let's see them up close~” Gina couldn't even bother to hide her glee. Using a rather large claw, it was a simple matter of just picking them up and depositing them up where we were. The daughter seemed pleased enough, so I supposed that Gina must have been right about her own interests. The mother on the other hand looked nothing short of panicked.

“Look at you two! You're huge~” Gina cooed. She practically jumped atop the mother, knocking her back so that she could lay atop her, looking down at the woman's bloated head. “My my, this is such a good look for you! And it's something entirely new! No one has ever blown up like this from swimming in the juice before!”

The woman could only squeak in protest, her cheeks and lips far too full of juice to actually respond to anything that was said to her.

“Now now, no getting too upset. Don't want you to explode~” Gina giggled. “Now, then, maybe I'll keep you for myself while your daughters are taking care of, hm? I think that would be fun...”

The woman's eyes widened, her panicked squeaking only growing more rapid. Clearly, the last thing she wanted was to be left alone with Gina. I wasn't surprised; that sounded like a terrifying time given what she might come up with.

“Okay, you take care of the daughter. Have her juiced and whatnot. I'll take our new blueberry here and see if we can't make her bigger~” And with that, Gina began rolling the mother away, leaving me to see her panicked expression as she disappeared. Well, she'd probably be fine. Probably.

That left the other daughter, who was clearly in a kind of blissful haze. I supposed that there wasn't much point in trying to converse with her, seeing as even if she wasn't in such a haze, she'd know what was coming next. It was just a matter of having the workers roll her into the other juicer.

Of course, her sister wasn't getting any smaller, even though the press had been working for quite a bit. Apparently, whatever Gina did made them fill right back up after squeezing. A problem for me, not for her. No doubt her attempts to make the mother larger were going to be a part of her plan to try and produce more juice. Not that we needed it.

Oh well, another day another fruit woman. On to the next one...


Afterword
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