
        
            
                
            
        

    
Making A Marshmallow 

A Body Inflation/Transformation Story


Marianne couldn't believe she had agreed to go along with this. Perhaps it was because she liked to make her daughter happy, or maybe because she wanted to make sure that her daughter didn't get into trouble, but she had agreed to help chaperone her daughter's class trip to G-Tech.

G-Tech was, of course, the finest purveyor of all manner of transformative experiences. From bubblegum that blew you up when you chewed it, to personalized experiences that allowed people to become whatever their minds could dream up, G-Tech seemed to be able to do it all. That said, Marianne had done her research before letting her daughter go on this trip; the tours had a decidedly bad reputation of having accidents occur on them. Indeed, it seemed there were as many accidents as there were people coming to these facilities, which had only made Marianne all the more skeptical.

That said, the company did at least publicize on their website what happened each time and why, and each time seemed to be a case of people not listening to the guides and workers. Eating something you were supposed to here, going somewhere you weren't supposed to there... One could only come to the conclusion that people should really decided to be more careful while on these tours.

Thus why Marianne had decided to let her daughter go, albeit with her there too. Jenny was a good, hardworking girl, but entirely too curious for her own good, and Marianne was not about to let her end up as a fruit or something because she decided that the rules weren't for her to follow. Let one of her classmates end up as a cake or something; she'd keep Jenny focused.

“Ugh, come on mom! Hurry up!”

Marianne rolled her eyes at her daughter; she really could be impatient sometimes. It wasn't like they were that far behind the rest of the group. But part of her strategy for keeping Jenny out of trouble was to make sure she wasn't a part of the group-think that would inevitably result when the group began to see new things. She'd already seen a few of them trying to eat some of those experimental fruit snacks before being told off by the guide. She was not going to let her daughter get swept up in that.

Of course, there was another part to taking it slow; the things that were on display were rather interesting. It was equal parts museum and science lab, managing to both show new creations like they were a part of a product convention while also showing the process that they were made in. It was interesting to Marianne, even if it wasn't to Jenny.

“Come on mom! Something's happening!”

Jenny grabbed Marianne's wrist, pulling her further forward into the next room. Up ahead, the students and teacher were gathered around as one of the girls swelled up before them. Marianne didn't remember that one's name; she wasn't one of Jenny's friends after all. But based on the looks that everyone was giving the now cherry red girl, she was probably somewhat popular.

Marianne, like everyone else, became transfixed as they watched the formerly blonde girl swell larger and larger with every passing moment. She'd been thin, Marianne remembered that, but now she was nearly as wide as she was tall. Furthermore, she seemed to be growing taller by the second. The sound of liquid gurgled and sloshed within the girl, as she stretched and then burst out of her clothes in front of everyone. She really did look like a cherry, so wide and round and full.

The class backed up, as she continued to fill, juice beginning to pool around her groin as her feet began to disappear inside of her; much to Marianne's horror, she realized that the girl's limbs had already all but disappeared. Seconds later, the only thing that showed that she had been a girl at all was her bloated red face and now cherry red hair. Everything else was smooth and round, and a deep cherry red.

“Woah... that's Bethany?”

“She's huge!”

“You think she'll explode?”

“Now now, she's not going to explode, we'll make certain of that.” Finally, the tour guide stepped in. Marianne wondered if she had deliberately made herself scarce once the girl had started swelling; perhaps this was her way of making it clear to the group that bad ideas had bad results?

“This was why I told you all not to try the jelly beans. They cause people to swell up like this rather rapidly. It's also a good thing that you were here today and not a week ago, or Ms. Bethany here really would have burst.”

The tour guide pressed a finger into the girl's taut skin, revealing to all who were there how little give it actually had. “Note how full she currently is. Any more, and she'd likely explode from the pressure alone. Luckily, we've worked on it enough to make it so that doesn't happen.”

“Is she going to be okay?” Jenny's voice drew Marianne's attention; that was the girl she knew. The caring and thoughtful one, not the one getting into trouble with her own foolish curiosity.

“Oh she'll be fine. She'll likely remain red for the rest of her life though, but she'll certainly be back to a relatively normal size before the day is over. Just have to juice her and she'll be right as rain.”

“Juice her?” One of the students asked.

“Yes, juice her. I suppose we could put her on a flatbed and take her home like this, but I doubt she or her parents would like that.”

Marianne tried to imagine what she would think seeing Jenny like that. Just imagining her daughter, red and swollen and round being delivered to their home on a truck... Yes, probably for the best that it was some other girl and not hers. She'd never be able to live it down if the neighbors saw Jenny like that!

Finally, some of the workers came by and started to roll the poor girl away, leaving a red, sticky trail in her wake. Marianne let out a sigh, and once again said her thanks that it was someone else other than her daughter.

The cherry girl now dealt with, the group was finally able to move on. Marianne made sure to keep a sharper eye on Jenny; sure they might have seen what could happen to people who weren't careful, but she wasn't about to underestimate her daughter's willingness to take a chance. Luckily for her, it appeared that she was worried for nothing; five rooms and two hours later and nothing had happened to Jenny.

Oh, another girl had ended up as a cream puff after ingesting some of the cream before it was finished being made. She had grown even bigger than the cherry girl had, leaking cream from every available place as she became stretched out. She had been portly beforehand, that much Marianne remembered, though she hadn't recalled much else about her. It probably didn't matter too much, it was just more evidence as to why you shouldn't eat things you weren't supposed to.

At the very least, the tour seemed to be winding down. Jenny was still human and not a living baked good or something. Everything was going well. All that was left was to go through the marshmallow room.

Indeed, the tour guide seemed to think it was the grand finale, based on how she had been hyping it up. Marianne herself had never really been one for marshmallows; not that there was a problem with them, but she'd never really enjoyed overly sweet things. Still, there was nothing wrong with them, and given what they'd seen so far it seemed pretty nice to know that they were almost at the end.

That said, when they went through the doors everyone, including Marianne herself, gasped. The room was massive, a maze of catwalks over vats and conveyor belts  moving marshmallows this way and that. From marshmallow fluff in massive tubs to the finished products being toasted and coated in chocolate, it seemed everything was on display. And truly, it was rather awe inspiring, seeing it all in front of you like this.

The only point of worry for Marianne was the catwalks. Sure, they had railings, but she could certainly imagine someone leaning over them and falling onto a conveyor belt. She'd have to keep a sharper eye on Jenny, that was for sure.

Of course, Marianne also noticed a group of the students sneaking looks at her and talking among themselves, almost like they were planning something. No doubt, they were intended on trying to sneak something, but Marianne had already decided that what happened to other kids was not her business at the moment. They could worry about her catching them all they wanted, she was entirely focused on ensuring Jenny didn't end up a marshmallow bunny or something.

“Uh, Ms. Marianne? I think Jenny's trying to take something.”

One of the members of the group that had been looking at her pointed behind her to where Jenny was, prompting Marianne to whip around in a panic, her mind filled with images of what Jenny might end up as in a place like this. Luckily, Jenny was just looking over the edge; it was a false alarm. Breathing a sigh of relief, Marianne turned around so that she might go and thank the group for their help...

Marianne's foot slipped beneath her as she placed it down, causing her to fall backward over the handrail. She screamed, as she plummeted below, before landing in a tub of marshmallow fluff with a sound not unlike an airbag going off.

Instantly, she knew what had happened. They'd tricked her! This had to be what they had been planning, that's why they'd distracted her! Why, she'd make sure they heard about this when she got out of this mess!

Of course, she wasn't sure how she was going to get out of this mess to begin with. She was half sunken into the fluff, and it was sticking to everything. Her clothes, her hair, her face; it was like being on one of those kids shows where they pied people and dumped slime on them. It didn't help her clothes were not made for this kinda thing; her jeans and button down shirt seemed to let plenty of the marshmallow fluff under them, making things even stickier.

Still, Marianne tried to find a way to get out. First she tried to crawl, and when that failed, she tried to swim through it, only finding that this was entirely more difficult than she expected it to be. Her body felt oddly hard to move, and her clothes were beginning to feel strangely tight.

Finally, she decided that it might be best just to wait until someone came to fish her out. Rolling over, she could see the students looking down at her, though they seemed oddly worried about something. Marianne wasn't sure why, it wasn't like anything had happened to her. She wasn't a cherry or a cream puff. Though she did wish she could hear what they were saying. With the sound of moving machinery it was impossible to know what they were saying.

Wiping marshmallow fluff from her face, something stuck out to Marianne as she pulled her hand away. It looked oddly pale, almost ghost white. Marianne was usually pretty pale anyway, but as she tried to wipe the fluff off of her hand as best she could, she found that the paleness wasn't the fluff; her skin had actually turned a strange ghostly shade of white. Had it dyed her skin that color? Her clothes didn't seem to have been dyed; her jeans were still blue after all, if covered in fluff.

Suddenly, Marianne felt extremely weird. She couldn't put her finger on what was wrong, but it was going along with the strange difficulty she was having moving about. Coupled with that was the sudden, overwhelming feeling of being bloated. As her hand went to her middle, she realized that it was no longer as thin as she expected it to be. A pregnancy and age meant that she wasn't as thin as she had been when she was twenty, but she was still pretty trim. Now however, her belly was more akin to a gut, slowly puffing outwards before her eyes.

Her fingers moved to push it back, to try and stop it from growing, only to find that her stomach squished when she touched it. Horrified, she pulled back, the indents that her fingers had made vanishing as her belly puffed back out even larger than before. Panicking, Marianne tried to pull her shirt over it, hoping to make it stop, but she found that her arms were struggling to move.

To her shock, her sleeves seemed to be tightening, like her shirt was shrinking around her. It was then that she realized that her shirt wasn't shrinking, her arms were swelling, as evidenced by her hands puffing up in front of her. Each digit plumped up, making her hand look like a blown up rubber glove. Her fingers seemed to stick together slightly, as her skin seemed to act more and more like it was made of sugar.

Then it hit her. She was turning into a marshmallow.

Marianne quickly tried to look over herself, feeling panic rising in her mind. Her legs were puffed up in her jeans, making it impossible for her to bend her legs at all, and she could feel her feet swelling up in her shoes, her toes squishing together as they lost their form. Her chest puffed out, making her look almost barrel chested, as her shirt and bra became the only things that gave her torso any shape at all. Marianne began to resemble a sort of starfish, her limbs spread eagle, her body beginning to stretch out her clothes as it swelled.

How could this have happened! She was so worried about Jenny, she never thought that she might be the one who ended up as something! This was terrible! They had to fix her! Surely they were going to, right?

But it didn't seem like anyone was moving all that fast to come and get her. Marianne felt a button burst off her shirt, her swelling torso immediately taking up any possible room that it could. Her pants burst open next, belly swelling out like she was some kind of overfilled pastry. Unable to move or go anywhere, she realized why she couldn't move anymore; she didn't seem to have any bones at all. It was like her body had simply become sugar all the way through, bones and muscle replaced with sweet fluffy marshmallow.

Another button shot off her shirt, and then another, creating a rising mountain of marshmallow where her chest was supposed to be. As her shirt parted with every button pop, more and more marshmallow flesh was exposed, gleefully expanding wherever it could. A tightness not unlike being cut came over her, as her bra hit whatever limit it had, followed by a loud bang like a gunshot as it broke. Free to swell outward, her torso increased the speed of its swelling, beginning to erase what little semblance of human form that she had left.

First her shirt tore down the back, as her arms became further and further apart; strained and bloated sleeves bursting little by little as her arms tried to swell at the same speed as her body. Her legs too, were beginning to burst through her jeans, the denim stretching as far as it could before her pale flesh burst through the seams. Everywhere on her body, she grew larger as what little resistance was left gave way. She could hear her shoes breaking, but rather worryingly, she couldn't feel it happening.

As her clothes gave way to pale marshmallow flesh, it almost looked like she was rising like dough. The distinction between torso and legs began to disappear, as her body lost everything that denoted one part from another. Her arms and legs plumped up and then disappeared entirely, making her truly look like a giant marshmallow rather than as a woman. Worryingly, her neck had disappeared, and her face began to bloat, cheeks and lips full of marshmallow fluff. All she could do was look around with her eyes, her head half sunk into her body.

Marianne continued to swell outward, seemingly without a place to stop. Did the amount of marshmallow she fell into mean she was going to grow larger as a result? Was she ever going to stop? Just how big was she going to get? Her thoughts raced as quickly as her body swelled, making her look more and more like a true marshmallow the longer it went on. Soon, she felt something cold touch her side; it could only be the side of the tank. In her mind, Marianne tried to remember how far away the edge had been when she had fallen in. Six feet? Seven? She had fallen somewhere in the middle of it, so it had seemed far away.

But that would mean she was at least seven feet wide. Perhaps more. No, if she was touching one side, that meant she was at least twice that. So she was fourteen feet wide. She was bigger than either of the girls from before had been!

Well, that made sense, Marianne told herself. She was bigger than they were anyway. So it made sense that she became bigger as a result. But it didn't make her feel any better, knowing that she was massive and filled with sugar. What was going to happen to her? They couldn't juice her, she wasn't filled with juice! They couldn't squeeze all the cream out of her like the other girl, she wasn't filled with cream! She had become a marshmallow, her body made of sugar. How could they fix this?

Suddenly, a loud siren began blaring, along with what sounded like an automated voice. “Product detected. Standby for processing.”

What did that mean? Product? Did it mean her? She wasn't a product! She was a guest! Sure she looked like a marshmallow at the moment, but she wasn't here to be a product and-

Her thoughts were cut off as a large claw descended from above and plucked her out of the tub of fluff. Marianne tried not to imagine or think about all the eyes on her, especially the eyes of her daughter; how foolish she must look right now! Her mother, a marshmallow, being taken away to who knows what fate! She'd been so worried about Jenny, she never thought something like this would happen to her!

Marianne didn't have much time to dwell on her embarrassment, for she was quickly moving through the room, off somewhere else that was far away from the tour group. Where was the claw taking her? What was going to happen to her?

Finally, the claw turned one hundred and eighty degrees, putting her head up again, before opening and dropping Marianne downwards. Not that she had a long way to fall; as soon as she was dropped, it felt like something cold and wide was shoved up her rear. She screamed, in equal parts surprise and pleasure, as the cool metal remained inside her.

The sound of whirring metal was followed by movement, drawing her forward into the darkness. As she grew closer to it, she realized she was being taken out of the room, though where she was going she didn't know. Was the facility made to handle situations like this? Did it normally make marshmallows this big? Or did they expect this to happen to someone before they showed up?

Regardless of the reasoning, Marianne found herself in total darkness. It was quiet, and the cold metal was offering no comfort. Was she in storage? Was this where they were going to keep her until she could be fixed?

Suddenly, a dull orange light lit up the room. All around her were metal coils, each glowing a dull orange. Marianne whimpered, as she realized what was happening; she was going to be toasted! Surely they'd stop this, right? They wouldn't let someone end up toasted or burnt, right?

Unfortunately, no one came for her. Instead, the heat grew with every passing moment, drilling home just how not human she was right now. In a normal situation, she'd be sweating, but no such thing happened to her. Instead, it felt like her insides were melting, as the sugar began to break down from the heat.

Fortunately for Marianne, the process wasn't painful. Instead, it began to feel like she was in heat; pleasure and arousal flooded her senses, as her sugary body continued to increase in temperature. Marianne gasped and moaned, hot marshmallow fluff leaking down the metal pole as she came onto it, her body continuing to be toasted for what felt like hours.

Finally, the heating elements turned off, letting her cool down and gain her bearings. She was certainly toasted, that much was obvious, but she could still feel the pleasure from the warmth inside of her. While she was focusing on that, the machines whirred to life again, taking her deeper into the facility, though what was left for her she didn't know.

Through some doors she was taken, into what appeared to be an empty room. Ahead of her, she could barely see the end of the machine; what was going to happen when she reached the end? Suddenly, Marianne felt herself being tipped forward over the edge, revealing what appeared to be another vat below.

She opened her mouth to yell for help, but before she could, the pole dropped, and she plummeted down the shaft. Marianne screamed as she was dropped into something wet and cool; as her body bobbed up to the top, she realized she'd been dropped into chocolate! Her entire body was coated, making her acutely aware that somewhere along the ride her hair had disappeared, not that she had any time to mourn it.

Once again, the pole was picked up by the machine, and she was taken out of the chocolate. Cool air was blown onto her, her body becoming entirely encased inside a chocolate shell. Marianne could feel her face freezing in place, making it impossible for her to move anything other than her eyes.

Now dry, she was taken forward, the metal rod removed and replaced with a wooden one, before she was wrapped plastic. She wondered what she must look like now, a dessert rather than a woman.

She didn't have long to wonder. Marianne was brought forward, through another set of doors to where a crowd was waiting. Immediately, she realized it was her daughter and her class, seemingly waiting for her to finish her experience.

“And here she is! As you can see, Mrs. Morrison has gone from normal woman to delicious marshmallow treat.”

“Can you fix her?” Jenny's voice was clear, and Marianne felt a wave of embarrassment come over her. Was this what the other girls from earlier had felt?

“No, I'm afraid we can't at present. Don't worry, we're working on a way to do so. In the meantime, we can keep her here, or we can put her on a truck and send her home with you.”

Marianne wanted so badly to be able to tell them no, to tell them to leave her here, to tell them that whatever they did, not to send her home like this. She couldn't bear to have the neighbors watch as she was taken off a truck and left in the front yard or something.

“You should probably keep her here,” one of the students said.

“Yeah, she doesn't look like she's going to fit in anyone's house,” said another.

She felt herself burning from embarrassment; if only she could get away from all of this, away from her daughter and her classmates who had just watched her turn into a marshmallow.

“Anyway, don't worry about Mrs. Morrison. She'll be well taken care of.”

As the group was leaving, Marianne saw the girl from before, the one who had distracted her back on the catwalk. Turning back to her one last time, she made a little waving gesture, before slipping something into Jenny's bag.

Marianne tried to say something, anything, to tell them what was going on, but she couldn't, covered in chocolate as she was. All she could do was watch as the group disappeared, the mischievous girl putting her finger to her lips, as though telling Marianne to be quiet, in one last gesture of intent.

Marianne could only watch as they disappeared out of the room, leaving her to be taken deeper into the facility for storage, knowing that soon enough, her daughter was likely to join her.
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