
        
            
                
            
        

    
Two Moms Over Easy

An Erotic Body Inflation/Egg Transformation Story


“Oh my god, I can't believe you got us tickets!”

Sharon rolled her eyes at Beth's antics. The two of them had been friends for years, ever since college. Back then, Beth had been the wild one, the one who always got in trouble, the one who dragged Sharon along for all her shenanigans. A tall girl, with long blonde hair and fair skin, she hadn't shown any wear with age, nor with having kids. It was something that Sharon envied about Beth.

Of course, it wasn't like Sharon was unattractive. Slightly shorter, with short black hair and olive skin, the asian woman had found that life after college hadn't changed much for her. If anything, she was still following Beth along in life, still doing everything one step behind her. She'd married after her, had kids after her, even bought a house after her. And yet, the two women were still best friends, involving each other in the other's shenanigans.

Which was why this time, Sharon was taking Beth along with one of her ideas for a change. It was the perfect mom's day, away from the kids and the family, away from work and stress and everything else in their lives. Just two girls having fun, going somewhere that few people ever saw the inside of.

G-tech was a strange, almost mythical place, assuming you paid any attention to modern trends. They continually released products that somehow managed to change people's sizes and shapes, creating new and amazing transformations for everyone to share in. Somehow, it was entirely safe, and now their various creations were commonplace. It was rare not to see at least someone turned into something as you drove down the street. Granted, Sharon usually found out about their latest line of products when her kids or their friends tried them.

Sharon herself, of course, had never tried any of them. It just wasn't for her. But Beth, Beth supposedly had wanted to try them for a long time now, but her busy life meant that she never could. Which was exactly why this day out was perfect. Sharon had managed to get tickets to see the inside of G-tech.

It wasn't exactly easy to do. Their factories were notoriously secretive, not letting any cameras or recording equipment inside. Furthermore, only a few people per day were let in. People who came out talked about all kinds of things, but whether or not they were telling the truth was left a mystery. All that was for certain was that inside each and every G-tech facility were marvels that would blow the mind.

On her own, Sharon never would have gone. But bringing Beth would make it fun. The two of them would no doubt enjoy themselves. Even now, while they were pulling up to the parking lot, Beth was still excited about the tickets. The blonde always had been.

“This is going to be so amazing! Can you imagine the things that have to be in there? What if we get to try things out?”

Sharon rolled her eyes. “Well, we do want to make sure we come back after the fact. Though why do I have the feeling you're going to try and get me to turn myself into a watermelon or something?”

Beth gave a fake pout. “Oh come on! We have to take opportunities when they come! Besides, you'd make a cute watermelon. Maybe it would add a few inches to you!”

“And make me the tall one? I have a hard time picturing you enjoying being the short one.”

“Oh, I wouldn't be. I'd be doing it too, obviously.” Beth winked playfully, before taking off her seat belt. She was kind of like an excited child, eagerly bouncing up and down, unable to contain all the energy inside her.

Sharon meanwhile, was more reserved. As she got out of her car, she readjusted her jeans, taking a look at herself in the reflection of her car. When had she started dressing like such a mom? Oversized denim shirt, mom jeans... she really did look the part.

Not that Beth was dressing her age. For some reason she'd decided to go with the overalls and t-shirt look, like she was still in college. It was kind of adorable, and perhaps a bit more mood appropriate, given that this was all about having another experience like they had in college.

Not that Sharon had much time to think about that, because Beth was quickly pulling her by the wrist towards the entrance. The front doors were huge, massively so, like they were intending to move objects through them that were several times taller than any person could be. Yet while the doors were the only notable thing about the outside, the inside was another story.

First and foremost, the inside was very clean and square, almost like some kind of imagining of the future. It was all so clear, so smooth, so square. Everything, from the floor design to the desk up front to the chairs to the windows was square. It was so very odd, and yet it all came together very well.

While Sharon was zoning out, Beth had remained laser focused on what they were there for. Pulling Sharon towards the front desk, Beth slapped the two tickets down in front of the receptionist. She struck a confident pose, beaming with pride. “Two to see the inside of your factory!”

The receptionist, a mousy haired woman with a thin nose and rather thick glasses, took the two tickets and looked them over before placing them in what looked like some kind of scanning device. It sucked one ticket in, and then another, making a strange whirring sound as it did so. The woman looked at the screen, and then back at the two women, before reaching into one of her desk drawers and pulling out some paperwork.

“Okay, Mrs. Colton and Mrs. Wei, correct? I'm just going to need you two to sign and initial some paperwork for me.”

Beth groaned loudly. “Okay, okay, fine.” She clearly wasn't reading any of it, just signing wherever she was told to.

Sharon of course, was a bit more cautious. “What's all this paperwork for exactly?”

The receptionist didn't miss a beat. “This paperwork says that you will not hold G-tech or its employees liable for anything that might happen while you are here, and fully understand that anything that occurs is not our fault. You acknowledge that you enter G-tech's facility of your own free will, and are accountable and liable for your own actions and decisions while here.”

“Yeah yeah, the same stuff as everywhere Sharon. Don't worry about it.”

Sharon hesitated slightly, before Beth began pouting at her. She was already here. No use in coming all this way and then not signing the waivers. Besides, everywhere you went made you sign this kind of thing, right? This place was no different.

Of course, as soon as she finished signing the forms, Beth pulled Sharon through the next set of doors. The place really was like some kind of space age facility; the floors were automatic, and they seemed to take you to each and every room you might want.

The first was dedicated to their chocolate cakes, taking them through a room that was filled with cakes that were upwards of ten feet high. All of them, freshly baked and ready to be packed and served. And of course, there were free samples.

Then there was the room where the cupcakes were made, allowing the two women to watch as each and every step occurred, as batter became frosted desserts. And of course, there were free samples.

The room after was where all the fudge was made, cut, packed, and shipped; huge sheets of fudge were being made at one time, as large as a gymnasium, before being cut up and packed away by deft robotic hands. And of course, there were free samples.

On this went, with room after room of delicious desserts, each and every one with as many free samples as one could desire. Beth wasted no time in eating her fill; by the twentieth room she was sporting a slightly noticeable potbelly beneath her overalls. Not that Sharon was much better; she found Beth's enthusiasm infectious, and she knew that she was going to need weeks to work all this off. Still, Sharon had worn loose jeans today, so she wasn't too worried. Why not enjoy a day off once and a while?

But the two women had still not seen the true marvels. That was in the transformation wing; that was where the magic happened. The two of them were first greeted by a room where people had become watermelons, now hooked up to machines to squeeze the juices out of them. Beth seemed captivated by them, oohing and ah-hing as she looked upon the giant fruity humans. Sharon meanwhile, remained more reserved; while curious, she was more worried about having to talk Beth out of becoming one.

Not that this became easier as time went on. The two women made their way into a room where the people had become giant oranges, and another where they had become cookies; there was even a room where the people had become ice cream, and another where they had become statues. It seemed there was a room for everything, for every transformation one could think of.

And yet, suddenly Beth was tugging at Sharon's wrist again, trying to pull her off the path that led from room to room.

“Hey, look! There's a door over there!” Beth was pointing off to the side, where there was in fact, a door. It had what looked like an entrance, almost like at one point the path had gone through it, but no longer did. “Let's go see what's in there!”

This time however, Sharon held her ground. “We can't go in there! It's clearly closed off Beth. Why would you want to go in there anyway?”

“Because we don't know what might be in there! Maybe it's something they've never shown off before!”

“Or maybe it's a maintenance closet.”

“We won't know until we look for ourselves! Besides, we'll only be a minute!”

Sharon groaned. She had a sneaking suspicion this was one of Beth's ideas that would get them into trouble. She was sure that the two of them were too old for that. And yet... well the idea of living a little bit like they had when they were younger appealed to her.

“Okay, what the hell. Let's go see what it is.”

Beth let out a pleased squeal, before darting off to the strange door. Sharon followed along, trying to be quiet in case anyone saw them disappearing off the intended path. She really wasn't looking forward to getting kicked out of this place.

Behind the doors was another room, almost exactly like the other rooms that they had been in. This one however, was a lot less put together, less showy than the others had been. At least the lights were still on, and the machines still seemed to be working. Though what they were making, Sharon couldn't tell.

There were numerous large conveyor belts, each one attached to a large container with a label. One was labeled peanut butter. Another was labeled marshmallow. Still another was labeled creme. Obviously, these were fillings of some kind, but what they were going to be filling, Sharon couldn't tell. Maybe this was where the rest of the facility got their filling material?

“Oh my god! They're eggs!”

“What?” Sharon turned around, wandering over to where Beth was. She had walked a bit deeper into the room, under and between some of the piping into a different section that wasn't visible from the door. Crouching down, Sharon managed to crawl over to where Beth was, and realized that her friend was indeed correct; the machines were making tiny chocolate eggs. Each one would be produced from some other room and be brought in through the wall, before being filled on one of the conveyor belts from the giant vats. It was, honestly, a rather efficient process.

“I guess this all must be for Easter. They're probably preparing for this years, or maybe next years? Seems kind of out of season...” Sharon had to admit, this wasn't really as interesting as she expected it to be. She expected something more... impressive. Then again, this was off the beaten path. So perhaps it wasn't surprising that this wasn't all that interesting.

“What was that?” Beth was barely understandable through stuffed cheeks. Chocolate covered her lips and fingers from scooping up as many of the chocolate eggs as she could.

“Beth! You can't just eat this stuff!”

“Why not? It's here, isn't it?”

“But it's not a part of the tour! What if it, you know, does something to us?”

“Relax, they're just tiny chocolate eggs. Besides, they're delicious! And anything that happens they can probably fix. Here, try one!”

Sharon opened her mouth to retort, but before any words got out, Beth had shoved a chocolate egg into it. Instantly, Sharon's resistance melted away, as the delicious chocolate touched her tongue. It was so good, insanely so; too good to be a mere chocolate egg.

In fact, Sharon wasn't really sure what happened next. All she knew was that she needed more of them, and within moments she was shoveling the chocolate eggs into her mouth same as Beth. The two moms ate like gluttons, even more than they had on the regular tour, causing their bellies to slowly fill more and more with delicious, mouth watering chocolate eggs. Their faces became covered with chocolate just like their hands, as the chocolate they were eating wasn't entirely set yet and thus slightly warm and gooey. At the same time, it slightly stained their clothes, a result of the dripping chocolate. It was going to be rather hard to hide this, and yet neither woman seemed to care.

Sharon's belly however, gave up first. Now beyond stuffed, the shorter asian woman leaned back against one of the vats, gently massaging her belly through her shirt. She was really bloated, reminding her a bit of when she was pregnant. But that was less important than the fact that Beth was still eating.

Beth it seemed, had a much larger appetite. Despite the fact that Beth really did look seriously pregnant, she was still eating, her belly causing her overalls to sag slightly as a result. And yet, it took a full minute more before she also grew full, stretching her back and cradling her middle.

“Oh god I ate so much!” Beth's voice didn't sound like she was unhappy about that, but the loudness of it made Sharon cringe.

“Beth be quiet! We're not supposed to be here remember?”

“Oh don't worry about it... I feel like someone would have found us already if they were going too. But maybe we should get back... I don't think I can eat anymore anyway...”

The two moms waddled and crawled back under the vats and between the pipes, getting back into the wider entrance to the room. At the same time, Beth's stomach began to make rather loud, somewhat strange gurgling noises.

From behind her, Sharon watched as Beth's middle seemed to get larger, almost like it was growing beneath her overalls. Her skin too, seemed to be paler, which was somewhat weird because Beth liked to tan. And yet she was starting to look very, very pale as well as very, very bloated.

Beth seemed to notice something too. She stopped to hold her stomach, massaging it gently. “Oooh I shouldn't have eaten so much... why didn't you stop me?”

Sharon was going to respond to Beth's whining, but before she got a chance, she felt a strange fullness in her stomach. It was full and heavy, almost dense, like her stomach was now full to absolute capacity and being stretched out. Looking down at herself, Sharon watched her stomach round outward, lifting her over-sized shirt up slightly. She really was starting to look extremely pregnant.

“Hey Sharon, were you always so pale?”

“What?” Sharon looked up at Beth, mirroring the confused expression on her friend's face. Beth was nearly white as a sheet, her former tan obliterated in favor of an almost milky white color. Sharon tried to look at herself in the reflection of the vats, noting that she was also looking rather pale...

But there wasn't much time to think about that. Beth's body suddenly let out a very loud and deep gurgle, as her belly surged outwards, forcing her to widen her stance. A second later, her rear swelled, each cheek filling out separately, completely filling the seat of her overalls. Her thighs began to thicken, each one stretching out the legs of her overalls even further. She was decidedly getting a very bottom heavy appearance.

Sharon's mouth was left agape, utterly baffled by what she was seeing. Her friend was turning into... something, and she had no idea what. Nor did she know what she was supposed to do. Who was she supposed to go to? Who was she supposed to get help from? Would they even help them after they'd eaten things they weren't supposed to?

Suddenly, Sharon's train of thought was cut off as her belly gurgled loudly and surged forward much like Beth's had. Unlike her friend though, Sharon was wearing pants, and her waistband couldn't handle having such a large belly pressing against it. With a loud metallic ping, her jeans burst open, the button flying off and disappearing under one of the vats. At the same time, Sharon began to feel her sides and back begin to puff out, giving her and almost barrel shaped appearance; before her eyes her torso swelled, causing her chest to push out before it began to disappear, almost like it was being stretched flat.

Sharon's upper body began to look almost like a distorted oval, swelling outwards as it did so. She felt her butt swell into the seat of her jeans, each cheek plumping up before they seemed to almost smooth out, becoming one smooth curve. Sharon wobbled, unsteady on her legs now that her body was looking so strange in shape. At the same time, her skin continued to become the same pale white color that Beth's had, all the way down to her hair, which was quickly changing from its normal black to an eerie white.

Speaking of Beth, she was going through her own changes. Her hips and rear had kept growing, straining the side buttons on her overalls. Her chest swelled out slightly like Beth's had, giving her a similar, if more bottom heavy, oval shape, causing her overalls to strain to contain her growing form. Loud popping sounds began to echo in the room, as her swelling hips and sides burst through the troublesome buttons, revealing pale white flesh beneath. At the same time, slight tears began to form across her rear, as her butt continued to swell outwards, growing larger by the second.

The former blonde tried to waddle away, tried to go somewhere, anywhere else, but found that her legs weren't easy to use anymore. Inside her overalls, her legs fattened and thickened, becoming harder and harder to bend by the second. At the same time, her body continued to round out, stretching her overall straps to their breaking point...

Two loud bangs rang out as her straps could no longer contain the swelling egg woman's bloating form. At the very least, her overalls remained attached to her lower body, though this was more because of how large and round her lower body seemed to be getting.

Not that Sharon was having a much better time. Unlike Beth, Sharon's body seemed to become less bottom heavy, her torso continuing to swell rounder and larger with every passing moment. Her arms and legs, rather than growing thicker, seemed to shrink, becoming smaller compared to her growing body.

Suddenly, Sharon fell backward, rolling slightly on the ground as she did so. To her horror, she could no longer right herself; her legs and arms were too short compared to her rounding body. Her once over-sized denim shirt became skin tight, wrapped tightly around her swelling white body. The fabric and seams began to creek ominously, while the buttons began to pucker from the strain. At the same time, large gaps appeared between them, as her shirt desperately tried to contain her.

Then there was a pop, and then another, and then another. Each button that gave way revealed more and more smooth white skin beneath, until her shirt finally burst open with a muffled poof. Down her back, it strained and stretched, before tearing loudly, the tattered denim hanging off ever shrinking arms as she lay there helpless on the ground.

In fact, it was becoming extremely apparent that her arms weren't just shrinking, they were disappearing. Sharon's arms had vanished above the elbow, and were quickly being absorbed into her body even further, like they were never there at all. Sharon also realized that her neck was gone, because she could no longer turn her head; she could only look up at the ceiling while she felt her body changing.

She tried kicking her legs, but found that she couldn't; little did she know that her legs were gone above the knee. Loud tearing was all she could hear, her jeans splitting apart and being torn off due to how larger her body was becoming.

Meanwhile, Beth was having a similar experience. Her bottom continued to swell, becoming wide and round, while her legs became further and further spread out, unable to hold her. Soon enough, she was simply balanced on her crotch, her legs shrinking into her body as her overalls finally began to tear off. She was so bottom heavy, so wide, that she was beginning to look like one of those self-righting balloons that kids could punch and knock over.

At the same time, Beth found herself unable to look around; her neck and head were absorbed into her body, leaving her to watch as her arms pitifully failed to reach around herself. Her t-shirt stretched around her swelling body, tearing slightly as it became clear that she was losing all of her human features.

Beth tried to scream for help, any kind of help, but suddenly found that she could not; her body's swelling made it impossible for her to open her mouth any considerable amount. As a result, she simply flailed her shrinking arms, while her t-shirt tore into shreds and settled around her body. Finally, all that was left of her arms were her wrists and hands, which quickly began to disappear inside her pale white body. Soon, they were just nubs. And then, they were gone, like they were never there.

Beth was now a rather large, very bottom heavy egg, denoted as being human only by her frightened face and pale white hair. And yet, she was still growing. She had added at least two feet to her height, and had become almost four feet at her widest. She was a massive egg, unable to do so much as rock back and forth on her base at this point.

Sharon wasn't doing much better. Though she was on her back, her legs and arms had faded away, leaving her without any real human features either. Unlike Beth, Sharon was more uniform in shape rather than teardrop shaped; roughly three feet taller than she had started, and perhaps three feet wide. She was, simply put, huge.

For a few moments after the two moms stopped swelling, there was quiet. Now free of sounds of tearing clothing, the two women could only look about with whatever they could see, wondering what was going to happen to them. Someone had to find them, right? Someone had to come by and see what happened to them... right?

Suddenly, an alarm sounded. It was like an air raid siren almost, nearly deafeningly loud. Two large metal claws came down, each one grabbing one of them, before lifting them up and placing them on their own conveyor belts. Unable to do much of anything, the two mothers were swept away down the belts, each of them wondering what fate had in store for them.

Beth and Sharon were quickly stopped in what looked like a glass shower stalls. A laser moved from their heads to their bases, scanning the for some unknown purpose. Finally, the machines beeped, and multiple arms came down from the ceiling again, sporting what looked like floor polishers.

The arms quickly went to work, polishing the two women until their egg white skin shone. Any remaining trace of their humanity, if they had any, was erased from them, including their hair. With no fanfare, the two eggs were shaved bald, their heads smoothed and buffed by the machines. If only that was all that was going to happen to them.

Instead, there was a ding like an oven going off, and the two women set off towards different parts of the facility.

Beth stopped first, a giant tube coming down and shoving itself in her now mostly useless mouth. Immediately, thick marshmallow was pumped into her, filling her every nook and cranny with warm marshmallow fluff. If there was space inside of her, it was quickly filled, and soon Beth began to fear that she might simply explode. After all, the marshmallow was heavy and dense, and it was really being packed into her; her body seemed to stretch only slightly, giving her the feeling like the marshmallow fluff might cause her to crack open at any moment. Instead, at the moment she felt like she couldn't handle anymore, it stopped, and she was taken down the conveyor belt to some other part of the facility.

Sharon didn't fare much better. Like Beth, she was quickly stopped and filled, but in her case, she wasn't given marshmallow. Instead, Sharon was being filled with peanut butter, warmer and creamier and heavier than the marshmallow fluff. Sharon couldn't remember ever feeling so heavy or full, a sensation beyond even her wildest imagining. Unlike Beth, she actually did stretch a bit, growing slightly rounder and heavier as a result. Sharon wished she could make it stop, wished she could do something, anything to fix herself, but help didn't come. Instead, once the peanut butter was deposited, she was spirited off somewhere in the facility.

For the first time, the two moms were apart, waiting to see what the facility had in store for them.

In Beth's case, the conveyor belt suddenly ran out, and she was dropped rather unceremoniously into  a vat below. With a splash, Beth was submerged deep within the liquid, before a large metal claw reached down and pulled her out, revealing that she was now coated a shiny gold color. Shining in the light, she was moved off and placed on a drying tray, her now golden body making her the perfect giant novelty golden egg.

Sharon meanwhile, had a decidedly less quick experience. Stopped in another one of the glass showers, many tiny arms reached out and began to paint her large, fat body. Scenes of bunnies and flowers were painted in bright pastels, making her the perfect Easter decoration. Finally, she was spirited off by the conveyor belt, and reunited with Beth on the drying rack.

The two moms were quickly air dried, leaving them huge, fat, decorated eggs, and it was unclear if anyone would be coming to help them.

Of course, after a few minutes, workers arrived to inspect the two mothers. Flanked by a man in a sharp suit, he regarded the two of them with interest.

“So these are the two that you saw eating the experiments, I suppose?”

One of the workers nodded eagerly. “Yes sir. The gold one is Beth Colton, and the pastel one is Sharon Wei. They were taking the tour of our facilities today.”

“I see. And they just so happened to end up in the room where we were testing the experimental chocolate eggs?”

“Yes sir. We thought that, since we had them, we might as well test the decorating protocols as well... I hope that's not a problem?”

The man in the suit frowned for a moment before nodding. “No, no problem at all. Good work on making the best of the situation. I suppose we'll have to ship them back to their families and bill them for the transport and transformation back from an experimental process.”

“Or... we could see if they don't mind being display pieces until they've worked off the debt...?”

“Now there's an idea. Give their families a call; tell me when you're finished.”

With that, the man in the dark suit turned and walked out, leaving the two mother eggs to their fate. A fate, it turned out, to be placed on display in front of hundreds of people as naked, giant, decorative eggs. It would be a very, very long time before either Beth or Sharon were back to normal again, it seemed.

Still, neither of them could say that the trip wasn't memorable. Indeed, this made for a wonderful midlife crisis experience, one neither would ever forget.
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