
        
            
                
            
        

    
Uncontrolled Power

A Transformation Story

Louis Baker


I don't know when it started, or when I did it for the first time. It may have been when I was a baby, before I could remember it happening. If it did, my parents never told me about it happening. And they never gave me any indication as to where my power came from or what might have caused it.

What I know for certain is that my name is Melanie, and I have the power to turn anyone into anything I want.

And I do mean anything. I've turned people into all kinds of things, from fruit to cars to pastries to chess pieces. Hell, I turned my high school cheer-leading team into said chess pieces. I did turn them back later, but that brings up what makes it so tempted to do: no one ever seems bothered by what I do!

I'm not kidding about that either; somewhere along the line I realized that no matter what I did to people, everyone around me just sort of accepted it; when I turned my teacher into a marble statue, everyone just started remarking how good she looked as one. Like it was the most normal thing in the world!

And I hate to admit it, but towards the end of my high school years I kind of went a little power mad. I mean no one was safe. I was doing it to everyone, all the time, just trying to get a reaction! And nothing. It was insane! I mean my principal literally gave our graduation speech while half the graduation class was made up of inflatable pool toys!

And that's when I decided I wasn't going to use my power anymore. I was going to put it away, seal it off, control myself, and let things play out. Because the thing is, when you have all that power, and there's no risk, there's no real reward... and I guess I just wanted to go without for a bit.

I'm happy to say my whole first year of college, I went without. A whole year! Three hundred and sixty five days! More than that, actually. I went a whole two weeks this year without having any issues. Or so I thought.

Because now I'm watching one of my friends swell up into something, and I know for a fact I didn't intentionally do it. I mean, I'd know if I had! I'd know what she's turning into if I had! Right?

"Hey, is it hot out here all of a sudden?"

Jenna's voice snaps me out of my momentary panic. "I mean, I don't think so." I try to sound calm. Normal. Like I had nothing to do with this. Because I didn't, right?

Jenna however, doesn't seem to notice me, thank god for that. Instead, she's leaning back in her seat, eyes closed, gently caressing her body as it slowly swells outward against her jeans and t-shirt. I can see the fabric stretching, hear the sound of seams straining, and I just know that I've messed up. I don't know how, but I have.

My blue haired friend doesn't seem to be aware of my worries though. Based on how she looks, she's feeling really good. I do notice that she's sweating a lot more than normal though; there's weird stains forming all over her clothes. That, and she smells a lot like... sugar?

"Oh no, I'm really sorry about this!" I blurt out the words before I realize how stupid I probably sound. She'll never believe that I did this. No one ever did. She's turning into some kind of sugary thing, and all I can do is watch.

"It's not... your fault..."

There it is. I watch her breathing slowly grow heavier, as her body steadily becomes more and more doughy. Her shirt stretches across her form, growing almost see-through from how strained the fabric is. Jenna smells entirely of sugar now too, and she seems to almost be sweating it. Little by little, she grows, like every breath makes her just a tiny bit bigger. Her doughy body swells over the waistband of her jeans, an audible pop signaling the newfound freedom of her gut.

"It is, I did this, I mean, I didn't mean to, I don't know how it's happening."

I know it's not going to make a difference; right now, she's got other things to worry about than my inner turmoil. Granted, if she's upset, she doesn't look the part. I don't think I've ever seen her look so content before.

The sound of tearing denim breaks me out of my trance for the moment. I'd entirely forgotten about her lower body. Down there, she'd entirely filled out her pants, and they were tight to begin with. Now, squishy, sugary flesh was making itself seen, as denim seams gave way. And again, all Jenna seemed to do was sigh wistfully.

"Should I... Should I try to get your clothes off, or would that be too embarrassing?"

I honestly don't know. We're in public, people are already staring. Not that it's the first time people have done that. But I didn't want to do it to her! Not here!

"Oh, that's a good idea. You're really smart, Melanie..." She sounds almost drunk, like her mind is intoxicated on whatever is happening to her. I honestly never tried to learn what I did to people, I was never any good at science. I just never wanted it to hurt anyone; I'm not a sadist at heart.

Still, I try to force down any embarrassment I feel at being the one to try and strip my currently swelling friend nude. The shirt comes off easy enough, though it's heavy with some kind of syrup or wet sugar. It's sticky too.

There's a bang from behind me, as Jenna's breasts burst through her bra, causing her whole body to jiggle slightly. But she's still swelling, and if it wasn't for the syrup-like sweating and sweet smell, it might seem like she was getting fatter.

Hell she looked fatter; her arms all plump and her chins multiplying. She was all squished, like rising dough.

"M-melanie... P-pants..."

"Right! Sorry!" I moved to try and pull her shoes off first, which was easier said that done. Her feet had totally swollen up inside her sneakers, and once I did get them off, her feet had lost all definition. The pants proved much harder. No, they were impossible. Even if I could have slid them off, which I couldn't, she was too sticky at this point to get them off of her.

"Yeah there's nothing I can do about them..."

I looked up, but it's clear my words weren't reaching my increasingly squishy friend. Even if she was hearing me, she wasn't paying attention; clearly she was enjoying her newfound plumpness. It wasn't like her jeans had long to live anyway; they'd already begun bursting off of her, and now that she was even larger, it would only take a few more tears for them to burst off.

Luckily, she didn't have to wait long. With a very loud bang, her jeans became denim scraps on the ground, and her underwear quickly followed suit; part of me wanted to avert my eyes, to not take in the sight of a friend swelling up into some sort of sugary treat. I was different from before, or at least, I told myself I was.

But I couldn't help it. I wanted to look, to take her in, to watch her swell up larger. I may not have intended for this to happen, but I also couldn't deny that I enjoyed watching it occur. Did that make me a bad person? I don't know.

Jenna clearly wasn't thinking about the fact that she was currently nude, that was for sure. Instead, she kept cooing and moaning in pleasure, as she continued to swell larger and larger. Her limbs were starting to squish into the rest of her body; it was hard to really know that she had been human, aside from her face and sugary hair at this point. She was more like some kind of blob.

With a crack, the chair she had been sitting in gave way underneath her; with a grunt, she fell to the ground, though what happened next took my mind off the worry that she might have been hurt. As soon as her body hit the ground, the force caused her to squirt some sort of thick, sweet smelling white liquid from what had probably once been her nipples.

And then I knew what she was. She was a cinnamon bun, complete with frosting.

But she wasn't done. She was still growing, swelling wider by the moment, frosting filling her up like someone had attached a fire hose to her. The moaning was practically erotic; whatever she was feeling was intense and pleasurable. And now she was leaking elsewhere too; maybe she was ready to climax, maybe she was just unable to contain all the frosting, but a puddle of the stuff was oozing out from under her.

If she didn't look human before, she looked even less human now, all round and squishy and covered in frosting. She'd easily gained at least a foot of height, and she was still growing; she had to be at least seven feet wide by now. Something inside me said she'd get bigger, and I tried to force it down; I shouldn't want her to be bigger! I should be controlling it! Keeping it together! Maybe I was wasting my time trying to stop this; Jenna was already huge, already a pastry, and trying to stop it now was probably worse than letting it play out.

At least, I hope that was the case. Maybe I'm just rationalizing.

People were all around, filming it and watching the scene, as she just kept swelling, taking up more and more room. She was so large, so round, so heavy, that for a moment I wanted to reach out and touch her, just to make sure she was still herself. Granted, I could have known that from the sounds she was making; she sounded like she was in ecstasy, like she was in heat, as she kept leaking frosting and making a mess.

Sure, the only way you could tell she was once human was her blue hair, atop her pastry body, but at least it was there.

And at the very least, she seemed to be stopping. She might be twelve feet wide and messy, but she was clearly reaching her limit. Maybe if I hadn't gone so crazy when I was younger, I would have been worried; but I knew she wouldn't explode at least. Someone would fix her.

Actually, I never really thought about how that worked. Did I do that? Did I make the ability for people to be fixed along with making them like this? Did I make it so this sort of thing was just... normal? I don't really know. Maybe I don't want to know.

But at least Jenna would be safe. Fixed. I never really figured out why I never seemed to be able to turn people back, though as I watched Jenna's body cease swelling, I made a note to try and find a way. Sure, Jenna wouldn't be getting fixed that way, but I could probably find some kind of way to reverse it on my own. At least, I hope there's some kind of way.

For now, I had to let Jenna go; the proper authorities had finally showed up to load poor Jenna onto a flatbed and drive her off to have all that frosting pumped out of her. Part of me felt bad about the whole thing, but honestly the sounds she was making were what always came back to me. People always enjoyed what I did; that's why it was so hard to stop.

But right now I had to get back to my apartment. Calm down, cool off, try not to worry to much. Write all my thoughts down, get everything put together nicely. Somehow.

"Oh! You're back! Did you hear about Jenna?"

I practically jumped out of my skin when I heard my roommate's voice. Not that I had anything against her, but she had a bad habit of sneaking up on people like that. Shutting the door, I turned around, leaning against it.

Tiesha was a tall, dark skinned woman with the most gorgeous brown eyes I'd ever known. She was the last sort of person I ever thought I'd get along with or be able to room with, considering I was always a bit of a flake, and Tiesha was the model of the dedicated girl boss. Honestly, I was always a bit jealous of her; she was the business major with a bright future ahead of her, and I was the artist who didn't know what they wanted to do with their life.

And it probably didn't help that she was, in my opinion anyway, much more attractive. She was slim but not too slim, and she knew how to make herself look poised. I'd never even thought about turning her into anything before; but as I looked at her now, I could only think that maybe it might happen.

Finally, I answered her. "Yeah, I was there with her when it happened. She swelled up into some kind of pastry right in front of me."

"Damn. Was she as sticky as she looked? The video I saw made her look like she was oozing frosting and stuff."

"Yeah, she was."

"And was it..." Tiesha bit her bottom lip slightly. "As pleasurable for her as it looked? She seemed like she was having a good time."

"Yeah, she seemed like she was really enjoying it." Finally I managed to move myself away from the door, and onto out couch. I needed to say something, but would she believe me? Tiesha was the sort who'd always support me, I knew that, but would she really believe that I had done it?

I could only hope that she'd take me seriously. There wasn't a ton to lose, right? "So, can I talk to you about something kind of... serious?"

"Sure, what's up?" Tiesha sat down in one of the chairs, looking serious; I knew I could rely on her to hear me out, but would she believe me?

"I know what this is going to sound like, you're going to think I'm crazy, that it's impossible but..." I took a breath, steadying myself. "I think what happened to Jenna was my fault."

There was a pause, before Tiesha leaned in slightly. "How exactly was her turning into a giant pastry your fault?"

"Because... I've always been able to do that. When I was younger I just did it all the time, to everyone, all the time, and somehow no one ever suspected it was me, and somehow it all just got dealt with, and when I got out of high school I said I wasn't going to use that power anymore, and then it just happened when we were sitting there and I don't know if I've lost control, and-"

"Melanie! Breathe!"

Right. I'd gotten myself far too worked up. I tried to keep myself from panicking, but I had to admit, it had just kind of spilled out.

"So, let's try and break it down." Trust Tiesha to be the logical, rational one. "You said you have been turning people into things all your life?"

"Yeah." I sighed. "I mean I turned half my graduating class into balloons during graduation."

"I think I heard something like that once. But you're also saying no one knew it was you?"

"I tried to tell people! Sometimes I'd even say it was going to happen and then do it, and people would just say that it was a lucky guess! It's like the universe didn't want me to get caught."

Tiesha blinked. "And so... what? You think the universe did it because you just didn't use your power for a year or so?"

"I guess? I don't know! It happened again and no one even thought to look at me or think it was strange! And they just carted her off somewhere to be fixed, like it was normal!"

"Well... It kind of is? I mean, not to burst your bubble but people do transform randomly. It happens."

"But I made it happen!"

"How do you know that you made it happen?"

I blinked, entirely confused. "What do you mean?"

Tiesha leaned forward again. "I mean, how do you really know you're the cause of all of it? I mean sure, you had a lot of thoughts and a lot of things happened around you. But how much of that was really you and how much of it was coincidence?"

"There's no way so much of it could be coincidence, Tiesha!"

"I'm not saying all of it was. But you also said you could control it, and more to the point, we know it's happened in places that you weren't around. Meaning either the world is just like this, or you're not the only one who can do this sort of thing, or maybe it happens anyway and you're just nudging things along."

Well, she had me there. There's no way I could have effected things that were so far away from me. I couldn't be doing things in other countries, right?

"Okay, you have a point. But if I'm not doing it, then it has to be a hell of a coincidence! And I can't fix it either! I can't reverse it, people have just always been taken off to... wherever!"

"How do you really know you can't fix it though?" Tiesha raised an eyebrow. "I mean, let's go with your theory for a second, that you do control it and that you've somehow altered the world subconsciously your entire life to make this sorta thing normal. Why wouldn't you be able to reverse it? I mean, isn't the existence of places to fix what happens kind of like you fixing it?"

That made me pause; I'd never thought of things like that. Had I really made the world see what happened as normal so they would be things in place to fix it? And if that was the case, then why wouldn't I be able to make it stop on its own?

"I guess that makes sense..."

"And let's put it in perspective. You didn't want to do anything for what, the last year or so? And nothing has happened that you've been aware of, right? But you didn't want it to go away completely. So if things are meant to just happen... then logically they might happen around you even if you didn't cause it."

I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself down. Leave it to Tiesha to manage to make the insane sound rational. "You're taking the idea that I turn people into things very well."

"I mean I don't know that I believe it," she replied with a shrug. "But you clearly believe it. So I'm working with the premise that you've given me."

"Well, if I'm crazy, then that means that people transforming into things is just a normal part of life and always has been."

"Pretty much."

I tried my best to mull over the idea that somehow, I wasn't responsible for all this. Then I remembered something. "So has anything ever happened to anyone you know? I mean we only met last year."

"Well, no..." Tiesha suddenly looked away. She seemed oddly flustered again; she was never like that usually. Not that I could remember her being anyway. "But I know it happened nearby. I used to imagine what it might be like. You know, to have it happen to you."

I blinked. Then I smiled slightly, a hint of an idea forming in my mind. "Okay then, so what would you like to have happen to you?"

For the first time in my life, I saw Tiesha flush red. "W-well." I don't think I'd ever seen her stammer before either. So this was what it was like when she was flustered! "I think I'd like to be a fruit of some kind. I used to imagine myself becoming a blueberry. Or maybe an orange. I could see a cherry too..."

The smile on my face grew wider. "Well, I could certainly prove to you that I can do what I say I can, and make that dream come true..."

"What?" Tiesha practically squeaked as she suddenly whipped her head around to look back at me. "Oh no. I mean, I couldn't. I mean would I even fit in here?"

"Well, if I can actually do it, then I can prove it, and if you're right, I can fix it."

Tiesha swallowed hard, her gaze clearly betraying her inner struggle. Clearly, she wanted it, but I could tell the rational part of her brain was screaming at her right now. "Maybe we should start smaller. You can do smaller, right?"

"I mean, I'm pretty sure I can." Admittedly, I'd focused on huge so much that I never really considered going smaller in terms of effects. Size? Yes. Effects? Less so. "I turned people into all kinds of things when I was younger. Though I usually didn't think of it as being like... specific? I'd just think 'oh this would be funny' or 'I could use this' and it'd just happen."

"Well, maybe you could try to do that without making me into something that will have to be rolled away..."

"Okay okay, I'll try. I mean, I can already imagine you as something huge, but I do want to give you what you actually want so..."

There was silence for a few moments, before Tiesha spoke again. "So... when does it happen? I mean, how long does it normally take?"

I tried to think about that; I never really tried to time it before. In hindsight, I probably should have. "Honestly I have no idea. It's usually pretty quick. I mean, I normally don't have to wait, unless it's something I want to happen at a certain time? So-"

"Oh my god!" Tiesha yelled as she jumped up, her hand moving to her belly. She pushed up her button down shirt, revealing what was some strange thing forming where her belly button should be. "What the hell is this? What's happening?"

"I don't know!" I tried to get a better look, leaning into her navel as the thing took shape. Finally, it was formed enough that it was clear. "That's a nozzle."

"A... nozzle?" Tiesha replied, clearly confused.

"Yeah, like you'd see on a beach ball or something."

"What did you turn me into?" Her voice squeaked slightly; I couldn't tell if that was out of panic, or if something was going on inside of her. Maybe both, really. "What's happening?"

"I don't know! I didn't think of anything specific!"

"What should we do then?" Tiesha's eyes were glued to the nozzle, now fully formed where her belly button should have been. "What is it even for?"

"Well, I imagine it's for blowing into..." My fingers moved to touch the nozzle, to open it. With a quiet pop, it easily came open, and suddenly the hiss of air leaking out could be heard.

"Ah! What's happening! Why is there air coming out? Why is?" Suddenly, Tiesha looked at her hand. "Why is my hand shrinking?"

It was true, her hand seemed to be deflating, like air was leaking out of it, like a beach ball slowly shrinking. She hadn't noticed it yet, but I noticed that her skin looked slightly shiny; clearly, she was turning into something plastic.

"Fix this! Do something!"

Without thinking, I did the only thing I could think of: I put my mouth to the nozzle and blew into it.

Immediately, Tiesha's body locked up, like she'd been struck by lightning or something, and she let out the most aroused, pleased moan I had ever heard. "Oh god..."

I kept blowing into her, taking deep breathes, as I noticed her hands blowing back up in the corner of my eye. Every time I blew into her, she moaned, though I noticed the moans were getting more and more high pitched, almost squeaky.

"What's happening to me?" Tiesha's voice cracked with every attempt at speaking, like her vocal cords weren't functioning right. All over her body, she was looking shiny, like rubber or plastic. Her skin, her hair, even her clothes were looking more and more like some kind of rubber. And more than that, she was moving less and less, like her body simply didn't have the joints. No, it clearly didn't have the joints anymore, and she was getting lighter as I blew into her.

"Wait, wait, I can't, I can't-" Tiesha's voice was cut off, as her mouth formed itself into an O-shape, her eyes wide as it became more and more clear what she was turning into. Every time I blew into her, she became a little less human and a little more blow up doll, and after a few minutes, all I could hear was the squeaking sound of tiny, pleasurable moans, the only sound she could make.

Finally, I closed the nozzle, lifting up my now blow up doll roommate. She was rather light, all things considered. "You know, I think this worked out... Transformed, but not too big."

But then my mind started wandering. I had proved I could do things, but could I fix her? And did I want to fix her just yet? Maybe I should try to change her a bit. "Well, we did intend for this to be an experiment, so I'm sure you won't mind if I... experiment a little?"

This time, now that she had a shape, I tried to think of what she'd look like if she was the ideal blowup doll. Well, she'd need more curves, for one. And she'd need to lose the clothes... And maybe she could do both at once?

A devious smirk formed on my lips. "Okay, I'm sure you're going to enjoy this..." I reopened the nozzle on her belly, and began to blow. This time, Tiesha's body began to change shape. For one, her figure was expanding; her breasts and hips were widening, and on top of that, her clothes stopped being a part of her body and started to respond like clothes aught.

Meaning, they were now straining and creaking to hold her increasingly voluptuous figure in.

Every breath I took made her let out a loud squeak-like moan, as her breasts swelled against the confines of her shirt. First one button burst, and then another, and then another, as her chest swelled outward with seemingly no problems. Down below, her hips and butt were tearing through her pants, as her jeans split open from her new curves. Every time I breathed, she got bigger, becoming an almost cartoonish version of herself.

Tearing away the ripped clothing was easy, but I was still breathing into her, and she was still getting bigger. Strangely, she wasn't getting heavier, but that wasn't the problem. Right now, she had a bigger hourglass than any porn star or stripper, and she was still growing. Hell, I could probably sleep between those breasts they were so large.

Eventually though, I did stop blowing into her, laying atop her on the couch, looking down at her o-shaped mouth on her face. I gently ran my finger around her lips, hearing the tiny squeaks of bliss as I did so. "Maybe I should just leave you somewhere and let people have their way with you, huh?" I wasn't going to actually do that, but in this state, it seemed like the thing to say. "Or maybe I can have a little fun with you...?" The squeak she made sounded almost like affirmation. Clearly, I hadn't just made her huge, I'd made her horny.

Well, who was I to let her down?

Granted, I'd never tried to pleasure a blowup doll before, but hey, first time for everything, right? And of course, once I started, I pretty much figured out that any kind of stimulation did the trick of her, based on the sounds she was making.

And hey, maybe I could turn her into something else and get some pleasure on my own. But that would be for later. For now, I just needed to figure out if I was really going to push myself in how these powers worked...

And maybe let myself go a little crazy with them.


Afterword
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louisbakerwriting@gmail.com
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