
        
            
                
            
        

    
Getting Into It

A Blueberry Inflation Story

Louis Baker


Megan rolled over in her bed, trying to ignore the fact that it was almost noon. She had places to be of course, but these days she really didn't feel like getting out of bed. Call it depression, call it malaise, but she definitely had something and it wasn't going away. Still, she forced herself to get up; she knew that the person she was meeting today wouldn't take no for an answer and certainly wouldn't let her get away with not showing up.

In any case, she quickly pulled a sweatshirt and pair of jeans on and dragged herself out the door. Off to the coffee shop with her, regardless as to whether or not she really wanted to.

Of course, any worries about having to wait were quickly removed when she spied Janet sitting there already. That was exactly like her; if Megan was lazy and aloof, Janet was the passionate, focused social climber. In college, they'd gotten along well because of this, the two of them meshing as opposites. But these days they were pretty far apart.

"Hey, hey, I'm here, no need to worry," Megan joked weakly as she slumped down in the chair and ordered a coffee.

Janet, tall, blonde, and thin, sighed heavily. "I wasn't worried that you wouldn't show up, I'm worried about you," she replied. "I mean, don't lie to me. You're in a funk."

Megan rolled her eyes. "Yeah, I am. And you know why."

Janet frowned. "Because you became a pollinator?"

There was a pause, where Megan wanted to argue that wasn't it, but she knew it was. Finally, she let out a long, heavy sigh. "Yeah."

There was another pause. "Well, I mean, did you go the therapy sessions they offered? It's not exactly uncommon for it to happen to people."

"Yeah, yeah I did." Megan looked away slightly. "It didn't really help? I mean, what do you even say in these situations? Sure, they can understand and relate but that doesn't change the fact that it upended my life."

"Well..." Janet looked over her coffee slightly. "You can tell me about your thoughts if you want. If it'll help?"

Megan paused again, wondering if she should really get into this now. But there wasn't any time like the present, right? "I mean, it's stupid. I'm not really upset that I'm a pollinator. The idea that I'm just... allowed to transform people into things is cool, I guess. But the fact that I can, the fact that people are naturally drawn to me, the fact that I'm suddenly thrust into this category that I didn't choose to be in..."

"Feels kind of like you're forced to be something you don't think you are?"

"Yeah, exactly. Like, if the world can just make you something, why did I spend all that time in college? And that's without mentioning the fact that I now apparently draw people to me like a venus fly trap and can turn people into all kinds of things."

"What's that like, anyway? I mean, I've never really... thought about it." Janet looked away for a second.

"I don't know. I haven't done it before. At least, I don't think I have. I've been told that I'm supposed to do it intentionally, or want to do it intentionally, or it'll happen on its own around me. And I don't know what is more terrifying to me, that I have to do it intentionally or that if I don't, I'll end up doing it to people randomly without realizing it, and that almost seems worse."

"Well, it's not like anything you do is that permanent. The fixers take care of pretty much everyone..." Janet trailed off. She realized she wasn't making the best arguments.

"Yeah. It's more that like... How do you even go about this? What, do you just walk up to someone and go, 'hey there, want to be a giant cherry today?'"

"Well..." Janet pulled out her phone, showing Megan the screen after a moment. "There is an app for that?"

Megan blinked, staring at the phone in absolutely befuddlement. "There's... an app for people who want to be transformed?"

"Yeah, there's an app for everything, you know?"

There was another pause between them before Megan spoke again. "Why do you know about it though?"

"W-well..." Janet sputtered before recomposing herself. "I was just trying to help you, so I went looking. Just... go download it okay? Then you'll be able to find people who actually want to be an outlet for your powers."

Megan hesitated again, but then let out a sigh. She didn't have any better ideas, and perhaps this would help her avoid accidentally turning her neighbors into things. "Okay, okay, I'll do it."

"Great." Janet paused, looking at her phone, before suddenly standing up and grabbing her purse. "Sorry, I do have to cut this short, work is calling."

"No worries. Thanks for this. Really."

"Anything for a friend!" Janet replied with a wave as she walked off, leaving Megan with her coffee, a new app, and her thoughts.

It wasn't until she got back to her apartment that she actually looked at the app in more detail. It was almost like a dating service, where people would advertise what they were looking for, their level of experience, whether they were a pollinator themselves or looking to get transformed... It was a bit overwhelming. Megan had never really dated, even before she was diagnosed as a pollinator. The fact that there was now a new aspect involved didn't make it any more appealing to her. But she would go with it, because what else was she going to do about this?

She figured that despite her inclination to lie to try and protect herself, honesty was the best policy here. Best to just admit she was brand new to this, and that she was definitely not looking for someone who was familiar with all of this. Much to her surprise, it didn't take long for there to be a lot of people matched with her. Apparently, there were a considerably large group of people who were actively looking for someone like her.

Somehow, that didn't make her feel confident.

All the same, she didn't know where to begin. She didn't even know what to look for. So she just picked the first person her finger landed on. Surely, that wouldn't go too wrong. After all, this was all to turn someone into... something. She hadn't considered that part yet. But if she thought too hard about it, she'd talk herself out of it, and she definitely couldn't do that.

Somehow by the end of the day, she was on her way to someone's apartment. Apparently, Tamira had never transformed before, but was looking, and she was not picky. All of which sounded good. That said, Megan didn't know if she should be more anxious as she knocked on the door; who knew what was going to happen?

Well, her anxiety certainly didn't disappear when the door swung open after the first knock, giving her the feeling that Tamira was literally waiting at the door for her to arrive. Said door opening revealed a slightly chubby black woman with long black hair, wearing a collared shirt under a sweater and a pair of jeans. She looked way more put together than Megan was, but Megan got the distinct vibe that she was trying very hard to appear just presentable enough but not too much.

"Hi! Megan, right? Come in, please." Megan would have said but she felt almost smothered as Tamira ushered her into the apartment, which much like Tamira herself, looked just messy enough to be lived in but just put together enough to not look messy, almost like it was set up to look that way. "Please, make yourself at home."

Megan sat on the couch, watching as Tamira sat in a chair nearby and fidgeted awkwardly. Clearly, Tamira was just as anxious as Megan was. Somehow, that put Megan at ease. She wasn't the only one who had no idea what she was doing.

"So... You want to be transformed?" Megan finally asked.

Tamira looked pensive for a moment before leaning in slightly. "Yes! I mean, yeah. I mean..." She paused, looking away for a second. "Can I... be honest with you for a second?"

"Sure, seems like the best policy, right?"

"I... might have done this because I'm overcompensating for a bad relationship." Tamira slumped back in her chair. "Like, I thought that this would help but I think I might have jumped into it because of what happened then, and now I feel kinda bad."

Megan blinked. "Well... We don't have to do anything if you don't want...?"

"No! I mean, no, that's not the problem. I mean..." Tamira pinched the bridge of her nose. "I'm not making sense. Basically, my boyfriend dumped me because of... this. My interest in this."

Megan nodded slightly. "You mean wanting to be transformed?"

"Yeah. I never thought I'd want it to happen to me, you know? Like I know it's normal, it happens, but I never really thought I'd want it. And then I was near someone when it happened and... I don't know. It flipped a switch. And I've not been able to think about anything else."

"Ah... So like an awakening, basically."

"Yeah! Exactly," Tamira nodded quickly. "Like, at first I thought I'd just be okay if I was around people when it happened. I went to those clubs where people gather to do things. But I never really worked up the courage to do it with someone because those are so intimate, and I was dating someone, and I don't know, I hoped it would just sorta happen. And then I started trying to make it happen, and that's how this happened..." She pointed to her slight chub. "My boyfriend was... not happy. He didn't see eye to eye with me on it. And he told me we needed to see other people."

"I guess he couldn't really deal with the idea of his girlfriend being a pastry or something."

"Yeah. Or that she was stuffing herself every day in the hopes that it might, I don't know, make it happen. I stopped going to work, I spent all my time looking for the moment to happen... and then I found the app a few days ago and you were the first person to message me."

Megan slowly nodded as she processed all of this. "Alright. So I think they told me a bit about this when I was first diagnosed as a pollinator. You're what they call an 'unbloomed flower.' I don't know why they use flower language, it doesn't make sense. But basically, you had a pollinator and someone being pollinated, and that forms a bond, but you got hit with some of it, and just weren't the one they were bonded to, and so you're kind of..."

"Looking for that bond?" Tamira offered weakly.

"Yeah, basically. It's amazing to me that this just happens and has always happened. Like, you can be fine and then it happens."

"Have you ever... pollinated someone before?" Tamira asked, curiosity written all over her face.

"No. This is all new to me. I have been really anxious about it too. Like, it happens if I don't do it, so I should do it intentionally, but on the other hand, I don't know that it's right to do it to people without their permission. And I'm not sure that I'm ready to have the social connections that every pollinator develops..."

"Can I say something...?" Tamira interjected.

"Yeah, don't hold back."

"Before I became... like this, I didn't really get the mental bond part. But now... I hate this. Like, I want nothing more than to find that bond, and not having it is ruining my life. I know it's an imposition on you but I almost feel like someone who doesn't just take someone like me for granted is the best kind of person to have this. As much as I know that you're worried about the responsibility... I think that goes both ways? Like, I can't just use you to get off on my needs either... And I was feeling bad going into this because I was worried I was imposing."

"Well, you're not imposing. And I'm not worried about having the bond as much as I'm worried I'll be unable to meet your needs."

"Well, guess we're perfect for each other," Tamira replied with a chuckle. "Honestly, I think this will work out fine, I mean, I'm just desperate to become... something."

"What is that like, anyway?" Megan asked, leaning in slightly. "I mean, you said before you're desperate for a bond but... what's it like to want to be... I don't know, something else?"

"Oh you have no idea. It's wild." Tamira rolled her eyes. "I mean, at first I thought I was just kinda going nuts. But no, I just have this... desire to be something else. Like, to get huge and ripe or full or... I don't know. I feel like my entire sex drive has been replaced by the urge to be turned into something. That's as close as I can explain it."

Megan blinked. "Wow. That's... intense." Not like there was pressure or anything now. "Here's hoping that I can meet... that."

"You will!" Tamira quickly added, leaning forward. "Honestly, I know it's like I'm putting everything on you, but I swear I'm not as desperate or as needy as I sound."

Megan closed her eyes and took a breath, trying to stable herself. "Is it... okay if I confess something now?"

"Well, I've been the one spilling my heart to you on a whim, so absolutely."

"Honestly, part of me likes that someone needs me? That they're desperate for my attention and help. Ever since I got diagnosed I was worried I was imposing, but the fact that I'm needed and wanted? That's... encouraging."

Tamira nodded her head slightly, understanding written all over her face. "Oh... I get it. Okay, I think we've both kind of approached this the same way, and we're both wrong. We're both worried about imposing, but you want someone to need you, and I kind of want to be needed... So let's do this. I'll fill your need, and you fill mine, and we'll not think about it too seriously once we're done."

"Deal," Megan replied with a nod.

"Great. Wonderful. Now..." Tamira trailed off. "Actually... What do we actually do? How does this actually, you know, work?"

"Ah, right. That." Megan tried to recall all the information they'd given her during her orientation. It had been more like a class, and she'd been too anxious to really pay attention. But she had looked over the stuff a few times since then so she was somewhat certain she could recall... At least a little bit of it. "Okay, so it works different for everyone. Some people are thought based. They're the ones who can just cause things by thinking it. And some people are trigger based, where they need something to cause the trigger."

"Like eating fruit to become a fruit?"

"Yeah, exactly."

"And which one are you?"

"I don't actually know." Megan replied, looking sheepish. "I've never done this before, and I've never really tried to turn someone into something."

"Well, here's your chance!" Tamira stood up, posing confidently. "Mind if I give you an idea?"

"Shoot."

"Berry me up. I want to be juicy. Like, ripe and round and full and..." Tamira paused. "Oh, I feel... funny..." She put a hand to her belly, rubbing it slightly. "Like, full. I think... I think we know which one you are."

Megan flushed, embarrassed. "Sorry! You were just being descriptive and I could imagine it, and..."

"No, no, I want this, I do," Tamira interjected, as her hands massaged her now slowly bloating middle. "I just... Wow I didn't know I'd feel so full..."

"Mind if I touch?" Megan asked, moving closer to Tamira. She really was starting to look like she had a decent sized foodbaby, her belly quietly gurgling and bubbling, like something was going on inside her.

"Please. And for the record, yes you're allowed to touch me when I get... big." Now it was Tamira's turn to blush. "Oh man I'm getting horny. Screw allowed, you gotta promise to not leave me hanging when I get huge and immobile..."

"Okay, I promise. I mean I'm turning you into a fruit, so it wouldn't exactly be right if I didn't go all the way with it."

Suddenly, Tamira's gut gurgled louder, before swelling a good inch further out. The black woman's knees turned inward as she rubbed her thighs together, letting out a quiet whimper. "Oh man they did not tell me that I would feel this horny when it was happening..."

Megan opened her mouth to respond, only to realize that it wasn't just Tamira's belly that was changing. "Well, I hope you like blue..." Indeed, all over Tamira's face, blotches of blue were spreading, covering her skin in a decidedly deep blue tone. Even her black hair wasn't spared, with the roots slowly turning a deep blue and spreading down to the tips. Looking down, she could see that her hands were turning the same color; no doubt her whole body was turning the same blue color.

And then Megan saw it: slow like her belly, Tamira's breasts swelled, gently stretching out the sweater and shirt she was wearing. Even with the layers, there were little bumps where her nipples were, as they became thick and hard. She couldn't resist the urge; with both hands she grabbed Tamira's chest and gave a squeeze.

What Megan did not expect was for Tamira's eyes to cross and for her to let out a guttural, deep, pleasured moan. "Oh god, I'm so fucking sensitive..."

But Megan was focused on the fact that her hands were now wet, as juice leaked from Tamira's breasts through her shirts. More to the point, they were swelling against Megan's hands, suddenly becoming too large for her to actually grasp in full.

"T-tight..." Tamira gasped out, practically panting as a lustful look took over her face. Megan grasped quickly what she meant, moving around her to try and reach under her shirts to unhook her bra. She needn't have worried; the garment's clasp definitely did not expect to be enduring this strain, and snapped once Megan applied even the most basic amount of pressure to getting it to release.

Of course, this meant that Tamira's shirts were now acting as a makeshift bra, as her breasts and belly swelled outward. Not to be outdone, or perhaps just to balance her out, Megan watched as Tamira's rather small ass filled out the seat of her jeans, as her hips and thighs plumped up alongside them.

"Do... Do you want me to take your clothes off?" Megan ventured.

"No!" Tamira squeaked. "I mean, no, I want them to... burst off..."

Megan certainly wasn't going to get in the way of that. She was actually... rather enjoying the sight before her. Something about seeing Tamira growing, knowing that she was the one that caused it, absolutely turned her on. It was pleasing, really, to know that she had control over this. Before, she'd worried about how she'd feel; now, she was wondering why she had ever worried.

A sudden swelling of Tamira's belly caused it to slip from her grasp; unable to hold its weight any longer, it fell forward, causing her jeans button to burst with a loud snap, and causing her to fall forward onto it. The sound of liquid sloshing around inside Tamira made her seem like an increasingly large water balloon, and it wasn't stopping.

Tamira kicked her legs weakly, drawing Megan's attention to the big wet spot around her crotch, as juice leaked from her. "Oh god... So... Horny..."

Megan realized that at this point, whatever was going on was overwhelming Tamira's rational faculties. Well, that was why she was here, wasn't it? She was supposed to be facilitating things, right? She needed to step up!

Megan's hands grabbed Tamira's swelling ass, causing her to squeal in pleasure, her jeans splitting to reveal soaked blue panties underneath. Megan pressed her hands down on the swollen rear, causing Tamira's pants to split more, while causing pleasure to shoot through the swelling woman. "Megannnnn..." was all Tamira could whine out, too lost in the sensations to articulate much else.

Walking around to Tamira's front, Megan was granted an interesting sight. At this point, Tamira's belly was so large it was lifting her legs off the ground, so full of juice that it's weight held her in place. Meanwhile, her sweater and collared shirt had become an increasingly soaked and ill fitting bra, the sound of buttons bursting under the straining sweater becoming louder as her chest began to grow into beach balls.

Then came the moment when Tamira's clothing simply could not contain her growing form. The threads of her sweater began to fray, then snap, as seams gave way and slowly revealed more and more of her bloated form beneath them. Huge, swollen, purple nipples revealed themselves atop her massive chest, as the torn cloth held onto what was left of Tamira's sleeves. Below, the same thing was happening with her jeans, as denim split and tore, her legs growing too fat and wide to be contained by the sewing.

Indeed, Megan watched as Tamira's figure went from being an exaggerated humanoid one, to a figure that resembled a very bloated starfish. Her limbs were growing to thick to bend, but her curves seemed to be absorbed into her widening, rounding body. All over, she was starting to look more spherical.

For her part, Tamira's brain was practically melting under the endless sensations of pleasure that were bombarding her brain. She was nearly in heat, her lust and desire overriding any kind of worry or care she had regarding her body. What she needed most was to become ripe. That desire overwrote everything else.

Megan meanwhile, heard Tamira's endless moaning and gasps and decided to take matters into her own hands. Walking around her, in between Tamira's bloated legs, she placed her fingers inside Tamira's folds, instantly causing the blueberry woman to squeal in need. Her legs, what were left of them, wiggled as though trying to encourage Megan, and she responded by giving Tamira exactly what she thought she needed.

It turned out that it didn't take much to make Tamira climax in this state. Indeed, once Megan began stimulating her, she almost immediately reached orgasm, causing her to spray Megan with a torrent of juice. The result was that Megan learned that Tamira tasted delicious, and immediately began to eat her out, much to the delight of Tamira herself.

Despite the gushing of juice and pulp with every climax, despite all the mess, it wasn't causing Tamira to actually decrease in size. If anything, the stimulation seemed to make her grow faster. By now, her limbs had entirely disappeared, only her swollen hands and feet showing where they might have been. Her clothes were a distant memory, discarded in scraps all around her. Even her figure was mostly gone, replaced by the growing sphere that was her body.

Tamira's back pressed against the ceiling; all it did was cause her to feel pressure, and that pressure made her even more aroused. Megan was covered in Tamira's juices, but she didn't stop eating her out; her tongue worked to ensure that Tamira got as much out of this as she possibly could. The result was that the blueberry woman became delirious with pleasure; everything melted away as she succumbed to bliss.

Eventually however, one of them would have to give up, and Megan was the one that tired first. Letting Tamira climax one last time, she slid backwards onto her butt, her hand moving to her own sloshing belly, full as it was of Tamira's blueberry juice. There was no danger that she would transform herself, so this was probably the closest she'd ever feel like her.

For a few minutes she caught her breath, and then finally decided to stand up and walk around to see what kind of condition Tamira was in. Gone was her slightly chubby face; now, her head was almost like it's own blueberry, swollen up with juice like the rest of her. She was unconscious, having passed out from pleasure at roughly the same time that Megan had tired out.

Sitting on the now slightly damp couch, she realized that she really needed to call the fixers to take Tamira away. They'd probably have to knock out a wall just to get her out. Ah well, that was part of the experience really. She'd saved the number to call when this happened, since every pollinator needed to be able to call the fixers when something like this happened.

But first, she wanted to talk to Tamira. It wasn't going to be an issue if they waited a bit. She wasn't going anywhere like this.

Luckily, she didn't need to wait long. A few hours later, Tamira's eyes fluttered open, though the first thing she seemed to feel was panic. Lost in lust, she never realized she was immobile, and now she was suddenly aware that she was spherical and filled with juice.

"Hey, hey, it's alright. You're fine," Megan cooed, coming up to pat Tamira's bloated cheek. Tamira instantly relaxed; clearly, the sight of the woman who had done this calmed her down. "I know you can't really talk but... I wanted to talk to you before they took you to get fixed. I just wanted to say that... I really enjoyed this. I'm glad you were my first." Tamira let out what sounded like a squeak in approval, blushing a deep indigo. "And I'm going to hope that I get to see you again after this, okay? Let's do this again soon. I'll leave my number in the kitchen for when you get back."

Megan flashed a smile and winked, as she heard the door open. A bunch of workers in coveralls moved in, taking measurements of Tamira's massive frame.

"She's certainly a big one," the manager said, as he offered Megan a clipboard. "Please sign here, if you would, and enter your information along with hers."

"Alright. Any idea how long it'll take to... uh... squeeze her? Juice her?"

"They'll do both. And for someone this size? Hours more than likely. But you don't need to worry. The government will pick up the tab of getting her out of here."

"Always a good thing to know. Okay, all filled out."

"Thank you kindly. Are you a significant other or family member of the pollinated?"

"Uh, no. Actually we just uh, met today."

"Got it. I'll notify the next of kin at the very least."

"Wonderful." Giving a wave to Tamira, Megan turned and waddled off, back to her apartment. She was going to have quite the story to tell to Janet later...


Afterword
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