The Metamorphosis Project


“By the look on your face, I see you remember.” The silhouetted man said.


“Yes, you sick bastard!” Marie yelled but then quieted down, “Although I can’t really complain with the boost,” she gestured towards her breasts. “Still, you forced many women out of the military. It was their only income and yet, you ruined that for them!”


“But why did their breasts not shrink back down all the way to their normal size?” Amy asked.


“That would actually have been the fault of you Allies. That EMP you launched blocked not only the ending effects of the growth stage of the firing but also some of the early shrinking which would have brought you back to your regular size.”


“Well, it ruined many women’s lives, including one that I was with.” Marie said.


“Well, I’m about to ruin some more lives!” The man laughed.


“What do you mean?” Amy asked.


The man leaned forward and whispered to one of the computer operators. When he stood back up the computer operator appeared to type madly on the computer and talk into a microphone on his headset. He stopped typing and yelled into the microphone. The silhouetted man placed his hand on the operator’s shoulder and he calmed down. He typed a few more things into the computer.


Then a sound emanated from the device. Several parts sprung to live as the ceiling began to open. The roof pulled away and lights lit up all over the device. Marie and Amy stared in awe as the device’s dish rose through the new opening. The air above the dish appeared to become wavy, just as the air above a heat source does.

Amy glanced back at Marie and saw the same shocked expression as was on her face. She was about to look back when she spotted something on the other side of the glass behind Marie. It looked like a portable radio antenna. Then she spotted movement and the top of a helmeted head appeared above the line of the glass.

Amy whispered to Marie, “Look at the glass by the hallway, it’s Zachowski from Charlie squad.”

Marie looked over. Corporal Georgi Zachowski was an Erusian-born pilot with an excellent record. The reason for his being signed up for this job was an incident from 2014 when his friend was shot down while flying as his wingman. Zachowski saw where his parachute hit, landed his aircraft in a large field and picked up his friend before heading home. He was demoted from captain to private for striking a general in the head for disallowing personal effects on aircraft.

Zachowski raised his arms and gestured that he had just called for an airstrike. He mouthed that they should evacuate the room and that the power station would be blown as the aircraft approached. Amy mouthed back that they should blow as soon as possible instead as they were using the weapon. Zachowski whispered ‘Oh shit’ to himself then ran off in a full sprint.

They looked back just in time to see the weapon fire. A large stream of light came out of the dish and rose up into the atmosphere.

‘How did we ever miss that?’ Marie though to herself.

Seconds later, a second stream of light came back down and engulfed the room in light. Marie realized it was just the same as the light from the bridge. It soon disappeared.

Amy checked herself over, “There’s nothing different, I don’t think it worked.”

“The effect is gradual,” Marie said, “It’ll take longer than that.”

“Oh.” Amy lowered her head, then looked back up again, “Wait! That room is empty now!”

Marie followed Amy’s gaze. The room formerly occupied by the silhouetted man was empty now. The lights were off, as were the computers yet the device was still active.

“Shit! That means they can’t stop this!” Amy exclaimed, frantically.

By now, Marie had announced a considerable amount of growth in her chest. Her breasts had gone up about a cup-size. Her combat jacket was once again taught against her chest, small gaps had appeared between the buttons. Amy was experiencing the same problems, but she had already unbuttoned her jacket and had undone her standard-issue flak vest.

Meanwhile…

This is Yankee 1 to Watchtower. Island in sight. I just saw a giant stream of light shoot up from it then come back down at it. Possible misfire, over.


Copy, Yankee 1. Reporting distorted reading over target island.


Yankee 1. Proceed?


Roger proceed. Power down yet?


Explosion sighted, power station is history. Roger power down. We’re heading in for recon. Copy on negative Fox 2?


Negative Fox 2, it’s been called off. Site is secure, out.

Back in the Lab

Just as she reached down to grab her combat jacket, the sound of an explosion echoed against the hallway glass. A power surge hit the device before it shut down. Obviously, Zachowski managed to get back to the rest of Charlie squad and they destroyed the generator.

Unfortunately for the two women, the surge sent a massive, half-second-long burst of energy up from the device. It vanished into the sky, hit the satellite serving as the transmitter for the device, and returned to earth, hitting the room. Both women’s breasts shot forth in mere milliseconds. The Velcro of Marie’s flak jacket tore, due to the sudden increase in flesh for it to contain, and it dropped to the floor, her combat jacket already having burst open. When the light dissipated, each woman’s breasts had increased by a cup size and, combined with the previous growth, left Marie at an E-cup and Amy at an F-cup.

But the growth had stopped. They both breathed a sigh of relief. They picked up their combat jackets and tried to put them on. Marie was barely successful, as was Amy.

Then they both heard a moan from behind them. They both spun around quickly to see the woman from Alpha squad. They had completely forgotten about her. Now it would be very hard to. Marie and Amy had been standing at the base of the machine, underneath the dish but the other woman was dropped near the door, in direct contact with the beam as it came down. Her breasts had grown huge. Each breast was the size of a beachball but several times heavier. The woman was trying to get up but was not able to sit herself up. Marie ran over and helped pull her up.

“Are you alright?”

*Groan* “Yeah, I’m fine.” She reached around and felt her now massive boobage, “Well, except for these,” Her face fell, “I mean. How am I going to be able to move with these?”

“We’ll help you get out of here.” Amy walked up, “Then you can get a reduction once we’re back. Or two…or three.”

“Hey! This isn’t a joke!”

“Sorry. Hey, I never caught your name.”

“Private Jamie Price, from Fort Worth, Texas.”

“Corporal Amy Jackson. She pointed towards Marie; “This is Marie-Christine Noel. We’re both Canadians.”

“Well, that explains the politeness and sense of humor…ha!”

“We should try the door now.” Marie suggested. “It should have an electric lock which is how they could lock it with no one around so, with the power out, it might just open.”

Amy put her arm around Jamie and helped get her standing. With Amy helping Jamie, the three proceeded to the door. Marie pressed down on the handle and pushed. It didn’t budge. She pushed again, nothing. She tried pulling and still nothing. With one last push, she used all her might and finally managed to force the door open. Once it was opened, Marie saw that the two soldiers who had taken their weapons and other items had barricaded the door with debris from the maintenance room.

They proceeded through the door, the door closing behind them. Amy set Jamie down and helped Marie check around the room for weapons. Marie picked up Private Schumacher’s assault rifle and Amy picked up Private Hindoven’s weapon. Amy grabbed Jamie again and they entered the hallway.

 They turned on the gun-mounted flashlights so they could see down the hall and proceeded to the power station. Along the way, the faint echoes of explosions were heard. The closer they came to exit, the louder they got and soon the sounds of gunfire joined with the explosions.

Marie rounded a corner only to find a gun barrel pointed in her face. It was quickly taken away and the gunman was revealed to be an army regular. The soldier stared in awe at Jamie for a few seconds before being smacked in the back of the head by a fellow soldier and moving on. A couple of regulars relieved the weight of Jamie from Amy’s shoulders and helped her to a waiting ambulance truck sitting outside. Amy and Marie followed suit.

Once they got to the entrance, the two just stood in awe. The army assembled outside the facility almost seemed to cover half of the island. Tanks, troops, trucks, jeeps, everything was there. Fighter planes flew overhead as helicopters circled the island. Marie began to wish she had brought a camera. This was a great day for the world.

The war was over.

Meanwhile…

“Alright, what did you call me down here for?” A general stood by a group of radar operators.

“Sir! We picked up a helicopter taking off in a southward from Sampan Island. Yankee Squadron wasn’t able to pick it up before it got out of their radar range. Intelligence believes it may be carrying General Delalio. We are still reading it between Sampan Island and the nation of Laus. It’s in the middle of a major storm system, sir.”

The general leaned forward and examined the screen. He quickly spotted the red dot signifying the helicopter. Beside it were listed approximate speed, altitude and distance from the radar center.

A few seconds later, the helicopter’s altitude began to drop and it soon became too low to be picked up on radar and disappeared. Thirty seconds later, it reappeared, climbing quickly. It leveled off at five thousand feet for a few seconds, then completely vanished.

“It’s gone, sir! It appears to have crashed or even just disintegrated.”

All the other operators reported the same findings.

“Well, let’s hope so.”

The End

By popular request (From 4 people, whom I know here in Vancouver, who know about and are actually into the BE craze), the questions section has hereby been cancelled. Send complaints, criticisms and comments to the “Asking for suggestions for a story idea of mine” thread in the Feedback section of the BEA Forum. Thank you for reading.

