
        
            
                
            
        

    
Through The Grapevine

A Fruit Transformation Story
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“So what did you want to show me back here?” Casey walked behind her friend, rather curious about what had gotten her so fired up.

Normally, Trish was subdued, unless something really caught her attention. Hell, the brunette normally seemed like the word subdued come to life. Never did anything surprising, never did anything overly wild, always wore very unassuming clothing. Even today, faded jeans and a washed out green jacket over a t-shirt hardly stood out among the plants.

And there were lots of plants. If Trish was known for being subdued as a person, her plants were known for always making an impression. They always seemed to look fresh, no matter what. They were large, colorful, and when they produced fruits, ripe and juicy. Anyone who had tasted them for themselves could instantly tell her produce apart from something gotten at a store. She simply had a green thumb, and there were very few people who would turn down anything Trish grew.

In contrast, Casey had never really been able to grow much of anything. Even houseplants seemed to die no matter what she did. But if plants weren't her thing, socializing certainly was. She knew how to draw people towards her, knew how to keep their attention. Even her clothing stood out, at least compared to Trish. Jeans, band t-shirt, leather jacket, stud belt.. Not to mention the dyed red hair. Casey would look right at home at a concert wherever she went. Or at least, that's how she felt.

Finally, Trish stopped. “Well, I wanted to show you these.” Her hand motioned to the plant next to them, but she didn't need to. There was no ignoring what she was growing.

There, growing on the vines, were grapes that were larger and fuller than any Casey had ever seen. They were practically the size of two of her fingers together, and possessed such a perfect purple hue as to make it impossible to know if they were ripe or not. From them, a scent wafted; the most perfect grape scent that Casey had ever smelled. Normally, she wouldn't have any interest in that scent... but these grapes seemed to hold some power, some allure that she had never encountered before. Unconsciously, she licked her lips, her mouth watering. Her hand reached out for one...

And Trish slapped it away lightly. “Don't eat them. I know you might want to, but I don't think they're ready yet.”

Casey blinked, incredulous. “Not ready yet? Look at them! They look plenty ripe to me.”

“And that's why you're the one who kills all your plants, and I'm the one who grows them. It's little things like that that make the difference.”

The redhead rolled her eyes. “Fine, fine, I won't steal any of them. But if you didn't want me to eat them, why did you want me to look at them?”

“Because they're weird, that's why.” Trish's voice was slightly raised, somewhere between excited and worried. “Look at them! They're big, even for something I've grown. And the juice from one of them grew that second plant next to them. And one more thing. I planted them the day before yesterday!”

“The day before yesterday?” Casey looked between the plants and her friend, as though she was suddenly going to say this was a joke. “They look fully grown though.”

“I know! But I swear to you, I planted the first one two days ago. And then yesterday I cut into one to see what was inside, and the juice dripped into the pot, and it grew into another plant in a day! Not even seeds came out, just the juice!”

“Look, Trish, calm down a bit. You had to have dropped one of the seeds or something, if it grew into a plant. Juice doesn't cause plants to grow.”

“Well, this one's juice did.” Trish groaned loudly. “But even if you don't believe me, just look at it! Does it look normal to you?”

“I mean, it looks bigger than normal.”

“Besides that!”

“Well, I don't think it looks that odd for something you've grown. If anyone could grow something that size, it'd be you. And anyway, is it a bad thing if they're so big?”

“No! But I don't know how to feel. On one hand, something growing that fast, growing so large, should be worrying. And yet on the other hand I'm excited because it's something I've never seen before.”

“How about we go with excited then?”

“Alright, alright, fine. But I really don't think they're normal. The seeds might have looked normal but it's clear the plants aren't... Anyway, I'm going to go get the watering can. So I'll be right back.”

Casey watched as her friend turned and walked just out of sight. But she was barely gone before her body was drawn back to the over-sized grapes. She barely registered the fact that she was already next to them; had she been inching over to them unconsciously while talking to Trish? Her hand reach out to them, feeling them under her hand, feeling just how heavy and full they were. Once again, her mouth watered, her stomach growled.

The pressure of Trish coming back forced her hand. Casey pulled a grape off the vine, wasting no time in shoving the large fruit into her mouth. As soon as she bit down, juice practically exploded from it, fortunately not causing her to choke from the amount. Her jaw worked, each bite producing even more juice, before finally, she swallowed it down. It landed heavily inside her stomach, and it almost felt like that single grape was enough to make her feel satisfied from a light meal...

But that wasn't enough to satisfy her this time. Casey grabbed another, and another, and another, shoving each of them into her mouth without a second thought. Each one seemed juicer than the one before it, filling her belly more and more, causing it to slowly begin to bloat as a result. Yet the feeling of her t-shirt stretching across her midsection didn't snap her out of her juice filled daze, nor did the feeling of her belly beginning to hang over the waistband of her pants.

Instead, it was the sound of her friend's voice that snapped her out of it.

“What are you doing?”

Casey practically jumped out of her skin, causing her juice filled middle to wobble slightly. Absent-mindedly, she pulled her shirt down over her belly, not mentally putting together that her shirt had ridden up slightly because her belly was now much larger. “N-nothing! I was just-”

“Eating the grapes I told you not to eat?” Trish put the watering can down, walking up to her friend with a look that was more curious than angry. She poked Casey's middle, and the sound of liquid displacing could be heard as she removed it. “Looks like you ate a lot of them.”

“I didn't mean to!” Casey's hands went to her belly, trying to push it back in. She didn't remember eating nearly that many grapes, not enough to make her look this bloated. And yet somehow, she still felt like she was getting fuller...

“Well, it's all over your face. Here, wipe your face and help me water the grapes you decided to binge on.”

Trish tossed her friend a cloth to wipe the juice off her face, but as she did so, Trish's expression grew puzzled. “Hold on. Take the cloth away from your face really quick.” She moved her face much closer to Casey's, before rubbing a finger across the girl's cheek. “That's interesting.”

“What's interesting?”

“Your skin is purple. It's not juice on your face, your skin is literally purple.”

“What?” Casey's eyes darted around, looking for anything that was reflective so she could see her own face. Trish had to be joking with her. She had to be. There was no way she was actually purple. “Why is there never a mirror around when I need one?”

“Well, I think there's an easier way to see your new skin tone.” Without warning, Trish grabbed her friend's shirt and pulled it up, exposing her friend's swollen middle. Her stomach, like her face, was completely purple. “See? Purple.”

“W-what?” Casey's hands poked and prodded her stomach, trying to rub the purple color off. She couldn't really be purple, could she? That was impossible! People didn't turn purple! Of course, then she noticed that the same purple color was spreading down her wrists from under her leather jacket, before slowly spreading across her hands. Casey stared, dumbfounded, as her fingers slowly turned purple; suddenly, the idea that maybe she was completely purple, from head to toe, felt likely.

“Holy crap, your hair!”

“What about my hair?” Casey's attention was suddenly drawn away from her hands, as she tried to cause her bangs to fall in front of her eyes so she could see what was happening. From her roots to the tips, the purple color was spreading through each strand of hair, removing the red dye that she had worked so hard to get just right. Casey watch, horrified, as her bangs shifted in color right before her eyes; was she even going to be able to fix this? How did one even fix something like this? “How did this even happen?”

“Well, I guess it's like how if you eat orange things too much, you'll turn orange.” Trish tapped her lips with a finger, seemingly thinking deeply. “Though I thought that only happens in babies. I assume that it happened for you because you ate so many of the grapes.”

“But I didn't eat that many of them! I've eaten way more of other things before and I never turned colors then!”

“True, but I told you these grapes were weird. I said they grew on their own in a single day. Eating them seems to have turned you purple. You're like the first test subject!” Suddenly, Trish seemed excited again, as though her friend ending up bloated and purple was partially a good thing.

“But I don't want to be a test subject!” Casey whined. Before she could whine further though, her gut let out a loud gurgle, cutting her off. Her purple hands moved to hold it, noting that somehow it looked even larger than before. It certainly felt like she was fuller than before, at least. But the gurgles continued, and then Casey watched in horror as her belly visibly began to swell.

Immediately, she tried to cover her stomach, as though covering it would make the problem go away. But all she found was that her swelling midsection was making her shirt both stretch out and ride up, since it could no longer cover her entire belly. At the same time, Casey began to feel impossibly full, the way she did after heavy meals, like she had absolutely pushed herself too far. Her stomach felt like it was ready to burst, like she had guzzled gallons of juice rather than a few grapes worth.

“Oh god my stomach...” Casey's breathing became labored, as her belly grew larger. It was now visibly hanging over her waistband, over the belt that looked a tad too small for her now. Both hands were required to hold it up, even as the gurgling increased in volume. Something was going to give.

“I feel like I'm going to explode...” Suddenly, there was a louder gurgle, followed by a heavy surge in her middle. Instantly, Casey let out a sigh of relief, as the fullness vanished. The comfort only lasted a moment however, as she felt the juice flow into her chest. Casey looked down, her breasts visibly swelling in her bra, pushing it and her shirt further away from her. “Oh god what's happening to me?”

“Well, it looks like you're swelling up. Turning into a grape maybe?” Trish walked around her friend, poking and prodding her belly and her boobs, seemingly calm despite the fact her friend was turning into a fruit.

“This isn't funny! I need to... I need to go to a hospital or something!”

“And how do you think you'd get there? We don't have a car you'll fit in before long, and we can't call an ambulance and tell them to bring a flatbed. Not that they'd believe us that you're turning into a grape.”

“I'm not that big yet!”

“I know, I know, try to relax. You're probably not turning into a grape. Probably. I mean, you're purple and swelling up, but I'm not sure you're becoming a grape... It could just be a weird allergic reaction or something.”

“Not. Helping.” Casey tried to reach under her shirt, tried to unhook her bra, but it was becoming harder and harder with every passing moment. Finally, she managed to do it, but any comfort she had was short lived; her breasts seemed to swell faster now that their greatest impediment was removed. The graphic on her shit was getting more stretched out with every passing moment, and normally, that would have been terrible in her mind. At the moment however, all she could think about was the fact that her shirt was now functioning like a bra.

A bra that was starting to show stains where her nipples were. Casey groaned, trying to ignore the fact that somewhere inside of that, was a bit of arousal. She really didn't want to ruin her clothes, but the feeling of her swollen, engorged nipples rubbing against the fabric of her shirt was pleasurable to her.

And then she moaned, as Trish poked her swollen nipple through her shirt, causing some juice to squirt out and stain her shirt even more. “Huh. You're getting really juicy.”

“Was that... a pun?” Casey's breathing became labored, as she tried in vain to keep reaching around herself, to keep tabs on just how large she was becoming. She was too large to see around her breasts at this point, and while normally this idea might have amused her, at present it was sort of worrying.

More worrying was the fact that the juice was once again spreading to other areas of her body. It flowed into her butt, making each cheek swell up inside her jeans. She'd never been particularly curvy, but in seconds she'd gained more curves across her behind than she'd ever imagined possible. She could hear the denim creaking, feel it trying to stretch across her swelling body, and she wasn't sure it was going to hold forever.

The thought of becoming nude, of growing too large for her clothing, filled Casey with a strange sense of arousal. Arousal, and longing, like it was something she desired. She tried to push those thoughts away, to tell herself that she absolutely did not want to be naked and exposed and round and juicy, but the more she thought about it, the more she found herself growing aroused, and she couldn't explain why.

“Are you... getting turned on by this?”

Trish's words briefly snapped Casey out of her haze. “N-no! Not at all! I don't want... I don't want this!” It was unclear if she was trying to convince her friend or herself, given the shakiness of her voice. The idea of being larger, of being fuller, of being juicier... it was becoming harder and harder for Casey to deny that these thoughts were arousing to her.

Luckily, her thighs and hips began to swell, and that newfound tightness allowed her to focus on something other than her complete embarrassment. The feeling of her jeans growing tighter was one thing; but the thing that was distracting her was her belt. Normally, she wore it just because she wasn't as curvy as she needed to be to keep her pants fitting right, but right now it was turning into a vice that was squishing her.

Above it, her belly and love handles swelled outwards over it. Beneath it, her hips and ass swelled outwards below it. And all the while, her belt seemed to hold fast, stretching as best it could, even though it was starting to look like she was being turned into an actual hourglass. Casey's hands tried to reach around herself, tried to reach down to undo her belt, but to no avail. She couldn't reach!

“Trish! Stop staring and... help... me!” Casey continued to try and reach her belt, but every passing moment seemed to make it harder to reach. Her back and sides were beginning to swell up too, making her round out slightly. And of course, as that happened, her leather jacket began to stretch itself across her back, causing the sleeves to pull her arms away from her middle.

Trish however, was more hesitant to just stick her face right next to the stud belt of a woman who was in the process of becoming as wide as she was tall. She hesitated, not certain if she could go closer or simply let it burst off. In the end, she decided that she couldn't just let her friend suffer like this. Moving closer, Trish tried to undo the belt, tried to get it to come loose, anything that might help her friend. After all, with how Casey was swelling, if she could just loosen the belt, then her growing body would do the rest.

Unfortunately, Casey's body had swelled to the point that the belt refused to unbuckle. The metal was bending, but holding, the leather stretching but remaining whole. It creaked, it groaned, but it refused to break, much to Casey's dismay.

“Okay, this isn't coming off. I'm going to cut it.”

“No! Don't! What if you cause me to burst or something?”

Trish rolled her eyes as she opened her pocket knife. “Right now, not getting this off might cause you to burst. Or, it'll burst, in which case the metal buckle might cut you. Or maybe the studs will shoot into you. I don't know, I've never seen what happens when a stud belt bursts from pressure. But do you really want to find out?”

Casey let out a pathetic whine, but didn't protest further, which was probably for the best. Trish didn't see any need to waste time arguing. She did what she could to keep the blade pointed away from her friend, but it was growing harder as her body swelled around the restraint. The last thing Trish wanted was to slip and accidentally cause her friend to explode like a popped balloon or something.

As such, Trish whittled away at the belt, causing a tiny incision that she was hoping would get larger as Casey's body exerted pressure against it. In her mind, it would be like a fraying rope, slowly coming undone. Reality however, took a different path.

As soon as the belt began to give way, it was like the dam had burst. It stretched and snapped, breaking with a loud bang that caused Trish to dive out of the way as studs bounced around her, thankfully harmlessly. Casey's body, now no longer restrained by her belt, immediately tried to take on its more natural shape.

Her body swelled outward, the sound of liquid sloshing around as her belly, back, and sides moved to create her new, rounder shape. It met no resistance until the waistband of her jeans reached the furthest they could stretch, and even then they only held her back for the briefest of moments before her belly burst through the button and zipper.

Trish watched as her friend's body treated her clothes like some ever changing container, one that it seemed determined to break free of. Her body, now growing rounder, made her look like some kind of misshapen ball, strangely shoved into clothing that was clearly too small for her.

All the while, Casey did her best to flail her arms, trying to reach around an increasingly large body and maintain some kind of control over herself. Instead, her arms began to swell up inside her jacket's sleeves, forcing them straight and making them entirely unable to be bent. Her wrists swelled against the cuffs, while her hands and fingers bloated up, each digit becoming a fat, bloated sausage.

Her legs too, were swelling inside her pants legs, causing the fabric to tear as seams began to burst. More and more purple flesh was revealed beneath the denim, but the other side effect of her swelling legs was how far apart they were being spread. Thick and bloated, they couldn't be bent, and it was forcing Casey's body to look like some kind of strange purple starfish.

Even Casey's face wasn't immune. First it was the fact that her neck seemed to disappear into her body. Then it was her cheeks and lips swelling up, making it impossible for her to speak. Then it looked like her whole head was swelling, becoming like a tiny grape atop a larger one. Clearly, the juice was looking for any place it could go.

And then the creaking began to grow louder. Her jeans began to split and tear off completely, unable to contain her widening body or her rapidly swelling and disappearing legs. Her leather jacket began to tear apart, her fat arms pulling it in two as they grew further apart. The sleeves began to burst, as they were forced wider and wider as her arms disappeared into her body. Her t-shirt, long relegated to being nothing but a bra, began to tear off as well, as her body took advantage of each new restraint being broken.

Soon, Casey was naked, her body free to swell larger now that there was nothing to hold it back. Scraps of clothing settled around her, but to the extent that Casey noticed or cared was unclear. She was too busy growing wider, the deep gurgling inside her growing louder as she grew larger.

Trish watched as her friend grew as wide as she was tall, and then began to grow even taller. The juice was stretching her out, forcing her to become wider, longer, even as she became fuller. Two bangs nearly caused Trish to jump out of her skin, before realizing that the sound had come from Casey's now burst shoes.

She walked around her swelling friend, noting that her hands were sinking into her body, her fingers becoming round bumps upon her stretching skin. Then, with little pops, Trish watched as Casey's fingers vanished completely. She imagined that a similar thing was happening with Casey's feet and toes; how strange it was to realize that her friend really was becoming a grape before her very eyes...

But then something occurred to her. If Casey was stretching out, then what would happen if she stretched too far? Trish could feel a slight panic overtake her, as she ran around her friend, trying to see if there was anything that might show her how much room her friend had left.

Cursing her curiosity, Trish realized she'd been too focused on the fact that her friend was swelling to think about the fact that she was going to need to get the juice out of her somehow. Looking beneath her, Trish could see liquid leaking from Trish's crotch; clearly juice could come out that way, but the idea of getting her friend off wasn't one that Trish liked. Not that she would refuse if it meant helping, but she was more worried that the intense arousal might cause her to burst instead if it didn't flow right.

First though, Trish needed to figure out how much room Casey might still have inside her. Pressing her hands against her friend's blue skin, she noted that she thankfully still had some give to her, even if she was also still in the process of swelling. More importantly though, pressing on her friend's body had caused juice to squirt slightly from where Casey's nipples had been. Though they were completely stretched flat now, it was clear where they were by the darkened spots compared to the rest of her skin. And if juice still flowed from them, then that meant she might be able to help.

First, she had to roll Casey forward a bit, put her nipples more in line with where her face was. That was easy enough, despite the fact that Casey was huge and full and rather round. That done, Trish pressed her hand next to Casey's nipple, watching a little trickle of juice came out. That wasn't going to be enough. Not enough to help her. She pressed from both sides, trying to put her body into it. Again, a little juice flowed out, but not nearly enough. Clearly, she'd need to try something else.

Thus, the most extreme option came to mind. Sighing heavily, Trish rolled Casey backwards, exposing her crotch. Juice trickled out, a constant little stream running down her body. Clearly, this was unimpeded. Steeling herself for what she was about to do, Trish began to stimulate her friend.

The effect was immediate, at least if you judged by the noises Casey began to make. Her friend sounded like she was in heat, and Trish wanted to think it was because she was good at this, and not that her friend was so sensitive that any touch was enough to send her over the edge. But it was enough to block out the thoughts that stimulating her like this might cause her to explode...

Casey's moans and groans grew louder as her breathing became more erratic. Her body swelled, but also began to tremble, as she grew closer to climaxing. Trish's hand continued to work, continued to try and get her friend off, hoping this might help her shrink back down. She was almost there. Almost. Almost. Almost...

Casey's climax was sudden and powerful. The grape girl let out a loud cry as her body reached orgasm, juice gushing from her cunt like a fire hose. The force was enough to knock Trish off her feet, as she was covered from head to toe in her friend's juice. It soaked her clothes completely, leaving them completely sopping wet.

Trish brushed her hair from her face, her attention entirely focused on whether or not she'd done anything to reduce the size of her friend. Unfortunately, the answer was no; Casey was still massive, and still growing. The orgasm had barely stopped her growth at all.

Absentmindedly, Trish licked her lips, her eyes moving back to her friend's leaking cunt. It was the only place that was really leaking still, and she felt drawn to it. Again she licked her lips, slowly drawing closer to the juice, her mind working to try and rationalize what she was feeling. She was thirsty, that was for certain.

Trish was unaware that her skin wasn't simply stained purple from the juice of her friend, it was actively becoming more purple as the seconds passed. Her hair was also turning purple, brunette locks giving way to the same purple that her skin was colored. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she noted that she was feeling full, but her brain wasn't working rationally at the moment. It was like she was a fly to honey, drawn in by the scent of the grape juice and the taste she now craved.

Casey moaned as she felt her friend begin to eat her out, Trish's tongue doing its best to ensure that juice continued to flow. She drank greedily, gluttonously, doing everything she could to not waste a drop. That wasn't exactly possible, given how much there was, but she was trying her best.

Trish was so focused on drinking it all that she barely registered the fact that her belly was becoming rather bloated and heavy, filled with the juice she craved. It sagged against her jacket, pressing against the buttons that held it shut as best it could. And yet still, she drank as fast as her body would let her. Her hands pressed against her friend's body, causing her to roll back slightly so that none of the juice would be wasted.

This time, when Casey came, Trish wasn't knocked down by the force. That didn't mean she could drink it all, there was simply too much. But she managed to keep herself upright as juice sprayed in her face and down her throat. Trish's belly swelled further, beginning to press against Casey's much larger body. The sound of Trish's pants bursting open was drowned out by the sound of flowing juice and Trish's drinking, and so her ever growing middle was barely registering with her.

Instead, her focus was entirely wrapped up in consuming as much juice as she could. Her body however, was still showing the results of it. Beyond her belly, swelling freely as it was and pushing up her jacket, Trish's rear was steadily growing larger, pressing out against the denim that contained it. Her now purple underwear was becoming more visible, stretched as it was across a rear that had doubled in size. Her hips too, were widening, causing little pops as seams split and tore from the pressure being exerted upon them. Unlike Casey that had grown top heavy, it appeared that Trish was firmly the opposite. Though whether this was a result of how she was consuming the juice or some quirk of her body was unconfirmed.

Either way, it didn't seem to matter much. Her jeans began to tear, large gaps in denim revealing the purple flesh underneath. Her legs were forced apart, unable to come together with how large her thighs were getting. The sound of her jeans tearing grew louder, but Trish barely noticed; her world was a purple colored one, entirely absorbed with the singular goal of drinking as much juice as her body would contain.

Finally with a bang, her pants burst off her, her entire lower body jiggling and quivering like gelatin. Her underwear didn't last much longer either, stretching and snapping off with relative easy. Trish didn't pay any attention to that either.

Having successfully filled her lower body, the juice she was drinking began to fill out her upper body as well. Trish's breasts swelled up in her jacket and shirt, testing the durability of her buttons as it did so. They attempted to hold on as best they could, but it was clear that they were fighting a losing battle. Gaps began to form between them, growing wider with every passing moment.

Then, finally, they could hold no longer. One burst, then another, each one making it easier for Trish's swelling body to grow even larger. Each breast was becoming massive, almost as large as her belly was. She was, simply put, becoming just as large up top as she was down below. A true hourglass figure was her fate.

Or it was, at least until her body began to round itself out. Trish found it harder to hold on to her friend, harder to keep her mouth on the clit that was providing her the juice she needed. Her body, simply put, was becoming too wide, and her arms were too small to keep herself balanced anymore. She began to fall backwards, and the increasing weight of her body made her current position entirely untenable.

With a cry, Trish fell away from her friend, bouncing slightly on the ground as the sound of liquid displacing inside of her echoed throughout the garden. Stunned, she was barely able to get her thoughts together as her body began to lose its human shape; Trish's sides and back were beginning to round out, creating the familiar curve of a fruit.

It was at this point that Trish's mind was able to pull itself together again. Two things became apparent to her at once; first, that she was still swelling despite not drinking the juice anymore, and second, that she was too far gone to be able to do much about it. Her arms tries to feel around her, but they were growing further apart; it was clear to Trish that she was entering the late stages of the transformation.

As her body rounded out, her jacket began to tear; it was unable to deal with the strain of being torn in two across her back. Her arms, like her legs, began to shrink, growing smaller and further apart, resulting in Trish's shirt and jacket becoming little more than torn and useless scraps of cloth around her. Free from the confines of her clothing, Trish's body swelled with gusto, entirely able to grow without any restraint at all.

It was unlike anything Trish had ever felt. She couldn't feel her legs anymore, just the pressure around her feet from her shoes. Her arms too, were gone, and she was losing feeling in her hands, or what was left of them. Her whole body felt weird, and yet at the same time it was entirely comfortable, even pleasant. She found herself eagerly awaiting what was to come, even though she didn't know what might happen to her.

Two loud bangs were heard beneath her, as her shoes finally burst; free from their containment, her feet quickly swelled and disappeared with tiny pops, erasing any trace of themselves from her body. Her hands too, disappeared, as each finger plumped up and then vanished. It was odd, the way she didn't miss them; but she had bigger worries than her strange feelings at the moment.

Trish felt liquid rush into her head; before now, her lips and cheeks had been spared, but no longer. They plumped up as liquid filled them, but they were hardly alone. Her whole head seemed to swell, as her body looked for any possible place to put juice. The pressure was immense, and yet Trish didn't find it unpleasant. If anything, it felt natural to her. Strange, when her body was growing wider than she was tall. It was like the juice was flooding her brain, removing her ability to think clearly; and yet, somehow she knew that this was likely what had happened to Casey.

Casey had stopped making noise after a while, right? After she'd grown so big. Trish was about as big as she had been then, wasn't she? Would she be bigger in the end? Why did that sound so wonderful? Why was it so wonderful to think about?

Trish's thoughts began to grow further apart, juice flooding her mind and placating her. Her body continued to stretch, continued to grow larger, continued to fill as best it could; but Trish herself became increasingly unaware of the experience.

All that was left in the garden were two rather large grapes, and the sound of juice filling them...


Rebecca wasn't used to this. Normally, Trish came by every Thursday to deliver her products. But she was now two days late, and that had never happened before. She was always so punctual, so precise with her scheduling. If she had to miss, Rebecca had expected that she would have called, or said something. Instead, silence.

It was enough to make her go and see if there was a problem. Walking into the unlocked garden, she didn't know what she might find; calling out to see if she was around, she was met with an eerie silence.

Yet she could see something large and purple slightly off in the distance; perhaps that had some clue as to where Trish was...

To Rebecca's surprise, the large purple things seemed to be fruits, though if they were fruits they were the largest fruits she'd ever seen. One was at least twenty feet tall, the other almost as large as that. From them were what appeared to be some kind of twisted vines, extending from the top and then coming together in a larger braid. All around them were tinier plants, each with swollen grapes growing from them. It was a lot more haphazard than Rebecca was used to seeing; the last time she'd been here, she'd noted how organized and orderly Trish's garden was.

Walking around one of the large orbs, Rebecca began to notice the scraps of cloth around them. Bits of leather, cotton, and... shoes? That was odd. In fact, the shoes looked like something had burst out of them... and the bits of what appeared to be jackets showed the same sort of damage, like they had been stretched out before breaking from stress.

What did it mean? Placing her hand against the slightly smaller orb, she noted that it didn't seem to have much give at all. In fact, it seemed like it was completely taut and firm. What had caused that? Placing her ear to it, Rebecca tried to see if she could hear anything from inside it, but nothing.

Confused by what she was seeing, She was left to walk around the rest of the fruit, before freezing at a truly baffling sight. It looked like the fruit had a vagina. A swollen one, yes, but a vagina nonetheless.

Rebecca slowly reached out to touch it, to see if she was just seeing things. But when she did so, the entire orb shook slightly... and it moaned. She pulled her hand back in horror, watching as juice leaked from the clit. Were these... were these people?

Were they Trish and one of her friends?

What had turned them into these, these... fruits? And was she in danger?

Rebecca's mind whirled, as she tried to ground herself, completely confused as to what was going on. People couldn't become fruits, that was entirely illogical. And yet she had two large fruits, one of which had a cunt, and scraps of cloth everywhere that looked like it had been burst out of... And she hadn't even inspected the larger of the two fruits to see if it also had a vagina.

But even as she freaked out internally, something grabbed ahold of her senses. Rebecca was drawn closer to the giant fruit's clit, where the juice dribbled out. It smelled wonderful. It smelled... amazing actually. And she wanted it. Oh how she wanted it. Rationally, her brain recoiled, but she was practically hypnotized by the scent, captured by a physical urge to consume it. With a finger, she wiped up some of the juice, causing the large fruit to moan again and leak more juice, before licking her finger clean.

It was delicious. Instantly, she was grabbed by it. She needed more. She needed more of this right now. With fearless abandon, she began to lick the juice from the large fruit's cunt, drinking it as it came out, entirely unaware that as she did so, her own features were starting to turn purple...


Afterword

Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this story, please feel free to check out some of my other stories, and leave a review with your thoughts! If you have ideas or feedback you'd like to give me, you can also email me at: 




louisbakerwriting@gmail.com
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Trisha has been dragged along for some tour of a local science lab by her friend Takisha, who's heard that somewhere inside are wonderous creations. Since they're not getting any on the tour, the two girls go looking for their own excitement, and end up with far more than either could have ever bargained for. Soon their lives will be transformed, literally!

Fruit Flavored Follies 2: A Blueberry Transformation Story

Working at G-Tech is often hard, and made harder by people not listening to the rules when they tour the facilities. Three women are going to learn why you don't sample the blueberries while on the tour, and likely discover a new, bluer life because of it!

Help Wanted: A Transformation/Inflation Story

Caitlin thought she managed to get the best job possible, one with little work and good pay. Unfortunately for her, she's stuck trying to handle Gina, a wild and eccentric scientist who seems to view people more as test subjects than coworkers! Caitlin will have to find a way to survive as everyone they bring in to test the candies they're making ends up in sticky situations!
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