
        
            
                
            
        

    
To Sweet To Stop

A Marshmallow Transformation Story

Louis Baker


Maya pushed open the door to her home, stepping inside and shaking the light drizzle from her hair. Rebecca followed close behind, both of them shrugging off their coats and hanging them by the door. The scent of sandalwood lingered in the air, a warm contrast to the cool dampness of the evening outside.


"I still can’t get over that AI-assisted chef," Rebecca said, running a hand through her blonde hair as she walked into the living room. "Not just the food—it was how it altered people. That woman who just kept growing the more she ate… by the time they rolled her out, she was practically spherical."


Maya chuckled, dropping onto the couch and stretching out her legs. "Yeah, incredible… or a little unsettling. You saw the other woman who had that ‘enhanced digestion’ module? She kept insisting she felt fine even as her stomach stretched bigger and bigger."


Rebecca smirked, sitting down beside her. "Oh, come on. You love new tech. You were practically glued to the glass when they wheeled her out."


Maya laughed, shaking her head. "Fair point. But still, there was something almost... too extreme about it. Like, sure, food enhancement is cool, but how far is too far?"


Rebecca nodded thoughtfully, then leaned back against the couch. "And the transformation-enhancing fruits! That one woman took a single bite and her whole body flushed pink like a ripe strawberry."


Maya reached for the glass of water she’d left on the coffee table that morning, taking a sip. "Yeah, and that one woman who just kept swelling after that ‘nutrient absorption boost’—by the time we left, she could barely waddle."


Rebecca groaned. "It was definitely a spectacle. I mean, people seemed happy about it, but it was surreal."


Maya grinned mischievously, twirling a strand of her dark hair between her fingers. "Speaking of things we shouldn’t have left with…" she paused for dramatic effect, reaching into the pocket of her denim shirt and pulling out a small, shimmering vial. "I may have swiped something on our way out."


Rebecca’s eyes widened as she leaned forward. "Maya. Tell me you didn’t. What is that?"


Maya smirked, flipping the vial between her fingers. "Not sure. But I figured, why not bring a little piece of the future home with us?"


Rebecca leaned forward, staring at the vial in Maya’s hand with wide, worried eyes. "Maya… do you have any idea what that could do to you? What if it’s some kind of experimental transformation serum? What if you drink it and turn into—" she hesitated, her cheeks slightly flushed, "—something wild?"


Maya smirked, twirling the shimmering vial between her fingers. "Oh, come on, Rebecca. Like what? What’s the worst that could happen? I turn into a big walking marshmallow?" She let out a laugh, but Rebecca’s expression remained tight, her hands gripping the couch.


Rebecca’s lips parted slightly, her breath hitching. "That’s… actually not the worst thing I could think of. But Maya, you don’t know what this stuff does. It could be dangerous. It could be irreversible."


Maya leaned back into the cushions, eyes glinting with mischief. "Oh, so now you’re worried about me? I thought you were the one listing off all these crazy transformations." She paused, tapping the vial against her palm. "You’re not tempted even a little bit?"


Rebecca shook her head quickly. "No. Absolutely not. I have no interest in turning into… into whatever that stuff does to people! But you—you're actually thinking about drinking it, aren’t you?"


Maya grinned, tilting the vial just enough to watch the liquid swirl inside. "I mean… what’s the harm in a little curiosity? What if I take a sip and suddenly I can experience something no one else ever has? Imagine the possibilities."


Rebecca exhaled sharply, tilting her head as if considering it, but her grip on the couch only tightened. "Or what if it makes you grow? Like, really grow. Just bigger and bigger until you can barely move. Imagine that. You’d be stuck here, filling up the whole living room, unable to do anything."


Maya’s smirk widened. "Oh no, Rebecca, what ever would we do if I just kept getting bigger? You’d have to take care of me, make sure I don’t roll into anything, keep me comfortable… you probably wouldn’t mind that."


Rebecca shuddered and looked away. "That’s not the point, Maya. What if it turns you into a blueberry? Your skin turns deep blue, your body puffs up bigger and rounder until you’re just rolling around, helpless?"


Maya feigned a thoughtful expression, tapping her chin. "That does sound fun. Imagine me all big and round, wobbling about. You’d have to roll me around yourself." She raised an eyebrow playfully, and Rebecca groaned.


"Or," Rebecca pressed on, her voice firmer now, "what if it inflates you like a balloon? Slowly at first, then faster and faster until you’re floating up against the ceiling, helpless and round, filled with something you can’t control? You wouldn’t even be able to move!"


Maya let out a low chuckle, shaking her head. "You’re really painting quite the picture, Rebecca. So what, I’d be up there, just drifting around while you panicked about how to get me down? I kind of like that idea."


Rebecca ran a hand over her face. "Maya, you’re not listening. This isn’t a joke. You don’t know what this will do! It could turn you into something unrecognizable, something dangerous. What if it turns you into food? Like an actual, living dessert? Your skin turning smooth like fondant, your body soft and doughy, ready to be frosted and served up like a giant cake?"


Maya laughed again, but her voice had taken on a huskier edge. "Now that’s a thought. Just sitting here, helpless and sweet, waiting for something to happen. Sounds like an experience."


Rebecca buried her face in her hands. "Maya, you are insane. I don’t want to drink it. I don’t want you to drink it. This is a bad idea."


Maya tapped the vial against her knee, then twirled it between her fingers again. "You might not want to, but I do. This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, Rebecca. I have to know what happens."


Rebecca looked up, a desperate, exasperated expression on her face. "Maya, don’t. Please."


Maya smirked. "Too late. I’m doing this. Just sit back and watch."


Rebecca reached out, her fingers just brushing against Maya’s wrist before Maya pulled away. "Maya, please, think about this. You have no idea what’s in that thing! What if it’s not just some harmless experiment? What if it’s permanent? Or worse?"


Maya rolled her eyes, smirking as she twirled the vial between her fingers. "You worry too much. I mean, really, what’s life without a little risk?" With one swift motion, she popped the cork off and tossed the liquid back like a shot of cheap tequila.


Rebecca gasped, her hands clutching the couch cushion. "Maya! No!" She half expected her friend to double over in pain, to start glowing, or to suddenly sprout an extra limb. Instead, Maya remained standing, licking her lips thoughtfully.


"Huh. Tastes kind of sugary. Not bad, actually." Maya grinned, then suddenly clutched her stomach and let out a dramatic, strangled gasp. "Oh no! Rebecca! Something’s—something’s wrong!" Her body convulsed, and she flailed her arms wildly. "I can feel it—it’s happening! I’m—!"


Rebecca’s face drained of color as she jumped to her feet. "Maya! What’s wrong?! What’s happening?!"


Maya let out a strangled choke before flopping back onto the couch, going completely limp.


A beat of silence.


Rebecca’s breathing was heavy, panic swirling in her eyes. "Maya?"


Maya cracked open one eye and burst out laughing. "Gotcha."


Rebecca’s lips pressed into a thin, unamused line. "I swear to god, Maya—"


Maya wiped a tear from the corner of her eye. "Oh, come on, that was funny! You should’ve seen your face. You looked like you saw a ghost!"


Rebecca exhaled sharply and crossed her arms. "You’re an idiot."


Maya shrugged, still grinning. "Maybe, but at least I’m an adventurous idiot. And, looks like that was a dud." She patted her stomach. "Nothing happened. Kind of anticlimactic, huh?"


Rebecca frowned, her eyes lingering on Maya’s belly. "Are you sure?"


Maya waved a hand dismissively. "Yeah, yeah. I feel totally fine."


But Rebecca couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off. Maya’s stomach… it looked just a little bit fuller than it had a moment ago. Not dramatically so, but enough to make Rebecca second-guess herself. She narrowed her eyes, but Maya was already leaning back against the couch, oblivious.


Rebecca swallowed hard, a nervous knot forming in her gut. Maybe it was nothing... But at the same time, Rebecca couldn't tear her eyes away from Maya's belly. Was it just the way her shirt clung to her, or was it actually larger? It had to be the shirt, she reasoned. Maybe it had just bunched up in an odd way, or maybe Maya was just bloated, but… no. There was something subtly off. The fabric stretched just a little more than it had a few moments ago.


Maya sighed and leaned back, pressing a hand to her forehead. "Is it just me, or is it really warm in here?" she muttered, fanning herself lazily with one hand. Her smirk remained, but her movements had slowed, a thin sheen of sweat forming at her temples.


Rebecca swallowed, watching as Maya's complexion seemed to lose its natural tan. Instead of simply looking flushed, her skin was paling unnaturally—too stark, too smooth, almost… synthetic.


Rebecca's breath hitched, a strange heat stirring in her gut. "Maya…" she started, her voice catching in her throat. "I think something’s really happening. You need to look at yourself."


Maya scoffed, still waving at her face. "Oh, come on, Becky, you’re just spooked because I scared you earlier. I told you, it was just a joke. Besides, I feel fine—just a little hot, that's all." But as she pulled at the collar of her shirt, Rebecca could see the contrast—her skin wasn’t just pale. It was white.


Rebecca’s fingers clenched against her thigh, trying to steady herself even as her own pulse quickened. There was an undeniable fascination mingling with her growing concern. "Maya, I—" She hesitated, her lips pressing together as she fought to push back the rush of arousal she couldn't quite explain. "Look at your hands."


Maya blinked, glancing down as she flexed her fingers absentmindedly. The second she saw them, she froze. Her hands were no longer the warm bronze they had always been. Instead, they were stark white—soft, almost glossy, like freshly whipped cream. "What the hell?" she whispered, flipping her palms over. The color—or lack thereof—extended all the way down to her fingertips.


Rebecca felt her stomach twist, excitement and dread mingling in equal measure. "I told you," she breathed. "Something’s wrong."


Maya let out a shaky breath and forced a laugh, though it came out weaker than she intended. "Okay, okay, so turning white might be a little weird," she admitted, holding up her pale hands and flexing her fingers. "But I’m fine. Really. Just… feeling a little warm."


Rebecca frowned, arms crossed tight over her chest. "Maya, you’re literally turning into something else, and you’re just brushing it off? Where did you even get that vial?"


Maya waved a hand dismissively, though the motion was slower than before. "Oh, I dunno. Somewhere near the snack area at the exhibition. There were a lot of samples being passed around. It all kind of blurred together."


Rebecca’s jaw tightened. "The snack area? Are you serious? You grabbed a mystery vial from the food section and just drank it without knowing what it was?"


Maya gave her a sheepish grin, but before she could respond, a strange look crossed her face. Her lips parted slightly, and she pressed a hand to her stomach. "Ugh… hold on a sec."


Rebecca’s eyes narrowed as Maya shifted uncomfortably in her seat, looking like she was trying to burp but couldn’t quite manage it. "You okay?"


Maya shook her head, fanning herself again. "I just feel… really full all of a sudden. Like, really full." She pressed both hands to her midsection, rubbing at the fabric of her shirt, and for the first time, Rebecca noticed just how much it was stretching over her belly.


Rebecca’s breath caught as her gaze locked onto Maya’s torso. There was no mistaking it now—her stomach was swelling, rounding outward beneath the tightening fabric.


"Maya," Rebecca said, her voice low, tense. "Look at yourself."


Maya glanced down, blinking in confusion as she registered the change. "Huh… That’s… new." Letting out a long breath, she pressed a hand to her stomach as she shifted uncomfortably in her seat. "Man, I kinda feel like I’m in an oven or something," she muttered, fanning herself again. "Like, I’m just baking from the inside out."


Rebecca’s lips parted slightly, her concern growing deeper with every second. "Maya, this isn’t normal. You’re getting bigger. I don’t know what’s happening to you, but we need to figure it out. Maybe we should call someone—get help?"


Maya shook her head, gritting her teeth as another wave of warmth rolled over her. "No way. What if this was some kind of weird experimental thing? What if they sue me or something for, like, stealing their formula? I mean, technically, I drank it without permission. I don’t need some big-shot lawyer breathing down my neck."


Rebecca stared at her, incredulous. "Maya, this isn’t about lawsuits! You are literally swelling up! How is that not more important? We don’t even know what this stuff is doing to you."


Maya exhaled, leaning back against the couch, her body sinking into the cushions as her form expanded ever so slightly. Her denim shirt stretched over her frame, the seams growing visibly taut. "I dunno... Maybe I should just ride it out, see where it goes."


Rebecca clenched her fists, resisting the urge to shake her friend by the shoulders. "You’re acting way too casual about this! You’re changing right in front of me, and you think it’s no big deal? I mean, just look at yourself!"


Maya tilted her head down, finally taking a more serious look at her body. Her fingers pressed against her swollen stomach, and she blinked as the flesh gave just a little beneath her touch, almost like she was puffing up rather than just gaining weight. "Weird…"


Rebecca swallowed hard. It was more than weird. Maya’s entire body seemed to be softening, rounding at the edges, as though she was gradually being filled with something. Not just her belly—her arms, her legs, even her face looked subtly plumper than before. It wasn’t an extreme change just yet, but it was undeniable.


Her clothes, once comfortably fitted, now hugged her more snugly, and Rebecca could see the subtle creases forming where the fabric strained to contain her shifting shape. She wasn’t just bloating in one spot—her whole body was swelling at once, giving her an oddly plush appearance.


Rebecca’s throat tightened as she tried to push back the heat creeping into her own thoughts. This wasn’t the time for that. She needed to focus.


"Maya," she tried again, keeping her voice steady, "I think we really need to figure out what’s happening before it gets worse. We should call a doctor or— or go back to the exhibition and find someone who actually knows what was in that vial."


Maya let out a lighthearted scoff, her fingers still prodding curiously at her rounded midsection. "Pfft, what are they gonna do, pop me like a balloon?" She laughed, but even she seemed to realize how much she was changing now. She lifted her arm and flexed her fingers, watching as her hand looked just a little puffier than before, like a marshmallow swelling in the microwave.


Rebecca forced herself to look away, biting her lip. This was insane. Completely surreal. Maya was inflating. And Rebecca’s body was reacting in a way that she really didn’t have time to unpack right now. She pressed her palms into her lap and took a slow, calming breath.


"We don’t know what they’re going to do," Rebecca said firmly, dragging her gaze back up to meet Maya’s. "And that’s the problem. If this keeps going, what if it becomes dangerous? What if you keep growing and you can’t stop?"


Maya tilted her head back against the couch, rolling her eyes. "Becky, you always worry too much. I feel fine. I mean, yeah, I’m hot, and my clothes are tight, but I don’t feel like I’m dying or anything."


Rebecca’s eyes flicked down to Maya’s thighs, where the denim was visibly straining, her legs pressing against the seams in a way that looked borderline uncomfortable. The buttons on her shirt looked just a little more stressed than before, the fabric stretched tight across her chest.


It was happening fast.


Rebecca swallowed again, her face burning despite herself. "Maya…"


Maya raised an eyebrow. "Hmm?"


"I think you’re still getting bigger."


Maya frowned, shifting her weight slightly. As she did, the couch let out a small groan beneath her. "Huh. Yeah, maybe a little?" She ran her fingers over her stomach again, blinking in fascination as it gave slightly more under her touch, yet remained firm. "This is kinda trippy."


Rebecca clenched her fists, her pulse hammering. She needed to focus. This wasn’t something to get excited about—Maya could be in real danger. But the way she was expanding, the slow, steady puffiness overtaking her body… it was hard to ignore.


She forced herself to exhale. "Okay. We need to do something. Now. Before this gets out of control."


Maya grinned, stretching her arms over her head, oblivious to the way her sleeves looked tighter. "Oh come on, Becky, live a little. This might actually turn out to be fun."


Rebecca groaned, burying her face in her hands. "Maya, I swear to god..."


Suddenly, Maya's jeans burst open with a loud pop, the button flying off with such force that it shot past Rebecca’s head and bounced against the wall. The sudden noise made Rebecca yelp, her wide eyes darting between Maya’s expanding form and the rogue button now rolling across the floor.


Rebecca's breath hitched. Her cheeks burned a deep shade of red as her mind betrayed her, racing through thoughts she had no business entertaining. "Uh—I—I should go check if I have the number for the exhibition." The words tumbled out in a frantic rush, her voice cracking as she practically bolted to the other room.


Maya let out a breathless chuckle, tilting her head with a knowing smirk. "Oh, come on," she called after her, shifting her widening hips against the couch. "You can’t just run away! Admit it—you like what you see!"


Rebecca refused to answer, but Maya didn’t need her to. The way she had fled, the way her voice had trembled—it was obvious.


And to Maya’s growing surprise, she was starting to feel it too.


A deep, potent heat pooled in her stomach, radiating outward with every slow, steady expansion of her body. The sensation of her clothes growing tighter, pressing against her skin, should have been uncomfortable for her. But instead, it sent delicious shivers up her spine.


She let her head fall back against the couch, closing her eyes as her breath came in shallow, uneven pants. "Oh... wow…"


Every inch of her was swelling, stretching, filling up with something indescribable yet undeniably good. Her thighs, already pressed against the couch, spread wider, her softened flesh encroaching on the empty space around her. Her shirt, once loose and casual, now clung to her curves, straining harder with every second that passed. She could hear the seams groaning in protest, each little stitch struggling to hold together against her increasing size.


And god, it felt amazing.


Maya bit her lip, her fingers curling into the couch as another wave of warmth pulsed through her. She had never felt anything quite like this—this slow, intoxicating transformation taking over her body, making her feel more… more everything. More sensitive. More aware. More desperate for something she couldn’t quite put into words.


Her hips gave another subtle lurch outward, and the waistband of her jeans—what remained of them—dug into her swelling waist. A soft, breathy moan escaped her lips before she could stop it, and she immediately slapped a hand over her mouth, eyes fluttering open.


What the hell was happening to her?


She needed to get a grip.


But the moment she shifted, feeling the weight of her growing body pressing against itself, the realization hit her—she didn’t want to stop it. She didn’t want to fight it at all.


A new rush of heat flooded through her, making her back arch involuntarily. The sound of her clothes creaking and stretching filled the otherwise silent room, and Maya shuddered at how incredibly wrong yet right it all felt.


From the doorway, Rebecca peeked back inside, her phone clenched tightly in her trembling hands. "M-Maya?" Her voice was uneven, hesitant, but still laced with something more. Something Maya immediately picked up on.


Maya slowly opened her eyes, her expression hazy yet mischievous. "Back so soon?" Her voice was lower now, breathier. She shifted again, delighting in the feeling of her body taking up more and more space.


Rebecca swallowed hard, her gaze flickering to Maya’s swollen thighs, the way they spread over the couch, the outline of her stomach pressing against the strained fabric of her shirt. "I—I tried to find the number, but I—uh, I think I need to sit down."


Maya grinned, shifting again just enough to make the couch creak beneath her. "Feeling a little hot yourself, huh?"


Rebecca nearly choked on air. "T-That’s not—!"


But Maya only laughed, low and sultry, as she let her head fall back again, surrendering to the overwhelming sensations coursing through her. This was happening. It was inevitable. And god, it felt so good.


Suddenly, Maya gasped, her breath hitching as another intense spark of pleasure surged through her body. It was overwhelming, like waves of pure sensation crashing over her mind as her body continued to change. She barely had a moment to brace herself before—pop!—a button on her shirt shot off, sailing across the room and bouncing off the coffee table. The sudden release made her shudder, every fiber of her being hyper aware of how tightly her clothes still clung to her growing form.


Her skin was unbearably sensitive, every brush of fabric sending jolts of sensation coursing through her. The way her shirt stretched across her expanding chest, the feeling of her pants constraining her hips—it was all so intense. She whimpered, fingers clutching at the couch cushions, as another wave of pleasure made her arch her back. Every inch of her body felt like one big erogenous zone, throbbing and pulsing with an intoxicating heat.


Rebecca, still standing in the doorway, gulped audibly. She could barely think straight, her face beet red as she struggled to keep herself composed. "M-Maya, are you—should I call someone? Maybe—"


RIIIP!


The sound of Maya’s pants giving up the fight was deafening, tearing wide open as her ass surged outward, her hips far too massive to be contained any longer. The force of it made her cry out, the sheer sensation overwhelming her all at once. A deep, uncontrollable moan ripped from her throat as pleasure crashed through her, sending her spiraling into climax.


Her body trembled, her fingers digging deep into the couch as waves of ecstasy washed over her. Every nerve was alight, tingling with an electric charge that sent her mind reeling. She barely registered the wreckage of her clothing, her breath ragged, her lips parted as she struggled to process what had just happened.


Rebecca’s whole body stiffened, a mix of shock, embarrassment, and something else she couldn’t quite name flooding her system. She had to call them—immediately. If she hesitated any longer, she knew she wouldn’t be able to focus. Swallowing hard, she fumbled for her phone, her fingers trembling as she pulled up the number for the exhibition.


Her voice cracked as she pressed the call button. "H-Hello? Yes, um, I need to speak with someone about an… an incident. It’s urgent. My friend, she—she drank something, and now she’s—" Her eyes flicked to Maya, who was still panting, her body settling from the throes of pleasure yet still growing. "—she’s expanding, and it’s not stopping. I need help. Now."


The voice on the other end was cool and professional. "Remain calm, miss. We need to gather some information first. Can you describe exactly what’s happening?"


Rebecca nearly dropped the phone. "I—she’s getting bigger! Her clothes are ripping, and—" She hesitated, her face heating even more. "—she's, uh… enjoying it. A lot."


A pause. Then, the voice spoke again. "Understood. How rapidly is she expanding?"


Rebecca inhaled shakily. "I—I don’t know. It’s been gradual, but every time she bursts out of something, she… reacts. And then it keeps going." Her heart pounded as she tried to think clearly, but it was hard with Maya still sprawled on the couch, still breathing heavily, her form stretching larger, filling more space with each passing second.


Maya finally cracked her eyes open, still dazed. "Rebecca… you called them?" She pouted, shifting slightly, and Rebecca heard the couch groan beneath her shifting weight. "I was kinda hoping we could see how much bigger I’d get first."


Rebecca nearly choked on air, gripping the phone tighter. "Oh my god, Maya! Focus! This isn’t some fun little experiment! We need to fix this before you outgrow the apartment!"


Maya just grinned, completely unbothered, her fingers idly running over the tight, stretched fabric of what clothing she had left. "I dunno... Kinda feels amazing so far." She bit her lip, a shiver running through her as another ripple of pleasure coursed through her swelling body.


Rebecca, barely holding herself together, forced herself to focus on the call. "Please, just tell me someone is on the way!"


"We’re dispatching a retrieval team now," the voice assured her. "Do be aware that she might exhibit more drastic changes as the transformation progresses. Just make sure the pressure remains low."


"Right... Low..." Rebecca replied, not entirely sure what that meant. She wasn't sure she wanted to. Taking a deep breath, she steadied herself as best she could before daring to ask, "Maya… do you feel any pressure? Like, anywhere?"


Maya let out a breathless laugh, still reveling in the sheer intensity of what she was experiencing. "Only from my clothes," she purred, shifting slightly in an attempt to get comfortable. "Speaking of which…"


She tilted her head downward, eyes widening as she fully took in just how much her clothes were failing her. Her shirt, which had once been loose and comfortable, had risen high over her belly, now functioning more as an impromptu bra struggling to contain her massive, heavy breasts. Her soft, swelling stomach was completely exposed, a smooth expanse of flesh that wobbled slightly with every breath she took. The fabric of her jeans was riddled with splits down the legs, the seams bursting in places as her thighs continued their relentless expansion. Her arms, too, were suffering the same fate, the sleeves of her shirt splitting apart, revealing growing patches of soft, white skin beneath.


Rebecca swallowed hard, her mind racing. She knew she should focus on the logistics of helping Maya, of finding a solution before things got completely out of control—but instead, she found herself noticing. Really noticing. Maya didn’t just look bigger—she looked softer, like a swelling marshmallow, her body rounding out more and more with each passing second. The pale hue of her skin, the way her limbs thickened and filled out, making her look plush, squeezable, deliciously overgrown—it was all so much.


Maya let out a low, needy sigh, shifting again, though the movement was noticeably more difficult now. "God, Rebecca, it just keeps getting better. I can feel it—every little stretch, every new inch I take up. It’s like… like my whole body is one big nerve ending." Her voice dropped to a husky whisper, thick with heat and longing. "It’s so good…"


Rebecca clenched her fists, her nails digging into her palms. She had to stay focused. She had to help. But the way Maya spoke, the way her voice trembled with pure, unfiltered pleasure—it was making that so much harder than it should have been.


"Maya, you—you can barely move!" Rebecca tried to snap herself out of it, voice shaking as she forced herself to look at her friend objectively. "You’re swelling so much, it’s going to get impossible soon!"


Maya smirked, though there was an undeniable flush to her cheeks now, a deep, needy haze settling in her eyes. "Maybe I don’t want to move," she murmured, licking her lips. "Maybe I like this."


Rebecca’s breath hitched. "Maya…"


Maya let her head fall back against the couch, biting her lip as another slow wave of growth pulsed through her body, sending shudders of pleasure coursing through her. She was rounding out further, every limb thickening, her belly pushing outward into more of her lap, her breasts so swollen that they strained against the limits of her shirt, threatening to spill free at any moment. Her thighs pressed together in thick, plush softness, her body undeniably plush, undeniably marshmallow-like.


Rebecca tore her gaze away, struggling to keep herself composed. "Maya, we—we need to figure out how to stop this."


Maya’s eyes fluttered open, and for a brief moment, Rebecca swore she saw something in them—something knowing, teasing, like she knew exactly what Rebecca was struggling with. "You sure about that?" she murmured, voice like silk. "Because I’m not."


Rebecca’s breath hitched again, heat coiling in her stomach. "I—I’m calling them again," she declared, fumbling for her phone, desperate for anything to ground herself. "This—this has to stop before you get completely stuck."


Maya just hummed, closing her eyes again as another surge of growth made her shiver. "If you say so… but I’m not sure I want it to stop…" Letting out a deep, trembling moan, the strain on her shirt finally became too much. One by one, the buttons shot off with sharp pops, bouncing across the room as her breasts surged free from their denim prison. The rush of sensation was overwhelming, her mind drowning in the pleasure of sudden release.


She gasped, her breath coming in ragged, uneven pants. "Oh, god—" she whimpered, barely able to form words as waves of pure sensation rippled through her swelling form. Her arms, trapped in the ever-tightening sleeves of her shirt, strained for a moment longer before the seams split violently, leaving the ruined fabric to hang in tatters around her shoulders. But even with that small release, her arms felt immobile—too thick, too heavy, too bloated to move.


Rebecca stood frozen, her face burning as she watched Maya's transformation unfold before her eyes. The denim of Maya's jeans, already split in several places, finally gave way entirely. The seams along her thighs shredded, fabric curling away as Maya’s expanding flesh pushed outward, swallowing up every remaining inch of space.


A sharp snap filled the air as Maya's last piece of restraint—her underwear—surrendered to her relentless growth, flying off in tatters. Rebecca swallowed hard, her eyes locked onto the sight before her.


Maya, now completely exposed, let out another low moan, her body free to swell without obstruction. And swell she did. The moment her flesh was freed, the expansion seemed to intensify, her entire form pushing outward in every direction. Her belly surged forward, merging with the heavy weight of her breasts, forming one vast, soft curve that filled more and more of the couch beneath her. Her arms and legs thickened further, their shape slowly beginning to blur, their distinction vanishing as they melted into the overall mass of her body.


Rebecca felt her breath catch as she realized what was happening. Maya wasn’t just getting larger—she was merging together, her body losing its human definition, smoothing into a round, seamless expanse of flesh.


"Maya—" Rebecca gasped, taking a hesitant step forward, unsure if she should try to stop this or simply watch.


Maya’s head lolled back, her lips parting in pure, mindless bliss. "Ohh… I feel so good… so full… so huge…" Her voice was thick with pleasure, with ecstasy so intense she could barely form words.


She was still getting bigger. Her form was rising, stretching taller as well as wider, her soft mass billowing outward in all directions. The couch groaned in protest beneath her, the furniture creaking and shifting under her immense, growing weight.


Rebecca could barely process what she was seeing—her best friend, once a normal woman, was transforming before her very eyes into something impossibly massive, her body resembling one singular, plush mass of softness rather than a human form.


Maya whimpered, the overwhelming sensation of her body growing out of control drowning out every other thought in her head. She couldn't move, couldn't fight it—only surrender to the inevitable expansion. And oh, how good it felt.


Rebecca’s heart pounded as she struggled to find her voice, her hands trembling at her sides. "Maya, you're—you're changing! You’re—" She couldn't say it. She couldn't finish that thought. Even though it was very obvious what was happening to her best friend.


Maya’s entire body continued to swell, growing rounder, softer, until she was nearly unrecognizable. What had once been arms and legs were now entirely consumed by the plush mass of her swelling form, leaving no distinction between them. Her entire body had become a giant, smooth, pillowy marshmallow, her sheer size filling the entire living room. She was at least twelve feet wide, her swollen shape pushing against the furniture, walls, and anything unfortunate enough to be caught in its path.


Rebecca stood there, utterly transfixed. Her best friend had become something surreal, something almost impossible, and yet here she was, an enormous, quivering, living marshmallow. The only remaining sign that she had once been human was her head, perched atop her swelling form. Even that was slowly puffing up, her cheeks rounding, her features softening as if she were losing any last distinction she had left.


Maya opened her mouth, but only a muffled grunt came out. Her puffed-up lips barely moved, and it was clear that speech was no longer an option for her. Her expression, however, was unmistakable—there was pleasure, pure and raw, buried beneath the wide-eyed helplessness in her gaze.


Rebecca swallowed hard, her pulse hammering in her ears. She should have been focused on fixing this. She should have been calling for help again, demanding a way to reverse what had happened. But instead, her eyes were locked onto something else.


A thick, creamy substance was beginning to ooze from where Maya’s nipples had once been. It was white, glossy, and unmistakably marshmallow fluff, leaking in slow, sticky dribbles down the swollen slopes of her body. And lower—between her widening thighs, what had once been her sex was now doing the same, a steady trickle of sweet fluff pooling onto the carpet beneath her.


Rebecca’s mouth went dry.


Oh, no.


Her body tensed as an onslaught of thoughts flooded her mind, thoughts she knew she should not be having. She clenched her fists at her sides, forcing herself to breathe. Get a grip, Rebecca. This is your best friend. Focus.


Maya let out another strained grunt, her puffed-up form giving the faintest tremor. The sheer size of her body made it impossible for her to move, impossible to shift even slightly. Her head wobbled atop the endless expanse of her marshmallowy mass, her breathing heavy and uneven.


Rebecca’s fingers twitched. Her instincts told her to move forward, to touch, to see just how soft her friend had become—but she couldn’t let herself. Not yet.


Instead, she took a hesitant step closer, watching as Maya’s expression tightened. Was she feeling the pressure that the person on the phone had warned about? Was the sheer volume of fluff inside her becoming too much?


Rebecca's gaze flickered back to the leaking fluff, pooling onto the floor, soaking into the fibers of the carpet. The sight sent another shiver down her spine, her mind at war with itself. Help her, one side of her brain demanded. But how? the other side countered, betraying her with thoughts she wanted desperately to suppress.


Maya let out another muffled groan, her eyelids fluttering, her head tilting as if she was trying to fight against the overwhelming sensations rolling through her body.


Rebecca took another step forward, drawn in despite herself. "Maya…? Can you still hear me?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.


Maya gave a small, jerky nod, but her puffed-up lips couldn’t form words anymore. Another pulse went through her swollen body, and another slow gush of marshmallow fluff spilled from her. She moaned again, her voice thick and muffled, her body swelling with every passing moment. Rebecca watched, her breath hitching, as Maya’s enormous form tensed slightly, as if something inside her was tightening, stretching to its absolute limit.


Rebecca’s heart pounded. She’s still growing, but… she’s reaching capacity. The thought sent a jolt of panic through her. If Maya kept swelling like this—if there was no room left for her to expand—what would happen? Would she burst? Would she…?


"M-Maya!" Rebecca stammered, stepping closer. "Are you okay? You look like—like you're—"


Maya let out a desperate, needy groan, her eyes half-lidded and hazy with pleasure. The tension in her swollen body was palpable, as if she were just barely holding back a pressure too immense to contain. Rebecca swallowed hard, then, on instinct, pressed her hands against Maya’s soft, yielding surface.


Her arms sunk in slightly, disappearing into the plush mass of her friend’s body. It was warm—so incredibly warm—and unbelievably soft. The sensation sent a shiver up Rebecca’s spine, but before she could even react, Maya let out a deep moan, her entire body quivering beneath the contact.


And then—


PFFFFSSHHH!!


A sudden gush of thick, creamy marshmallow fluff sprayed from Maya’s nipples and sex, splattering across the room in sticky, gooey ribbons. Rebecca barely had time to react before she was caught directly in the downpour, the sweet, sugary substance coating her arms, her clothes, her face—every inch of her now covered in the white, velvety fluff.


Rebecca gasped, wiping a hand across her cheek, strands of fluff clinging between her fingers. Maya groaned again, her head rolling back slightly as more fluff spurted from her overfilled body, the release making her shudder with overwhelming pleasure. The scent filled the air—sickly sweet, impossibly rich.


Rebecca blinked, her lips parting as she hesitated. Then, curiosity getting the better of her, she lifted her fingers to her mouth and tasted it.


Her breath hitched.


Oh.


Maya tasted good.


Better than good. She was delicious.


Rebecca licked her lips, the sugary warmth spreading over her tongue like the fluffiest, most decadent marshmallow she’d ever had. It melted in her mouth, thick and creamy, a rush of pure indulgence that sent an unbidden shiver down her spine.


Her gaze drifted back to Maya, who was still panting, still shuddering as more fluff oozed from her body in thick rivulets, pooling onto the floor.


Rebecca’s stomach clenched. The rational part of her brain screamed that she needed to stop this, that she needed to fix this—but another, darker part whispered, Why stop now?


She swallowed, her fingers still sticky with the fluff, and took another taste.


Then another.


Rebecca licked her lips again, her pupils blown wide as she stared at her friend. Maya tastes so good. And she was right here, swelling, leaking, offering more.


Her hands, almost of their own volition, pressed against Maya’s sides, sinking in deeper as she leaned in, her breath ghosting over the expanse of her friend’s soft, marshmallowy form. "Maya," she murmured, her voice hushed, reverent. "I think… I need some more."


Rebecca couldn't control herself anymore. The overwhelming sweetness, the scent of melted sugar in the air, the way Maya’s body trembled with every gush of marshmallow fluff—it was too much. She let out a shuddering breath and pressed in closer, her fingers sinking deep into the plush mass of Maya’s transformed body as more fluff sprayed all over her.


The warmth of the fluff coated her tongue as she stuffed another handful into her mouth, moaning at the sheer deliciousness of it. It was rich, impossibly smooth, melting instantly the moment it touched her tongue. Every bite sent a jolt of pleasure through her own body, settling in her stomach, making her shiver as if she was caught in the throes of something more intense than hunger.


Maya let out a strangled groan, her body jerking as another thick gush of fluff spurted from her, splattering onto Rebecca’s arms, her chest, her face. Rebecca gasped, greedily licking her lips before scooping more into her mouth. She felt like she was in heat herself, her body reacting to every taste, every moan Maya let out, every tremble of her impossibly swollen form.


Maya’s head lolled to the side, her eyes fluttering open in a daze. "R-rebecca—" she managed to murmur, her voice breathy, needy. Every pulse of fluff made her shudder, her body wracked with uncontrollable pleasure.


Rebecca barely heard her, too focused on the warmth seeping into her own skin, the growing heat pooling in her belly. The room felt like it was spinning, like the very air around her was growing thick with something more than just sugar. She pressed herself against Maya’s body, sinking in deeper, her hands gripping onto the shifting, plush surface as if she never wanted to let go.


She barely noticed how her own body was changing, how the fluff she consumed wasn’t just filling her stomach—it was filling her. Her own belly had begun to swell, rounding out beneath her, her clothes tightening as she mindlessly gorged herself on the sweetness.


Maya gasped sharply as Rebecca's weight pressed into her, another gush of fluff erupting from her overfilled form. Her entire body quaked with every pulse, every tremor, sending wave after wave of pleasure rolling through her.


Rebecca let out a ragged moan as she realized what was happening—she was bloating, swelling just like Maya. But she didn’t care. She couldn't bring herself to stop. She wanted more. Needed more.


Her belly stretched outward, rounding, pressing against Maya’s side. Her thighs thickened, her arms becoming softer, heavier. Every bite sent another rush of pleasure through her, her breaths coming in gasping, needy whimpers as she devoured everything she could reach.


Rebecca greedily bent forward, desperate to scoop up more of the delicious, intoxicating marshmallow fluff that Maya was leaking, but as she moved, a loud, sharp rip echoed through the room. Her body jerked to a stop as she felt a sudden, cool rush of air against her exposed skin.


Her breath hitched. Did I just—?


She reached back with one trembling hand, fingers brushing against the ruined fabric of her jeans. Her ass had gotten so big, so round, that it had completely split her pants open. Her face burned with heat, but the sensation of her expanding form sent a rush of something else through her—something deeper, something more primal.


Rebecca’s hands trembled as she tried to assess the damage, but before she could even move, her belly surged outward with another sudden expansion. POP! The button on her jeans burst free, flying across the room, bouncing off the floor as her middle pushed forward, rounding into an undeniable curve. Her waistband had no chance of keeping up, and she gasped as the zipper was forced apart, her growing stomach claiming more space, pressing outward without restraint.


“Oh, god,” she gasped, looking down at herself with wide, astonished eyes. Her shirt, already tight from her earlier swelling, was struggling to contain her now even larger breasts. The fabric pulled taut over her chest, the seams creaking in protest. Every deep breath she took threatened to split it further, to let her heavy, growing flesh spill free.


Rebecca took a shaky step backward, her mind racing, but her foot slipped on the thick layer of marshmallow fluff covering the floor. She let out a yelp as she fell, her plump, expanding body landing with a soft plop into the sugary mess. The fluff cushioned her fall, but the moment she tried to get back up, she realized she couldn’t.


Her limbs felt too heavy, too soft, too thick. Her body was too puffy, too rounded to maneuver properly. Panic sparked in her chest as she realized she was still growing, still expanding, her plush thighs pressing together, her belly pushing out further with every passing second.


“Oh, no. Oh, no no no,” Rebecca panted, trying desperately to roll over, to find some leverage, but she was stuck. The marshmallow fluff clung to her skin, making movement even more difficult. Her arms sank into her sides, her swollen form making it impossible to bend them properly. And worst of all—she felt like she was in heat.


A deep, aching need settled in her core, pulsing with every inch she grew. It was overwhelming, a haze clouding her mind, making it harder to focus. Every brush of fabric against her sensitive skin sent jolts of pleasure through her. Every creak of her straining clothes only fueled the heat inside her.


She could barely process it—how quickly she had expanded, how much her body had changed in such a short span of time. She hadn’t expected it to happen this fast, hadn’t realized just how much she had lost control.


“Maya,” she gasped, her voice trembling with need and uncertainty. “Help—help me, I can’t—”


Maya, still lost in her own swelling pleasure, could only moan in response, her marshmallow-like form wobbling as she released another gush of fluff. The thick, creamy substance spread over the floor, coating Rebecca further, adding to the sticky, sweet mess that surrounded them both.


Rebecca gasped as she felt her body stretching further, her already softened form puffing outward even more. Her clothes, already hanging on by mere threads, strained one last time before completely giving up. With loud, decisive rips, her t-shirt split apart, the fabric unable to withstand the pressure of her ever-expanding chest. The last remnants of her jeans, already barely hanging on, shredded as her thighs ballooned, the seams snapping with a series of satisfying pops. The last pieces of fabric clung uselessly before falling away, leaving her nude and utterly helpless as she continued to swell.


Her arms, already feeling heavier by the second, began sinking into her pillowy body. She tried to move them, tried to fight against the overwhelming sensation, but they simply melded into the expanding softness of her form. The same happened to her legs, her thighs pressing together as they thickened, merging with her growing belly, leaving her trapped in her own bloated, marshmallowy mass.


Rebecca let out a muffled whimper, but even her voice was fading. A thick, sweet substance filled her mouth, coating her tongue, rendering her incapable of speech. She tried to swallow, but more of it seeped in, filling every inch of her with its irresistible, sticky sweetness. Her head pulsed, her cheeks rounding as her entire face began to puff up, her features softening until she barely looked human anymore. Her breath came in short, needy gasps, but there was no stopping it. She was helpless to the expansion, trapped in this growing, swelling body that seemed to have no limits.


Heat pulsed through her. The need—the desperate, overwhelming need—only grew as she did. Every stretch, every swell, sent a fresh wave of pleasure through her, making her whimper deep in her throat. Her swollen body quivered with sensitivity, every little shift amplifying the intensity of what she was feeling. She couldn’t move. She couldn’t do anything. She was stuck in an endless cycle of growth and pleasure, swelling larger with every passing moment.


The floor beneath her groaned under her weight as she expanded outward, her body spreading in all directions. Her head tilted back slightly, her half-lidded eyes rolling back as her skin stretched even further, every inch of her feeling impossibly tight yet still growing. The heat only intensified, wrapping around her like a thick, invisible force, making her pulse with a need she could never satisfy.


Maya, still lost in her own swelling form, let out a muffled moan in response, her marshmallow-like body wobbling as she released another slow, thick flow of fluff. The air was thick with sweetness, the room saturated with the scent of sugar and something deeper, something more intoxicating. Rebecca could barely register anything beyond the heat radiating from her core, the bliss coursing through every overfilled inch of her body.


Her vision blurred as her form continued to swell, pressing outward, consuming more space with each moment. She had no idea how big she was now, only that she was still getting bigger. Would she ever stop? Could she? Or was she doomed to expand forever, stuck in this helpless state of need and pleasure, unable to do anything but feel as her body stretched larger and larger?


Minutes passed, or maybe hours—Rebecca couldn't tell anymore. All she knew was the overwhelming sensation of growth, the unbearable pleasure of expansion, the way her body tingled with every pulse, and the pressure that came with it all...



Two figures in full hazmat suits, their visors reflecting the flickering overhead lights, stood just outside the ruined apartment complex. The suits were emblazoned with the bold logo of G-Tech, a stark reminder of the corporation that had, however unintentionally, created the chaos they now had to contain.


"Well," one of them said, voice muffled by their helmet, "we’re gonna have to knock the whole damn wall out."


The other sighed, arms crossed over their chest as they surveyed the damage through the cracked doorway. The two massive, swollen forms inside—once human, now barely distinguishable from bloated, quivering marshmallow-like spheres—left little room for discussion. There was simply no way to move them otherwise.


"How the hell did this even happen?" the first asked, shaking their head.


The second snorted. "They stole something from the exhibition earlier today."


The first scoffed, throwing their hands up. "Again?! That’s the third one this week. It’s always event days!"


The second shrugged, glancing down at their clipboard. "Yeah, well, corporate still won’t change the security protocols, so here we are. More spontaneous human transformations for us to deal with."


The first groaned. "I swear, one day, they’re going to take it too far. What if we find one that’s too big to move? What then?"


The second tilted their head, as if considering it, then shrugged again. "Well, then it’s not our problem anymore, is it? They’ll probably make it a monument or something. ‘Here lies so and so, victim of their own curiosity.’”


The first let out a tired laugh. "Yeah, job security, I guess. At this rate, we’ll be pulling people out of their own houses every month."


The second checked their watch, sighing. "Speaking of which, let’s get started. We’re already behind schedule. And I don’t want to be here when one of them starts leaking again."


The first shuddered at the memory of previous retrievals. "Yeah. The smell sticks to the suit. Let’s get this over with."


They both turned back toward the apartment, prepping their equipment as the sounds of soft groaning echoed from within.


Another day, another extraction... 


Afterword


Thank you for reading! If you're interested in similar stories, please feel free to check out the rest of my work and leave a review about what you thought! If you would like to give me feedback personally or send ideas for things you'd like to see, feel free to email me at: 




louisbakerwriting@gmail.com
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Blueberry Hikers

Two hikers, Diana and Michelle, think that they're going out for a totally normal day in the woods. That is, until they stumble upon some strange rocks in a clearing that has some very, very weird carvings in it. Little do they know what the site was for, or what's about to happen to them after they investigate...

The Aether Carnival

A strange and mysterious carnival appears one day, offering all manner of inflatable delights, but disappears a week later just as suddenly. No one can remember what happened there, but so many of their delights have been spread around, and now they're causing some decidedly strange side effects in the population...
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Bethany and Michelle are two overworked, over stressed MBA students, who really, really need a night off. Little do they know that a bottle of wine from the ever mysterious G-Tech is going to spice up their night, giving them the escape they wanted, but in a way they never imagined.
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