Lost Girls II: The Revenge

By Cheviot

“Ugh,” Michelle said as she dragged herself out of bed. After the hard last few days she’d had being up this early wasn’t really a great plan but both Michelle and Lisa, Michelle’s older sister, were trying to make a point that everything was back to normal and their sleeping-all-day ways were over.

It’s not like they didn’t have an excuse. Just a little less than a week ago, just after they moved to Baltimore, Lisa had been targeted by a sect of demon-possessed pregnant young women, the Mothers of the Apocalypse. They’re job was to literally birth the satanic army to challenge the army of God at the end of time. Finally they had been defeated with the help of two local girls, Mandy and Candy, who seemed to know far more about ancient evil than was healthy for fourteen-year-old girls to know.

In the end it was Mandy and Candy’s plan, combined with police officer Steve Drombowski’s connections and skills that ruled the day and the five Mothers of the Apocalypse had been destroyed, turned to dust even as they sought to snatch victory from the jaws of defeat. As far as Michelle was concerned that was a damn good reason to sleep in.

Michelle wobbled into the bathroom, still feeling a bit lighter than air after being relived of the forty pounds of breasts and milk that came from her part in the events of the last few days. It turns out the Mothers of the Apocalypse can only drink breast milk and had some sort of strange sexual magic they could use to make sure they always had a steady supply. Fortunate for the Mothers of the Apocalypse, they could have any girl making gallons of breast milk in a day or two, much less fortunate for the poor girl who wound up making it.

All that was thankfully over as Michelle splashed her face with cold water, trying to wake herself up before she noticed her reflection in the full length mirror on the back of the bathroom door. No worse for wear, but no better either,” Michelle thought, running her hand over her slightly fleshy belly and down the side of her hips. At least I didn’t get fat or anything, she mused, still feeling overly tired. Hopefully a nice hot shower will wake me up…
Chapter 1

Michelle got dressed and went to the kitchen to make herself breakfast and hopefully chase away the last bits of sleepiness that still clung to her. “Lisa,” Michelle called out, “What do you want for breakfast?” Michelle pulled out a carton of eggs and a bottle of orange juice from the fridge before calling out again, “Lisa…. Food….”

Now Michelle was curious, it wasn’t like Lisa to ignore the siren call of the great cheese omelet. Michelle went to Lisa’s room and knocked on the door. “Hey, are you up?”

“Yeah,” Lisa said groggily.

“Yeah…” Michelle replied, “Listen, I know it’s been a tough week for you but it was your idea to get up this early to show mom we’re being responsible…”

The door opened and a disheveled but otherwise normal Lisa greeted her. “Sorry, I’m not feeling so hot. I think maybe the anchovies from the pizza last night went bad or something. You feel okay?”

“Yeah, just tired,” Michelle replied, “but I didn’t have pizza with dead fish either. I mean seriously, ewwwww! So, no breakfast for you?”

“No,” Lisa said, then closed her eyes and forced herself to swallow before turning and running to the bathroom.”

“Nice to know the pizza decisions I made when I was six have been right all the long…”

***

As Lisa moped around the house wallowing in her achiness Michelle decided to bike down to the Inner Harbor. For the first five or ten minutes she was fine, but she quickly tired and by the time she reached the Inner Harbor she had to push her bike along until she got to the bike rack and locked it..

***

“You look like crap,” Mandy said after she lifted her head from the counter in the vintage clothing shop.

“Gee thanks,” Michelle said as she pushed her soaking wet hair off her forehead. She pulled out a comb and began to fix her hair. “You don’t look so hot either and you didn’t just bike here.”

“We’re thinking it's the flu or…” Candy said.

“The flu? In the summer?” Michelle asked.

“Or we’re dying… either or.” Mandy replied

“Hmmm,” Michelle asked. “Did you have pizza last night?”

“Why do you ask?” both girls replied before turning to look at each other.

“Country Squire, right?”

“They been indicted for selling ass as pizza topping again?” Mandy asked.

“No…. but Lisa and I had pizza there last night and she’s sick. Did you go for the salty fishies?”

“It’s not pizza without anchovies.” Candy said.

“Well, maybe you’ll change your mind after this. Lisa had the anchovies too and she’s looking as green as you.”

“Great. Just great. So I guess you’re fine little miss I-hate-salty-fish?”

“Tired but not sick. Blah. Have you seen Mary around?” Michelle asked.

“Yesterday, but she hasn't been in today,”

“Can I use your phone?” 

“Local call?” Mandy asked, putting her hand over the receiver.

“I saved you from becoming demonic mega-boobed handmaids and you want to know if it’s a local call?”

“We saved each other… but still,” Mandy said as she turned the phone around and pushed it toward Michelle.

***

“So she’s sick too?” Mandy asked.

“Yeah… pizza with anchovies last night.” Michelle replied.

“Damn,” Candy said, “So whatcha gonna do today?” 

“Dunno. First I gotta swing by the video store and tell them Lisa won't be in this afternoon.”

“She’s got a job at Video Nation?”

“Yeah, a few days ago. Her boss is gonna be pissed.”

***

Michelle biked over to the video store, ready to take the brunt of the store’s owner’s anger over Lisa’s absence. The video store itself seemed bright and popular, at least judging by the number of patrons. The décor, however, left a bit to be desired. It seemed as if it was stuck in the mid-eighties.

“Uh, excuse me, is the owner in?” Michelle asked the busty girl at the counter.

“Max?” the busty young woman replied. She looked to be the type of beauty that Michelle hated. Thin and tall aside from her bust, not a spare ounce of fat on her, long blonde hair just barely caressing her shoulders. “No, he only comes in nights. He’s busy opening another store in Columbia. Much bigger than this one.”

“Oh, okay. Could you let the right person know that Lisa won’t be in today, she’s really sick.”

“For her first day? How’d you get suckered into coming down here to tell me,” the girl smiled as she leaned forward, as if talking to a friend.

“Sorry,” Michelle apologized as she yawned, “She’s my sister and I was gonna be down here anyway so I just figured…”

“Her sister?” the girl smiled. “Cool. I’m Maria. Listen, as long as she’s back tomorrow I can cover for her but if she’s not here…”

Maria stopped and looked at Michelle for a moment, “Are you okay? You look tired.”

Michelle blinked slowly, “I’m fine, just a little tired. Nothing sleeping the next few weeks won’t fix.”

Maria laughed, “Seeyah later. I hope you’re feeling better.”

“Thanks,” Michelle replied and headed to her bike.

Chapter 2

Michelle was greeted by a ringing phone when she finally made it home. 

“Hello?”

“Yeah Mom.”

“No, but I can check on her…”

“Okay, I’ll see you when you get home.”

Michelle sighed and headed up to her sister’s bedroom. “Hey sicky. You feeling any better?”

“Ugh,” Lisa replied from beneath her sheets.

Michelle crossed the room quickly and stood over the bed before she lifted the covers and peeked underneath at Lisa’s scantily clad form.

“Hey!” Lisa called out weakly.

“Sorry, it’s just the last time you were feeling sick all of a sudden you got all pregnant overnight,” Michelle said as she checked out Lisa’s middle. “Looks okay to me this time though…”

“Ha. Ha. Ha.” Lisa replied seriously. “You are just so funny.”

“I try. Anyway that was Mom on the phone. She’s gonna be late so she said we should make dinner on our own.” Michelle explained.

“I am so the opposite of hungry right now.” Lisa replied.

“I’m more tired now than before. I shouldn’t have biked down to the Harbor. How about I take a nap and we’ll see what’s good to eat after that.”

“Whatever. Come and get me when you get up.”

***

It was dark when Michelle woke up and, after she looked out the window at the darkened landscape, headed down to the kitchen. Geez… ten-thirty already? I slept like 8 hours… Michelle thought as she looked at the kitchen clock and rubbed her eyes.

“Snack time,” Michelle said quietly and yawned as she pulled a box of Oreo cookies out of the cabinet and grabbed herself a glass. Half asleep she pulled out a jug of milk and poured herself a glass before she headed back to her room, already dunking and snacking on the cookies.

Chapter 3

“Girls! I thought I made myself clear before but I guess I didn’t. You’re not going to be laying in bed sleeping all day when I’m at work. School is just two months away and there is still a lot of unpacking and cleaning to do around here. Am I making myself clear?!?”

“Yes Mom” Michelle called out from within her room. Thankfully her mom had stayed in the hallway to shout her ultimatum. How the hell could I explain this to her anyway, she thought as she stared into her full-length mirror. She stood topless just a few feet from the glass as she ran her hands over her belly, up and down the hemispheric curve that ran from her pubic bone to her sternum, centered on her belly button She was by no means large, but the firmness and roundness of the half-basketball sized bump suggested she was at least six months pregnant, maybe more.

Fuck, Fuck, Fuck, Fuck, FUCK, FUCK!
Michelle grabbed the nearest top she could find and threw it on. She paused briefly at the door and listened as her mother’s footsteps headed down the stairs before she opened the door and walked to Lisa’s room as she tugged at the elastic of her shorts as she went, pulling the waistband up as high as she could toward the peak of her distended stomach. Even as she walked to Lisa’s bed the waistband was pushed back down and rubbed against the lower curve of her belly.

“Lisa… Lisa… Wake up…”

Lisa poked her head out from under the blankets. “Go way!” she said as she tossed her pillow at Michelle, this time hitting Michelle square in the chest.

“Come on, get up,” Michelle said, barely able to hold back her tears, “We have a problem.”

Lisa stuck her head out from under the covers again and rubbed her eyes, now focused on Michelle, or more importantly on Michelle’s belly. “That is so not funny. Not at all.”

“Does it look like I’m laughing?” Michelle asked as tears streamed down her face as she pulled up her top and revealed the reality of her swollen middle.

“OH MY GOD!” Lisa called out, coming awake immediately and pulled herself out of bed and quickly crossed the room to stand next to Michelle. “What happened to you? You didn’t drink any of that weird milk did you?”

“Firstly, No, I didn’t drink any of the weird milk.” Michelle replied. “Secondly, what happened to us…” she added as she stared at Lisa’s middle.

Lisa looked curious for a second, then her eyes grew wide and the color drained from her face as she slowly looked down at her own rounded middle. “Oh shit.”

“Yeah…” Michelle said as she allowed her top to fall back over her belly. “What are we gonna do?”

“Why are you so big?” Lisa asked as she poked at Michelle’s obviously larger belly with one finger.

“Hey!” Michelle called out as she twisted away from Lisa’s pointy finger. “Lets go down and grab something to eat then we can come up with a plan.”

“Uh, that won’t help settle your stomach, it just makes it worse…”

Michelle looked at Lisa oddly, “My stomach isn’t upset… Is yours?”

“Yeah, but it just gets worse the more normal food you eat.”

Downstairs June stopped at the front door and grabbed her keys. “Girls, are you up! I’m heading to work!”

“Yes Mom,” both girls called out in unison.

“Good, see if you can get the kitchen unpacked today, okay?”

“Sure mom,” Lisa called down before the front door closed and locked.

“What are we gonna do?” Lisa said.

“Lets get dressed and go down to the kitchen,” Michelle suggested.

“You want to unpack the kitchen?” Lisa asked incredulously.

“No… we have people to call. We have connections, remember?”

***

The kitchen was in moderate disarray as Michelle and Lisa entered… “Ewwww… I left milk out last night,” Michelle said and picked up the jug of milk and carefully emptied it into the sink.

As Lisa sat down at the island and put her head in her hands Michelle pulled another gallon of milk out of the fridge and pulled a glass out of the cupboard. 

“How much milk do we have?” Lisa asked as she looked at the empty milk jug in the trash. 

“Just this gallon and one more in the fridge.” Michelle asked as she poured herself a glass.

“And the gallon you just threw out…” Lisa said suspiciously before she eyed the trashcan. Lisa jumped to her feet and knocked the glass out of Michelle’s hand just as she was about to drink from it.

“What the hell?” Michelle asked.

“Why were there two open gallons of milk…” Lisa asked and opened the fridge. “ Make that three open gallons of milk.”

“I dunno,” Michelle asked.. “For that you knocked my milk all over me?”

“Look,” Lisa replied and pointed to the trash.”

“It’s trash…”

Lisa reached into the trashcan and carefully pulled out a large ornate red glass bottle, holding it by the neck with two fingers.

Michelle stared at it for a moment… “Oh my GOD! Allison’s bottle!”

“We are so fucked.” Lisa said.

“It’s good to see you girls up and working on the kitchen,” June said as she breezed into the kitchen and looked around the kitchen table. “Have you seen my keys?”

The girls looked at each other’s obviously pregnant bodies for a moment then at their Mom. “Uh… You don’t notice anything unusual?” Michelle asked.

“You mean besides my missing keys?” June replied as she looked straight at her daughters.

“Mom,” Lisa said, have you seen this bottle before?” and held aloft the ornate bottle.

June looked confused…”Sure…it’s an empty milk carton.. Are you two okay?”

Michelle looked at the clock. “The bus is gonna be out front in like two minutes. We have to motor.”

“What about Mom?” Lisa asked. 

“She’s been hypno-voiced or something. She can’t help.”

“Wait… Hypno-voiced? What are you talking about?” June replied, now sounding very concerned.

“Never mind Mom, seeyah tonight!” Lisa said as she grabbed Michelle by the arm and pulled her to the front door and out to the bus stop.

“Stop! This is serious!” June replied, “What do you mean hypno-voiced?”

“Talk later Mom!” Lisa said as she and Michelle stepped onto the bus to the Inner Harbor as June watched from the front door.

Chapter 4

The trip to Harborplace was uneventful and unhelpful. The vintage clothing store was closed.

“Now what?” Lisa said. 

“You have fifty cents? I’ll call them from the payphone. Maybe they can do some research or something.” Michelle replied, subconsciously rubbing her swollen belly.

“Research?” 

“Well the Mothers of the Apocalypse are gone, right? So who hypno-voiced mom and spiked the milk?” Michelle asked.

“I dunno,” Lisa said impatiently.

“Right. So maybe Mandy and Candy can look it up. They must have books about this or something.”

“I guess,” Lisa replied, unconvinced as she handed Michelle two quarters.

It only took them a minute to walk to the nearest payphone and dial.

“Hey, it’s me.”

“Yeah, we aren’t either but it’s kinda important.”

“No, very important.”

“Lisa’s pregnant again and… uh, now I am too.”

“Sure. 2115 West Madison. We’ll be right there.”

Michelle hung up the phone and turned to Lisa, “See? We’re almost home free.”

***

A half-hour later Lisa and Michelle knocked on the Candy and Mandy’s front door.

After several minutes of knocking the door finally opened a crack. “Who is it?”

“Who else? Why the…” Michelle was cut off as the door slammed shut and the chain was unlatched before the door swung open again. As soon as Michelle and Lisa were inside Mandy pulled the door closed and began throwing multiple latches on the inside of the door.

“You too, huh?” Candy said, silhouetted against the doorway to the living room, the bulge in her middle obvious.

“Wow, so your…”

“Shut up,” the Mandy said, rubbing her own swollen middle. The sisters were both pregnant, at least as far along as Lisa appeared.

“You should talk,” Candy said to Michelle as she gave her a once-over. “God, you’re big.”

“What are we gonna do?” Lisa asked, changing the subject.

“We have help on the way,” Mandy said as she passed Lisa and Michelle and joined Candy before walking into the bedroom.

“Help?” Michelle asked.

“Yeah, our mentor. The woman that taught us all about the Mothers of the Apocalypse.” Candy said.

“What did you think? That we read about them in a Time-Life Book?” Mandy added.

Lisa smiled and turned to Michelle.

“Shut up,” Michelle said before following the twins into the living room.

“So when’s your mentor person coming?” Lisa asked as Michelle lowered herself carefully into the girl’s sofa.

“Like a half hour, maybe an hour.” Candy replied.

“Why?” Mandy added.

“Instead of waiting here with you guys I’m gonna go try to save my job.”

“You’re worried about your job. You’re pregnant with demon babies and you’re worried about a part-time job.” Mandy replied.

“Ixnay on the emonbabies-day,” Candy said as she looked at Michelle, sitting on the sofa, her top pulled up as she stared at her belly while tears ran down her face, dripping onto her belly.

Lisa wiped her eyes. “I’ll be right back,” she said quietly. “You take care of Michelle, okay?”

Mandy and Candy nodded as Lisa knelt in front of Michelle. “I’m gonna be right back. Will you be okay.”

Michelle didn’t even acknowledge her sister.

“Michelle, will you be okay while I’m gone?”

This time Michelle looked up, her eyes red and puffy and nodded slowly before her eyes were drawn back to her round middle.

***

It didn’t take long to get to Video Nation at this time of day. I hope they don’t think I’m horrible, but I just couldn’t stay in there anymore… Lisa thought as she stepped off the bus and crossed Harborplace and headed to the South Shore Promenade.

The video store was free of customers when Lisa arrived. Maria, the girl that worked days, leaned against the rear counter looking toward the back into the store, her head in her hands.. Lisa took the opportunity to creep up to the counter, hoping it would block Maria’s view of her bloated middle.

“Maria?” Lisa said.

Maria turned her head slowly, not lifting her arms from the counter. She looked over her shoulder, her face pale and sweaty, dark circled under her eyes. She stared at Lisa for a moment until she seemed to remember who Lisa was. “Good,” Maria said slowly, turning back toward the rear of the store and lowering her head into her hands. “Just stand up here and follow the instructions next to the register. I gotta go lay down or something.”

“Uh, I can’t stay,” Lisa replied. “I’m still sick.”

“But… you have to. I don’t know what it is but something is like really wrong with me.”

“You’re not pregnant, are you?” Lisa asked suspiciously.

“What?” Maria asked as she looked back over her shoulder, making it obvious the answer was no.

“Sorry, there’s just some weird stuff going around.” Lisa replied.

“Tell me about it,” Maria said, pushing herself up off the counter and turning to face Lisa.

Something was obviously wrong with Maria, at least with Maria’s breasts. While her breasts had been large before they now were on the verge of passing well beyond normal. They overflowed her bra, making her chest look like some sort of cantilevered architect’s nightmare. The cups barely held a third of her breast, the rest pouring out the top and middle forming a huge puffy eruption of cleavage through her v-neck sweater. She was obviously uncomfortable but was doing her best to stay calm.

“If you can’t stay I have to… I can’t just leave, not after everything Max has done for me.” Maria said.

“Max? The owner?”

“He took me in, got me off the streets, gave me this job, a place to stay… I’d be out on the street if it wasn’t for him. I can’t just leave.” Maria sobbed.

“You were a runaway?” Lisa asked.

Maria nodded slowly before she carefully leaned against the front counter, resting the weight of her swollen breasts against the cool glass of the display case.

“Listen, I’m sure Max wouldn't want you here in pain, would he? Lets go lock up. You’re coming with me.”

“God, it hurts so much!” Maria cried.

“Well,” Lisa considered, “I think most of that is that bra. It’s really pinching you.” 

“I’m not going out braless.” Maria said, looking up at Lisa, “especially like this.”

“Don’t think of it as going out braless, think of it as going out painless.”

Maria nodded and reached back along the rear strap of her bra and slowly undid the hooks. She took a deep breath as the last hook came undone, her breasts dropping lower while thrusting forward, the effect only magnified by Maria stretching, no longer pinched by the over-tight bra.

“Uh, could you not do that…” Maria said.

“Do what?” Lisa said.

“Stare… and lick your lips… I mean, I don’t have anything against lesbians, but ewwwww.”

Lisa seemed perplexed as she raised her hand to her mouth and felt her tongue caress her lips, saliva beginning to pool at the corner of her mouth.

“Shit. Come on, time to go,” Lisa said, heading for the door.

“Oh my God, you’re pregnant!” Maria said as she eyed Lisa’s belly while she wrapped her arms around her waist, under her breasts, to support them.

Lisa almost chuckled. “You don’t know the half of it.”

Chapter 5

“Hope you don’t mind, I brought a friend,” Lisa said after Mandy let her and Maria into their house.

“Mind… uh… wow… uh…” Mandy said, staring at Maria’s breasts.

“God, not you too!.” Maria said, wrapping her arms around her breasts, ineffectively trying to cover them as she twisted past Mandy and slipped into the living room.

“Who’s your friend?” Candy asked, doing her best to look anywhere but Maria’s breasts.

“This is Maria,” Lisa said. “She was a runaway until her boss, Max. took her in… and now look at her…”

“Yeah… Look at her…” Candy said, her eyes drawn by Lisa’s words, her mouth falling open as she smacked her full, pouty lips. Candy blinked and held her eyes closed while she took a deep breath and shook her head. “Sorry I made fun of you the other day when you were staring at the milk dolls.”

“Its okay,” Lisa said as she joined Mandy and Candy eying Maria’s rapidly swelling bosom.

“Uh… Is she okay?” Maria said, pointing to Michelle, very effectively changing the subject.

Michelle still sat on the sofa, her top pulled up, now pushing her innie belly button back and forth with her forefinger, testing her belly’s solidity and the flexibility of her skin.

“Is she bigger?” Lisa asked as she looked at Michelle.

“Looks bigger to me,” Mandy replied just before the doorbell rang.

“I got it,” Candy said and headed to the front door.

“Are you okay?” Lisa asked as she lowered herself to the sofa next to Michelle.

“No,” Michelle whispered and sniffed. “It didn’t seem real at first,” se continued, placing both her hands on her belly, “but it is.

Lisa nodded.

“Why is it so big?” Michelle asked, rubbing the skin on her belly back and forth, stretching it slightly with her fingertips.

“It’s not that big,” Lisa replied, putting her hand on Michelle’s shoulder.

“It’s bigger than yours and Candy’s and Mandy’s…” Michelle replied and placed both hands on her belly. “Its more firm too…”

“Now you’re just imagin….” Lisa began, but stopped as she placed her hand on Michelle’s belly and realized she was right. It wasn’t just bigger, it was firmer than Lisa’s belly. Before she had a chance to reply Candy had returned with a group of new people, four teenage girls following a striking woman in her late thirties.

“Mandy!,” the woman said and enveloped Mandy in her arms.

“It’s so good to see you,” Mandy said.

“Likewise,” I just didn’t hope to see so much of you,” the woman replied, releasing Mandy from the hug and looking at her at arms length.

“Lisa, Michelle… This is Amber. She’s taught us everything we know about the Mothers of the Apocalypse”

“Obviously not quite enough,” Amber added in a friendly tone.

“We feel so stupid,” Mandy and Candy replied. 

“Now, now…lets just sit down, tell me everything that happened.” Amber said then turned to her girls. “Could you go into the kitchen and get everyone something to drink?”

“Nothing for us,” Mandy and Candy replied.

“Me either,” Lisa added.

“You have any soda?” Maria asked.

Amber looked Maria over, “Bringing her here was a mistake.”

“I couldn’t just leave her.”

“Um… Could I have some…uh… maybe” Michelle said quietly, looking up at Amber, blushing furiously, still rubbing her belly.

“What’s your name?” Amber asked smiling.

“Michelle,” she replied.

“A soda for this one,” Amber said, pointing to Maria, “and a glass of warm milk for Michelle.”

Although Amber didn’t look at anyone’s startled face she seemed to foresee the reaction her words would have. “Don’t worry, just cow’s milk with a bit of sugar. It won’t fool your body for long, but we don’t need to fool it for long.”

All the other girls stared at Michelle, especially Maria. 

“What?” Michelle said, looking very uncomfortable as she turned an even deeper shade of red. “Like you don’t want some too.”

As the girls returned with a soda for Maria and a cup of tea for Amber one of the girls brought a huge glass of milk to Michelle. She sipped it tentatively at first, then faster as the warmth and flavor filled her mouth, finally upending the glass and guzzling the remainder, rivulets of milk pouring down her cheeks. It was only seconds after she was handed the glass of warm milk that she took the glass from her lips and, having realized what she just did, looked around nervously, her cheeks again turning bright red.

“Well now, girls… Let’s begin.” Amber said, raising her teacup to her lips.

“It all started about five days ago,” Mandy began…

***

“You have got to be kidding,” Maria said as she looked back and forth from girl to girl.

“If they’re kidding how do you explain this?” Amber said, motioning to indicate Maria’s now even larger bust line.

“Shit!” she said as she looked down and cupped her breasts in her hands, “They’re still swelling.”

“Just wait,” Michelle said slowly, “That’s nothing.”

“What do you mean? They’re huge!” Maria said.

“You’ll find out…” Michelle replied, ignoring Maria’s shocked expression.

“You have no idea who might have done this to you?” Amber asked.

“No,” Mandy and Candy replied before Candy continued. “We thought we got the whole nest.

“What about Max?” Lisa asked. “He owns the video store. Turns in he took in homeless girls and now they’re turning up as milk dolls.”

“I am not a milk doll!” Maria replied.

“Yeah. Right.” Candy replied.

“Max seems like a possibility, but we can’t just go accusing people of running covens.”

“What about Allison,” Mandy said.

“What about her,” Candy replied. “She’s toast.”

“Right,” Mandy said, “but remember when Amber told us about communicating with the dead?”

“You mean about how it’s so dangerous you’re likely to wind up as dead as the person you’re trying to contact?” Candy sighed.

“She never said that!” Mandy replied.

“It is dangerous,” Amber said. “Especially if she’s unfriendly. She may not tell us anything… or she may simply not know the answers to the questions we need answered.”

“How dangerous? I think we can pretty much count on Allison being unfriendly,” Lisa opined.

“Very dangerous…”Amber said.

“Well I think this qualifies a desperate situation,” Mandy said as she thrust her belly forward. “Anyway, I think it's a good idea. If you don’t want to do it I will. I think I remember most of what you described.”

“If you’re so set on this… fine. We’ll do it. But we’re going to take precautions… and no more than 4 of us will go”

“What about Mary?” Mandy asked.

“Mary? The milk doll?” Michelle asked hopefully before blushing as every eye in the room turned to stare at her.

“She called before you got here. She’s down at the homeless shelter. She says there’s trouble,” Mandy replied.

“So why didn’t she just come here,” Lisa asked.

“She said we had to see it what was going on there.” Candy answered.

“I’ll go!” Michelle called out and pulled her top over her swollen middle.

“You don’t even know where the shelter is,” Lisa said.

“No, but Maria does… besides, we can’t all go raise the dead.” Michelle replied.

“She’s got a point.” Mandy said.

“Right,” Michelle nodded as she turned, pressing her hands into the small of her back, “So Amber will take Mandy, Candy and Lisa to speak to Allison and I’ll take Maria and go check out the shelter and bring back Mary.

“Okay, Sounds good I guess,” Lisa replied, “But no freaking out Maria.”

“I’ll try not to,” Michelle said, her eyes already wandering back to Maria’s overstuffed top, her mouth hanging slightly open.

“Try harder.” Lisa said and patted Michelle on the shoulder.

“Alright, we’ll meet back here in two hours.” Amber said, “If you’re not back we’ll come running. If we’re not back we expect you to do the same. My girls will wait here for us.”

“Sounds good,” Michelle said and offered her hand to Maria to help her up. Maria just gave her the evil eye.

“Relax. You think I want to be stuck like this forever? Cause that’s what would happen if I even touched a drop of your… sweet… smooth… rich…”

Maria’s eyes had begun to bug out as Michelle spoke and she whispered, almost under her breath, “So much for not freaking me out…” Before Michelle even had time to respond Lisa appeared between the two girls. “Time to go!” Lisa said cheerily, putting one arm around Maria’s shoulders and the other around Michelle’s shoulders and leading them to the door.

“So why are you bigger than the other girls?” Maria asked Michelle as they walked out the front door and headed north as the other group of girls headed south.

“Shut up.” Michelle replied as they walked off into the night.

Chapter 6

The Greater Baltimore Public Assistance Center was an imposing but run down building from the early sixties. It was a huge cinderblock monstrosity, horribly maintained, badly situated and to those that lived there the only hope they had.

Maria and Michelle got off the bus and walked quickly toward the door.

“At the time of night you really don’t want to be out here for long,” Maria said, moving as quickly as she could, one arm thrown across her massive bust line to steady them. It’s not like she’s milk doll material, Michelle thought, at least not yet. But what the hell is going on with me. Michelle’s middle had continued to slowly round out on the trip here and she looked bigger than ever, the top of her belly slowly approaching her sternum.

“I’m hurrying as much as I can,” Michelle gasped as she half-ran toward the center’s front door and stopped to catch her breath next to Maria.

“God… running like this sucks,” Michelle said, still trying to catch her breath.

“Be glad you don’t have these,” Maria said and looked down at her boobs. “I swear they’re bigger and jigglier than they were when we left Mandy and Candy’s place.

“Yeah, really,” Michelle replied, her attention now focused on Maria’s still slowly expanding bosom.

“Remind me to keep my big mouth shut,” Maria said under her breath and walked into the shelter’s reception area.

“Hi Linda,” Maria said as she walked up to the desk and signed in.

“Maria! It’s good to see you! How’ve you been?”

“Pretty good. Have you seen a girl around here named Mary.” Maria asked

“I don’t recognize the name but we get so many new girls this time of year. It’s sad.” 

“She’s not staying here. She volunteers or something.” Michelle asked.

“Oh, Mary!” She’s in the girl’s dorm helping out. It’s a shame about her. I thought she was gonna be okay…”

“What do you mean?” Michelle asked, but Maria was already heading into the shelter.

“Hold on, you have to sign in,” Linda said, holding out a clipboard.

***

As Maria and Michelle walked though the wide hallway toward the girls dorm all eyes were on them. 

“I hate this,” Maria said as she adjusted her top, trying to fluff it up a bit to disguise her very obvious contours.

“Oh come on, a little attention is nice,” Michelle said and looked around smiling… until she realized most of those paying attention to her were very scary looking old men.

“Okay, you got a point. So when were you here?” Michelle asked.

“Two years ago, before Max found me and got me out.” Maria looked around at the walls that were badly in need of paint and the floors in desperate need of tiling. “It seems like a lifetime ago. I don't know what he saw in me. You wouldn’t recognize me from back then,” Maria said waving to the woman at the girl’s dorm’s reception desk and walked through the double doors, passing a young pregnant teen on her way out.

“Michelle?” a voice questioned from behind them.

Michelle and Maria stopped and turned to the pregnant girl that had just spoken to her. “Oh no, not you too!” Michelle said as she stepped forward and gave Mary a big hug.

After a long embrace they pulled apart, “Maria, this is Mary. Mary this is…”

“A milk doll,” Mary said, her eyes locked on Maria’s breasts.

“I am not! Why does everyone keep saying that?!?!” Maria said.

“She doesn't mean it that way,” Michelle said. “Mary was a milk doll until we…” Michelle stopped, noticing the woman at the reception desk listening to them talk.

“Let’s go in,” Mary said. “I’m not the only one screwed up around here.”

“Yeah, what’s happening?” Michelle asked as they walked down the hall.

“You first, now you’re pregnant?” Mary asked.

“Well so are you.” Michelle pointed out. “Besides, it’s not just me. Lisa and Mandy and Candy are too. We thought it was bad anchovies at first but you know how that turned out.”

Mary laughed nervously. “I don’t know how I’m gonna explain this to my dad.”

“You can just tell him,” Michelle suggested, rubbing her belly, “Steve is really cool.”

“Maybe to you,” Mary said, “to me he’s just my Dad.” Mary gave Michelle a good once-over. Did you start with the pregnancy thing three days ago?” Mary asked, as if trying to beat around the bush.

“No, just two days… why?” Michelle sounded confused.

“It’s just… you’re so much bigger than me that I thought…”

Michelle’s smile dropped away, “Sooo, what was so important that we come here to look around.”

“Maybe we should just look in through the windows in the door…” Mary said.

“We’re allowed in,” Maria replied, and stepped up to the door to the common room, pushing the door open,”

Michelle and Mary looked through the doorway into the common room. 

“Shit,” Maria said, eyeing the girls as they sat around the room.

While there were several normal looking girls and a few pregnant girls the most plentiful occupants were the very busty girls. At least a dozen girls sat around the room as they watched television or read books but they were all obviously uncomfortable and it wasn’t a great stretch to see why. Each of the girls had huge breasts. Not anywhere near the milk doll range, but any one of them certainly could list their occupation as ‘stripper’ on their nametags without any questions being raised. The girls in the common room had left the lower end of the alphabet behind, their bust lines in the mid forties. None of them seemed accustomed to the size and weight and even if they had managed to look comfortable their clothing made it obvious that they had grown to this size both rapidly and recently.

They wore crop tops, tube tops, belly shirts and t-shirts, but they all had one thing in common. Their tops were all way too small. The girls continuously adjusted their tops, trying to make them cover more and fit more comfortably, but due to the tightness of the cloth it was a losing battle.

“Damn,” Maria said, “Now I see what you mean. What are we gonna do?”

After a moment Maria turned around, “Hello?”

Michelle and Mary stood in the doorway, not having moved a step since they caught sight of the busty girls, their eyes wide, their mouths agape.

“Come on,” Maria said as she walked between Michelle and Mary, hooking her arms in theirs and pulling them along after her as she stepped out of the room.

“What are you doing?” Mary asked.

“Making sure no one has to clean up huge puddles of drool from the carpet.”

“Oh please! “Michelle said.

“Come on, let’s get out of here,” Maria said.

“Maybe we should take them with us.” Mary said.

“That way we can take care of them if they get too big,” Michelle replied.

“Are those bellies destroying your brains or do you just think I’m that stupid?” Maria said while she looked at them, eyebrows raised. “They’re staying here. Geez, you two have it bad.”

Maria turned and walked around the corner and headed back toward the reception desk when she walked straight into a man’s chest. Before she even looked up she shouted “Man on the floor!”

“It’s only nine twenty Maria. The dorms are still open for visitors,” the man said.

He looked to be in his mid to late forties, his light brown hair tinged with grey. He was tall and gangly, looking like Norman Rockwell’s idea of an all-American uncle. He even wore a sweater-vest with a tie.

“Max!” Maria said and gave him a big hug. “How are you?”

Max stepped back from her after their hug and looked her over, “I think the question is how are you?” he asked, the concern in his voice evident.

Maria sighed, “It's a long story.” 

“I’d imagine. Definitely a big story anyway,” he said and smiled slightly. “Who are your two frien… Mary???” he asked and turned towards Mary.

“Hi,” Mary said as she blushed. She adjusted her top, trying to hide her swollen middle from Max.

“If you ever need anyone to talk to you know we have excellent counseling services…” Max said and placed his hand on Mary’s shoulder and squeezed lightly, then looked over to Michelle, “And it’s never too late to get into our pre-natal classes, no matter how soon you’re due.”

Michelle sighed and rolled her eyes. “I have to get down to the common room… but just call and leave a message at the store when you’ll be back. Take as much time as you need.” Max said to Maria as he obviously eyed her bust. “And if it's a medical problem… just let me know… I’m sure we can arrange something.”

“Thanks Max.” Maria smiled.

“And I’m not leaving you two out. Feel free to stop by and stay as long as you like. I have some pull with the management, so whatever you need, if we can provide it, it’s yours.”

“Max runs this place,” Maria added, smiling along with Max at his little joke.

“Um… yeah. I think we better go…” Mary said.

“Yeah… good idea. Nice meeting you Max.” Michelle said.

“Excellent meeting you as well,” Max said, taking Michelle’s tiny hands in his own warm, dry hands. “Just remember, whatever you need, I’m here to help.”

“Yeahhh,” Michelle said, “I’ll keep that in mind.”

Chapter 7

Meanwhile Lisa, Mandy, Candy and Amber were at Harborplace, approaching the vintage clothing shop.

“So why do we have to come here?” Lisa asked.

“This is where her presence will be the strongest. She left our world in the shop, it is the easiest place to make her return.” Amber replied.

“I still don’t like the sound of this,” Lisa said.

“Nor do I,” Amber said, “but Mandy and Candy are right, this may be the only way to find out what is going on.”

“Besides, it’s not like we’re gonna reincarnate her or re-corporialize her…” Mandy said.

“Re-corporialize?” Candy smirked, holding out her hand.

Mandy sighed and handed Candy a quarter. “It’s not like we’re gonna make her solid. She’s still gonna be a ghost or spirit or whatever. We’ll just be able to see and hear her.”

“I still don’t like the sound of this,” Lisa said as they walked up to the front door to the shop. “How’s this supposed to work anyway.”

Amber considered for a moment, “The recently deceased take time to get to their final destination. We can interrupt that trip and open a doorway between that shadow realm and the living world. The mirrored circle I use will act as a portal. Then, after she has told us what we need to know Allison must be dispelled and the doorway sealed.”

“Or…” Lisa said.

“Or it’s going to be a really bad day.” Amber replied.

“Well, we could just go back home,” Mandy said, unlocking the door.

“Sit around,” Candy said running her hands across her rounded middle, “rubbing our bellies. Waiting for this,”

“To become this,” Mandy finished, holding her hands in front of her as if holding an imaginary beach ball.”

“Okay. I got it, I got it… where do we start?” Lisa asked.

“Where was Allison when she passed?” Amber asked as she unpacked some items from her bag onto the counter.

“Right over there,” Mandy and Candy said, pointing to the same spot on the floor.

Amber looked around, first at the floor then at the surrounding clothing racks before pushing the racks out of the way, clearing an eight foot circle around the spot Mandy and Candy had pointed to.

Amber placed a mirror about the size of a serving tray on the floor at the spot where Allison had turned to dust just days before, pulled out a large piece of chalk and began drawing the outline of a large “X” on the floor, the mirror at it’s center. Then Amber bent down and drew a large circle on the floor, just meeting the edges of the cross within. She carefully worked her way around the edge, careful not to lift the chalk until she made her way back to the beginning.

Amber stood up and went back to her satchel on the counter. “It’s time. Everyone stand around the chalk outline but don’t break the circle.” Amber admonished, pulling a large gold chalice from her bag. “Whatever you see or hear do not interrupt or interfere and whatever happens do not break the circle. You understand?” Amber asked, looking from one girl to the next, waiting for each to acknowledge her before moving to the next.

The girls all stepped up to the circle as Amber raised the chalice in the air. She looked around at each girl one last time before she looked up at the chalice. “In our time of need we bade thee, Allison, to cross the great divide.”

Lisa looked questioningly between Mandy and Candy. “That’s it?” she whispered.

“Shhh!” Mandy and Candy replied, rolling their eyes.

It started small. A few tiny motes of dust swirled on the floor, picking up speed as they began to spin around the mirror. Within moments a huge torrent of dust was swirling over the mirror like a miniature tornado, bits of it joining together as the whirlwind contracted into large pieces of smoldering ash. As the inner core of smoke and dust began to concentrate into a semi-human shape more dust began to be sucked into the whirlwind, making up a secondary layer of smoke-like miasma around the now forming shape of a skeleton, its head thrown back as if screaming.

“We beseech thee, grant us communion with those departed,” Amber said, “Throw open the gates.”


The charring of the skeleton retreated as it appeared to un-burn, the burning embers returning to the color of clean bone even as layers of burning dust began coating the bones, in only minutes looking like the figure of a woman made of ash. The figure began to writhe in pain, doubling over and reaching out, as if trying to grab onto something for support as white light began to glow through it’s ashen surface, slowly fading as the light moved away from her now pristine white skin, now emerging only from her wide-open eyes and mouth. The last of the dust caught fire as it swirled around Allison and formed into the same clothes she had been wearing when she died just a few nights before, a belly shirt, shorts and flats, now all in a pristine white rather than their originally multicolored hues. Allison stood over the mirror in the middle of the circle, looking around unsteadily, dazed, confused and very not pregnant.

“Oh… my… God…” Lisa said, staring at Allison. Allison spun around, trying to focus on Lisa, then looked around the room, as if trying to figure out what was going on.

“Allison, we have some questions for you,” Amber said, lowering the chalice from above her head.

Allison turned to Amber and pulled herself upright, “You! You did this to me!” Allison yelled, stepping toward Allison, held in place by some unseen force.

“Answer our questions and we will hold you here no longer.” Amber said as lightning jumped from Allison’s hands, dancing across the inside of an invisible sphere that made up the true border of the circle.

“This isn’t going to work,” Amber said stress apparent in her voice as the lightning began to inch out through the sphere, licking at the chalice in her hands. As she spoke the lightning wrapped around Amber. She shook as if being electrocuted, barely able to remain standing. The lighting ebbed and waxed and in one of the brief moments of respite Amber threw the chalice through the lightning at the center of the circle. Allison screamed in pain as the chalice struck the mirror, shattering it into hundreds of fragments. Allison switched off like a light, followed quickly by the lightning storm. Amber collapsed onto the floor, breathing heavily.

“I told you this was a bad idea,” Candy said as she rushed over to Amber’s side.

“Are you alright,” Lisa added as she crossed the defunct circle and joined Mandy as Candy helped Amber to her feet.

“I’ll be fine,” Amber said, rubbing her temple, “but I don’t think Allison is going to tell us anything. Not now, not ever.”


“I could have told you that,” Lisa said. “So what now?”

“Well, we don’t know who’s doing this to us and we don’t have any clues. We can’t use holy water to purge ourselves if the Mother of the Apocalypse that did this is still alive and we don’t even know who she is, much less where.” Mandy said.

“So you’re saying…” Lisa said before Candy interrupted her.

“She’s saying we’re totally fucked.”

Chapter 8

It was nearly two thirty the next afternoon when Michelle awoke. After returning from the shelter with Mary and Marie they had waited up for the other girls to return from the store. After a disappointing explanation of what happened with Allison, Amber and the lighting, well, no one felt much like talking after that. Given how tired they all were anyway then decided to call it a night.

Michelle’s eyes fluttered open then slammed shut as bright sunlight shone into her barely open eyes and she tried to twist and roll over, away from the light. She failed. Michelle sighed and braced her hands against the mattress and tried to push herself upright. She failed. Now this is just getting stupid, she thought as she swept away the sheets with one hand while swinging her feet over the edge of the bed. She teetered for a moment, the mass of her legs being almost, but not quite, enough to pull her now massive upper body upright.

‘Massive’ was certainly the right word. Michelle’s belly had grown overnight, now the size of a beach ball, but that hardly described how it looked or felt to Michelle. She was shocked at the massive size of her middle. While not as large as Allison’s belly, it was certainly very large. Her belly forced her knees apart, sitting heavily on the inner curve her outwardly thrust thighs. She raised her hands to her belly but stopped just short of touching it, as if afraid, as if touching it would somehow make it even more real.

Michelle’s tan was uninterrupted, her golden brown tan stretching across her amazingly tight belly. Her skin shone in the bright afternoon light, as if her belly had been polished to a high shine. With great trepidation she allowed her fingers to gently caress the sides of her belly, inching up the taut skin toward her belly button. There the skin seemed to become thicker and rubbery but looser. Then she reached her outthrust belly button. Tears dripped off her chin as she toyed with it, pushing it right and left then pushed it in and watched it pop back out again.

She slid her hands upward to her hugely swollen breasts. They were large and full and while offering no comparison to the milk dolls they certainly seemed larger than any Michelle had ever seen. They fell heavily to either side of her belly, hanging large and round, not just beyond a handful but each well beyond two of Michelle’s handfuls. Her nipples and areola, while not huge, were certainly much larger than before, now a deep chocolate brown.

Michelle wiped at her eyes and tried to stand up but barely managed to lift her butt off the mattress. She sighed and began rocking back and forth, slowly building up momentum until she rocked forward, sliding off the bed onto the balls of her feet, stumbling forward until she caught herself and straightened up. She stopped for a moment and caught her breath before she looked around for her clothes. She stepped forward toward the chair but stopped suddenly, swinging her leg back and forth. It took her a moment to figure out what was wrong before she slid her feet apart and felt her belly settle down into her pelvis. She tried walking over to the chair again, waddling heavily, her belly and breasts wobbling as she went. I better not wind up having to get used to this shit, she though as she reached the chair and tried to grab her shirt and shorts off the seat but they were too low to reach without bending over. Okay, this is gonna take some thought…
***

Michelle struggled down the stairway, unsure of just how anyone with this much weight in front of them was supposed to make their way down steps they couldn’t even see. Her shorts barely fit at all now, stretched across her butt as if they were painted on. The zipper couldn’t go up, there was just too much belly riding too low for that, but the pressure from within was more than enough to keep her shorts up. Her top, however, was another story. Although it fit fine across her shoulders, by the time it got down over her breasts she was lucky if it managed to cover her oversized breasts and wrap under them a bit,, and that’s before it started to ride up. When it did it revealed at least an inch of the lower curves of her breasts before she tugged it back into place.

Before she was even halfway down the stairs she heard the other girls. Heard them gasping, that is.

“Oh my God, Michelle! What happened to you?” Lisa said.

“Milk, it does a body good,” Mandy said.

“Shut up!” Michelle said.

Michelle tried to look past her belly and boobs to see them but they were still too far below her and her view too obstructed to see them.

Michelle eventually reached the bottom of the stairs and looked around the room, boggled as she looked from one girl to the next, “Hey! Why are you all so small???”

“More like why are you so big,” Mandy said. 

“Hey!” Michelle replied. It wasn’t like she could really argue with them. The other girls were bigger than the night before, sure, but they looked maybe eight months pregnant, small compared to Michelle’s size.

“You asked.” Candy said.

“You have anything to eat?” Michelle asked.

“Don’t you mean drink,” Mandy said.

“Lay off her,” Lisa said. There’s probably something in the kitch… Wait, your stomach’s not upset?”

“No, why? I feel fine. Just thirsty.”

“Cause none of us can stomach anything. Well, there’s probably one thing we could drink but we’re not finding out.” Mandy said.

“It’s just cow’s milk. Its not like I’m sucking on some girl’s boob,” Michelle said, waddling into the kitchen and almost ran into Marie, sitting at the breakfast bar, her breasts spread out across the table in front of her.

If there had been any doubt she was a milk doll before there certainly was no doubt now. Each of her breasts was larger than a basketball, firm and round despite their size. They stood proudly on the table, her top stretched tightly over the top two-thirds of her breasts. The full lower bare curves resting on the table, the upper curves almost as high as her chin.

“Shit,” Michelle said, staring open-mouthed at Marie’s chest.

“Don’t you start now too. I am NOT A MILK DOLL!” Marie said and then swiveled in her chair to face Michelle, her breasts tumbling awkwardly into her lap.

“God, you’re huge!” Marie exclaimed, trying to keep her breasts from falling off her lap.

“Like you have room to talk,” Michelle added, looking Marie over, not even realizing she was licking her lips.

“Shut up.” Marie said, trying to turn back to the table, her breasts in the way.

“So what’s the plan?” Michelle asked as she opened the fridge and pulled out a gallon jug of milk. 

“What do you mean?” Marie said as she tried to wrestle her breasts up onto the table, failing miserably. As soon as she got one breast back onto the table and tried to lift the other back up the first would slide back off the table and fall into her lap.

“You know. The plan. Where we go kick butt,” Michelle began, pouring a glass of milk and adding spoon after spoon of sugar to her glass.

“Oh, that plan.” Marie said. “We don’t have one.”

“What?” Michelle said and put the glass of milk in the microwave.

“There… is… no… plan…” Marie said, staring sadly at Michelle as the buzzer on the microwave sounded before she began wrestling with her breasts again.

Michelle opened the microwave and sucked back a deep draw from her glass before waddling as quickly as she could into the living room. “Why is Marie saying we don’t have a plan?”

“Sit down.” Lisa said as Michelle downed half the glass of warm milk.

“If I sit down I’m pretty sure I’m not gonna be able to get up again,” Michelle said, looking down over the vastness of her belly, both hands pushed into the small of her back to try to support the weight.

“That’s kinda the idea,” Lisa said sadly.

“We don’t have a plan,” Mandy said.

“And we’re out of ideas, Candy added.

“So, what? You’re just gonna sit around here and do nothing.” Michelle said.

“We can barely walk,” Mandy and Candy replied.

“That’s just an excuse. I’m getting around fine and…” Michelle began, “Anyway, what’s wrong with you all anyway? You look half dead.”

“Better question is ‘What’s right with you?’ We’re all starving here but you seem fine.”

“I dunno, but I feel okay,” Michelle said and placed one hand on either side of her belly before rocking back and forth on the balls of her feet, causing her belly to bounce up and down heavily in her hands, “aside from this goddamned huge belly anyway. So if I can do it you can too.”

“Do what?” Candy asked.

“I don’t know, something besides just sitting around here,” Michelle replied. “I’m going back to the store.”

“Why? The whole resurrection thing was a bust,” Mandy said.

“I know but… something just seems wrong about it.”

“Like what?” Candy asked.

“If I knew that I wouldn’t need to go take a look,” Michelle said, “but maybe if I look around I’ll figure it out. Any of you coming?”

The girls looked at each other skeptically before shaking their heads. “Fine, Maria and I will go alone. Maria! Come on, we’re going down to the vintage shop.”

“Thank God,” Maria said, wobbling out of the kitchen, She hands were trying to steady her boobs as she walked, but it was a losing proposition, they leaped and bounced against each other, as if alive, slowly working their way further and further out of her top. “ I seriously need a new top.”

“We aren’t going shopping!” Michelle replied, “We’re going to see if there’s anything weird about what went on last night.”

“You mean besides raising the dead?” Maria mused. “If we’re not gonna go shopping I’m not going. I need to cover these damn things up,” she added, still wrestling with her breasts.

“If we don’t get this straightened out you won’t need a top. You’ll just sit around all day with Mandy and Candy sucking on your boobs.”

“Hey!” Mandy and Candy said.

“Ewwww,” Maria replied. “You’re sick, all of you and your weird ass boob sucking fetish thing. If you’re going out at least take Mary with you.”

“Where? I didn’t see her.” Michelle replied.

“Uh, standing in the corner in the kitchen, staring at my boobs for like the last three hours.” Maria added.

“Mary?” Michelle asked, peeking into the kitchen. Sure enough, tucked into the corner was Mary, as pregnant as the three other girls, eyes only half open, licking her lips, drool running from the corner of her mouth. “Mary, snap out of it… Coming with me?”

Mary ignored her and continued staring at Maria through the kitchen doorway.

“Fine. I’m going. See you later,” Michelle sighed and waddled to the front door.

“You’re gonna need the keys,” Mandy said. “Hook next to the door, green key ring.”

“Mandy!” Candy called out, confused.

“What’s she gonna do, burn the place down. Besides, maybe she’s right.” Mandy shrugged. Mandy turned to Michelle, “Bring back some big tops and, uh… get some shorts for yourself that leave a little something to the imagination.”

“Ha, ha, ha,” Michelle replied. As she waddled down the front steps, keys in hand before slamming the door behind her.

Chapter 9

In the end it took Michelle almost two hours to make the half-hour trip to the Harbor. Between the weight she had gained and the overall discomfort of her new, large self it took at least twice as long to get anywhere not even taking into account the long stops she had to rest along the way.

Waddling around like this, wearing nothing but a belly shirt and way too short short-shorts and the mega-belly of doom really gives you a different perspective on the town, Michelle thought. She was quick to notice there were three types of people around town. First were the gawkers. From as far as thirty or forty feet away they’d stop and stare, some whispering to their companions to look, other’s not bothering to whisper, some even rude enough to point. But they all paled in comparison to the teenage boy gawkers. They’d snicker and point and then make fun of how big Michelle was right to her face weather they were with their parents or not.

Then came the pregnant teens, the normal ones. In some ways they were worse than the gawkers. They stared too, but with this sad expression on their faces that seemed to say both ‘You poor thing!’ and ‘Thank God I didn’t get so huge!’ at the same time. The worst were the ones that wanted to talk. They’d waddle up Michelle, calling out to her to attract her attention so she’d slow down a bit, making it easier to catch up to her. When they finally did catch up they’d almost always stand so close that with even the slightest movement their belly would bump into Michelle’s belly.

My belly, Michelle thought, that still seems like such a weird thought.
The pregnant teens would make small talk about when Michelle is due, what the sex of the baby is so on, some even having the nerve to put their hand on her belly. You’d think they, of all people, would know that bellies are a no-ask, no-touch zone. All of this in an effort to get her to divulge just why she was so enormous. Sigh.
Then there were the scared ones. You could see it in their eyes. They knew who, if not what, the Mothers of the Apocalypse were and had developed a very healthy respect for them. These folks would look at Michelle, but only for long enough to register how large her belly was and how she was dressed, then looked away, as if afraid she might see them looking. When one young saleswoman thought Michelle had seen her looking and was coming to talk to her she fled, abandoning her pushcart full of merchandise. Screw living forever and all that. Just look at someone and they run? That’s power.
***

Michelle put the key in the door at the clothing store and turned, before she pulled on the handle. The door opened about a half inch before hitting Michelle’s belly and bouncing back, pulling the handle right out of her fingers. Michelle sighed and grabbed the door handle again and was about to pull the door open when she considered for a moment, looking down over the massive curves of her breasts and belly, trying to see past the horizon of her middle. She stepped backwards slowly, pulling the door with her until the door was open far enough for her to enter.

Michelle reached for the light switch as she entered but found nothing but a smooth wall next to the door. Stupid, Michelle thought, stores don’t have their light switches out in the store. She looked around the darkened store, waddling slowly and carefully though the very narrow aisle. Michelle looked back over her shoulder, having caught sight of something out of the corner of her eye, She dismissed it and continued on, her belly brushing against the racks of clothes as she moved past them. As she passed another of the chrome fixtures a glint of light reflected off it, startling Michelle. She tried to wrap her arms around herself, to cross her arms and warm herself, but her breasts and belly conspired to block her attempt at self-comfort.

Michelle looked around, growing more and more disconcerted as she spotted movement among the shadows of the room. Little glints of light reflecting off shiny, mirrored surfaces, seen out of the corner of her eye. She spun around, off balance due to the massive weight she carried in her belly, trying to catch a glimpse of what her mind told her must be reflected in the glints of light flashing in the reflections around the room. She tried to reverse herself in mid turn and while the rest of her body twisted one way, her belly and breasts went the other and she tumbled to the ground, landing heavily on her side.

Michelle caught her breath, looking around wildly for the something that wasn’t there. She closed her eyes and rubbed them for a moment, then slowly, very slowly, worked her way to her feet. She shook her head, clearing her mind, before looking around the room again, this time trying to ignore what should be creating the reflections and instead focusing on the reflections themselves. Whatever it was seemed to be heading toward the back of the store, toward the dressing rooms. Michelle waddled back to the rear of the store, passing the flickering shadows, heading to their obvious destination, the three full-length mirrors angled together attached to the back wall. 

Michelle stepped up to the mirrors, seeing herself in reflection for the first time since she’d begun to change. She was shocked at her appearance, the size, the obvious weight, the toll it was taking on her body evident in her stance, posture, even her expression. She was even more shocked when she noticed Allison standing behind her. Michelle spun around, barely keeping herself upright as she regained her balance and looked at the spot where Allison should have been standing, but the room was empty. She looked back over her shoulder, at the reflection where she could see Allison walking closer. She turned back to the room, squinting, looking for any hint of what was going on when, behind her, Allison stepped through the mirror. Her footsteps were nearly silent but something alerted Michelle. She froze, the hairs on the back of her neck standing up. She closed her eyes, a tear squeezing out before she slowly began to turn her head to look back over her shoulder.

Allison reached out, and placed her hand on Michelle’s shoulder as the front door to the shop opened and a bright flashlight shone in both Michelle and Allison’s faces. Then everything went black.

Chapter 10

By five o’clock everyone at the house was beginning to wonder what was keeping Michelle and by seven that concern had moved up to a full worry. They tried calling the store but no one answered the phone any of the times they called. Lisa suggested going to look for Michelle, but even just searching between the house and the store, the foot and public transit routes, would probably take hours on bikes and none of the girls could even imagine riding a bike right now. So when the doorbell rang at almost eight thirty the girls were more relieved than concerned.

Mandy slowly pushed herself off the sofa, taking a minute or two to get to her feet and another to get her balance. By then the doorbell had rung a second and third time then they gave up on the doorbell and began franticly knocking. Mandy waddled over to the door as Candy got to her feet and Mary began to waddle out of the kitchen.

“Is it Michelle,” Mary asked.

“Hold on,” Mandy replied and unchained the door, opened the deadbolt and threw the door open. “It’s about time you…” Mandy stopped short, confused. It was one of Amber’s girls. The other three were standing beside the open door to a taxi parked at the curb but it took a moment for it to register who they were, because it was far more obvious that all four girls were milk dolls, at least as large as Marie had been six hours before.

“We need money for the taxi,” the girl said, desperately trying to support her massive breasts and remain standing upright at the same time. It was a losing proposition. 

“What the…” Mandy replied.

“He’s not gonna let Michelle out if we don’t pay the fare,” the girl said.

“Hold on,” Mandy said, “Candy, could you…”

“Grab your wallet from your purse in the kitchen?” Candy finished, handing Mandy her wallet.

“Thanks,” Mandy said as she waddled down the front steps to the cab.

“Eighteen fifty,” the cabbie growled.

“Isn’t that a lot from the Inner Harbor?” Mandy asked, handing him the cash. 

“Inner Harbor? We didn’t come from no Inner Harbor,” he replied and handed her some change and rolled up his window.

“Now what’s going on here….” Mandy began but quickly stopped as she saw the four dolls pulling a girl out of the back seat of the cab by her ankles.

“What the hell?” she said as she watched them inch her slowly to the doorway, then paused for a moment as two of the girls remained by the door and reached in, grabbing her arms while the other two grabbed at her legs.

“Oh shit,” Candy exclaimed from the doorway.

“Christ,” Mandy said.

“Shut up!” Michelle exclaimed from the back seat of the cab.

As the girls continued to pull Michelle’s belly slowly slid into view. During the last six hours somehow Michelle had managed to grow larger again, now easily larger than Allison was. So large in fact that Michelle didn’t seem to be able to get up on her own. Once her belly was out of the cab all four girls grabbed Michelle’s arms and pulled, forcing her upright, allowing her now milk doll sized breasts to pour out over either side of her belly, her top unable to restrain the massive leaky basketball sized orbs.

If Michelle could still walk on her own she showed no inclination to do so as the four girls got beneath Michelle’s arms and slowly, carefully and with much boob-mashing half carried Michelle to the stairs. From the front door Candy’s view was remarkable, the five girl’s breasts forming a huge version of the executive desk toy with the metal balls. As they walked you could see each girls breasts move to the left slightly before the left most milk doll’s boob bounced away from the pack and returned, shifting them all to the right. It was fascinating to watch, especially for Candy, who had now decided she was the thirstiest girl in the world as she stared at the heavy fullness of their breasts and their huge nipples.

The girls carried Michelle in, past Candy and into the living room where the other girls quickly cleared a love seat just for her.

“Geez,” Mary said.

“Wow,” Lisa said, “That’s gotta suck”

“That's pretty amazing,” Mandy said.

“Shut up!” Michelle said as the four milk dolls settled in around her, two rubbing her feet and one to either side of her rubbing her belly. “You think you can get them off me or something,” Michelle said, obviously both tired and annoyed.

“We tried that with me, remember?” Lisa said. “Remember how that went?”

“Yeah,” Michelle said, obviously irritated, “But I had no idea…”

“It felt so good? Yeah, I know. It’s like your brain starts screaming ‘Ewwww, lesbian thing’ but it’s not really like that.”

“Ewwww!” the four milk dolls said simultaneously, “We’re not lesbians,” one volunteered, “I keep trying to stop but I just can’t.”

“You didn’t hypno-voice them?” Mandy said.

“NO! They were at it when I woke up…” Michelle said, looking down, trying to assess the damage. “Shit. I grew a lot, didn't I?”

“That’s putting it mildly,” Mandy replied.

Michelle reached out, trying to reach around the fullest part of her belly to her belly button. Her fingertips barely brushed the outstretched nub, even after she stretched. Michelle gave up on her belly and ran her hands up under her breasts, attempting to lift them from below, but their weight and size was far too much for her petite hands. She looked up at the other girls, moon eyed before looking down at her body again and burst into tears.

“Don't worry, it’s going to be all right,” Lisa said, putting her hand on Michelle’s shoulder.

“All right? I can’t even walk! God-damn! How did Allison get around with all this…”

“Well she didn’t have ‘all that’ for one thing.” Mandy replied.

“Yeah, it’s bad enough being pregnant but what’s with the milk doll boobs?” Mary asked.

“God, I don’t know,” Michelle said, looking down, “They’re so heavy and achy…”

“You think yours are achy? Try having them filled with so much milk you think they’re gonna pop and having to beg some girl to suck it out.” Mary said.

Michelle blinked. “Uh, I’ll pass.”

“Okay, so spill. What happened?” Candy asked.

“I don’t know. After I saw Allison I passed out.” Michelle said.

“Hello, important information,” Mary said.

“You saw Allison?” Lisa asked. 

“Yeah, just before I got knocked out.” Michelle said, her voice getting quieter as she spoke until she fell silent, her hands feeling her newly enlarged form as she ran her hands down over her hugely swollen breasts and belly.

“Uh, Michelle?” Mandy said, but Michelle seemed a million miles away.

Lisa put her hand on Mandy’s shoulder, “Lets just leave her alone.

“But she was right, we can’t just sit around here doing nothing.” Mandy said.

“You want to end up like her?” Mary said in a loud whisper.

“Uh, I think she can hear you since she’s only three feet away.” Mandy said.

“Besides, if we do nothing we’re all gonna look like her tomorrow.”

“So what do you suggest?” Lisa said, now beginning to rub her own belly.

“Lets go have a talk with that Max guy. He just seemed too perfect,” Candy suggested.

“Too nice and assured. Way suspicious.” Mandy added.

“Even if it doesn't help at least its better than sitting around here,” Lisa said.

“Lets get Michelle up to bed and we’ll get going.” Candy said.

“Bed? It’s only like nine.” Michelle said, obviously starting to groove on the milk dolls massage techniques.

“Yeah, but we’re not gonna be back for hours. You might as well be comfortable,” Mandy said.

“Fine, whatever,” Michelle said quietly, her head lolling to one side.

“Okay, she’s down for the count.” Mary said, waving her hand in front of Michelle’s vacant eyes as they slowly fell closed.

“Fine. Lets get her upstairs and get going. Its not gonna be a quick trip down to the center.” Lisa said.

Chapter 11

The girls had much better luck getting to the homeless shelter than Michelle had getting to the Harbor. One bus ride and ten minutes of very slow, very awkward walking and they were there.

“We made really good time,” Lisa said, checking the clock as they walked in.

“Where are we headed,” Mandy said.

“This way,” Mary replied and crossed the lobby. The woman at the desk glanced at the four very pregnant girls and started to call out to them as she lifted the visitor log, when she got a good look at them. Her face blanched and she dropped the log to the desk before waving them though the entrance.

They waddled down the corridors in silence, perplexed by how the people they encountered reacted to them. People all but dove out of their way, as if desperate not to either get in their way or attract attention. Just the looks the shelter resident’s faces told them everything they needed to know. 

“Looks like we’re in the right place,” Lisa said quietly to the other girls. “Where’s Max’s office?”

“Just up ahead and to the right,” Mary said.

“Thank God,” Mandy said.

“I think my feet are gonna fall off,” Candy continued as they walked up to the door.

“Okay,” Lisa whispered as she leaned toward Mandy and Candy. Mary leaned in as well until they all stood in a tiny circle, their bellies pushed together. “We got one chance at this. We’ve got to…”

“Ladies,” Max said through the now open doorway.

Lisa spun around as fast as she was able, which admittedly wasn’t very fast.

“Max… we have to talk.” Lisa replied

“Of course, why don’t we all come inside where it’s a bit more private.” Max smiled thinly.

The girls waddled into the office, slowly passing Max until Mary brought up the rear.

“Why Mary, I never expected to see you here, not like this…” 

“Shut up!” Mary said as she tugged on her top as if trying to get it to cover a bit more of her belly than it could as Max gave her an odd look.

“So, what can I do for you girls.” Max said as he sat down at his desk.

“You know why we’re here,” Lisa bluffed.

“Of course,” Max replied. He took off his glasses and began to polish the lenses with a small grey cloth he pulled from his pocket. “I’m a bit surprised though,” Max said, holding his glasses in his hands as he slid his chair back and got to his feet. “I didn’t expect to see you so soon.”

“You didn’t?” Candy replied.

“Not at all. Everything has been one hundred percent according to plan so far. It seems such a shame to spoil it now,” Max said with a faux pout.

“So exactly what are you planning on doing to…” Lisa began but stopped speaking when Max tossed a thick envelope across the desk, landing just in front of her

“You can count it, It’s all there,” Max said as Lisa picked up the envelope and thumbed through the contents. “There must be like three thousand dollars here.” Lisa said, now becoming confused.

“Twenty five hundred. But I didn’t know about you four as well. Perhaps we can come to some sort of a new arrangement. When I agreed to pay five hundred dollars a month to for each member of your little club to ‘protect’ me I had no idea Allison intended to add four more…” Max paused for a moment, considering his words before he smiled, “little friends to the mix.” Max reached down to the humidor on the corner of his desk and removed a cigar. “I’m a man of means, but please, almost five thousand dollars a month? That’s a bit beyond even me,” Max said, clipping the end off the cigar. He raised it to his mouth and pulled a small box of stick matches from his pocket, carefully lighting the cigar. 

“I can understand, but that’s…” Lisa began, trying not to say anything substantial.

“not your problem.” Max replied, blowing a smoke ring. “Fine. Tuesday you’ll have the other two thousand. Will that be good for you?” Max asked.

Lisa just stared at him, hoping for a moment to think all this through.

Max cleared his throat, “I suppose you’re here to see how progress is coming along…” Max said, not asking them. “I’m still a bit surprised though. Allison always loves doing this part herself, the picking and choosing. Seeing which to keep and which to throw away.”

“Yeah Max, listen…” Lisa said, now beginning to get angry as she realized just how low a position Max occupied on the ladder.

Max held his hands just in front of his chest, palms forward. “Please, no need for unpleasantness.” Allison will tell you, I’ve always done whatever she’s asked with whatever she asked and to whom ever she asked,” he said and lowered his hands. “She needs young girls for her purposes,” Max paused for a long moment, “and I need them for mine. It all works out for both of us,” Max said with a dry smile.

“Come along, this way,” Max said as he walked past the girls and opened the office door, holding it for them, as if he expected them to follow. “This way.”

***

Michelle awoke slowly having drifted off to sleep in the serene bliss that the girl’s belly massage had afforded. She glanced around the darkened bedroom, barely able to see a thing, the only sounds the quiet, uncomfortable cooing coming from several girls around the room.

“Hello? Who’s there?” she said in the darkness.

“Michelle, is that you?” Maria said from somewhere across the room.

“Maria? Are you up?” Michelle replied

Suddenly Maria was right in front of Michelle. Beads of sweat danced across her fore head, her skin pale, her eyes exhausted. “Please… get it out… It won’t come out for me… and there’s so much… please… you have to help me… please!”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Michelle asked as the lamp next to one of the beds flickered to life.

Maria stood in front of Michelle, bent in half at the waist, her breasts dangling in front of Michelle’s belly. They were, in a word, enormous. The firm round ball shape had given way to a slightly pointy torpedo-like form, her areola swollen into a huge dark brown cap over the pointy-is end of each of her breasts. Her nipples stuck out long and firm, each close to an inch thick. Her hands gripped them as a farmer would as he tried to hand milk a cow. As Michelle watched Marie tugged at her nipples, stretching them slightly as her hands slid down their length. It was obvious how it felt. A quick look at Maria’s face told Michelle that, but her actions seemed fueled by a silent desperation as she continued trying to milk herself to no effect.

“Please… get it out…” Maria cried.

Now the other girls in the room began to awaken from their fitful sleep. Amber’s girls pulled themselves awkwardly from their beds, clinging desperately to each other and the bed frames, both to stop themselves from falling and to stop their seriously over-pressurized breasts from bumping into anything. The girls slowly began to converge on Michelle, first barely touching their obviously very full breasts with their fingertips, then tapping with their fingertips, finally working their way up to a sort of rhythmic thumping as they got closer to Michelle. When they saw Maria trying to milk herself they were so desperate for relief that they began trying to milk themselves as well. They had as little success as Maria did, but that didn’t stop the girls from approaching, their tiny hands squeezing and pulling their huge nipples. “Help me,” the girls each said, their voices overlapping and repeating each other, but their meaning was clear.

“Help us,” they said as they converged on Michelle, “You’re the only one that can help… please… you have to… suck it out… please… suck our boobs… drink our milk… please!”

“I gotta get out of here!” Michelle shouted, her own body beginning to get the better of her as her mouth began to water. She pushed herself up and forward with all her strength, almost knocking the five milk dolls down as she tried desperately to gain her balance as she nearly leapt to her feet. She turned her head and looked at the door as she tried to steady her massive breasts while her legs were still wobbling.

It was then that she heard what was quite possibly the worst sound she could imagine at that moment in time. 

The sound of the door being locked from the outside.

***

The girls waddled slowly down the hallway, Max only a few feet ahead of them. As they began to lag Max would slow down, allowing them to catch up before beginning to walk again, but even moving as slowly as he could his long legs made it very difficult for the girls to keep up, even at a very fast waddle.

They waddled through the snakelike corridors until they reached a stairwell and descended several floors before continuing on, now in the dank, musty underground levels. “I’m sorry about the smell. It’s just impossible to keep it dry down here, even with the dehumidifiers. Max opened a set of double doors and reached inside, flicking a light switch. “Hmmm, the light must be out. Just wait here. I’ll be right back.”

Max strode into the darkened room, his footsteps echoing as he crossed the twenty feet in darkness and opened a door at he opposite side of the room, casting a bridge of light across the darkness. Lisa looked back at Candy suspiciously and Candy waved her on. Lisa shrugged as she began crossing the room, the other girls following her lead. When they were about halfway across the lights snapped on in the room, momentarily blinding them. 

They squinted, trying to focus on Max as they adjusted to the light. It was only as they regained their composure that they realized just how screwed they were.

“Girls,” Max said, “I’d have to say you’ve not been totally forthcoming with me,” he said, walking slowly over to where the four girls stood clustered in the middle of the room like a wagon train, watching the other girls in the room.

There had to be thirty or forty girls in the room, or more accurately, milk dolls. Max strode over to Lisa and took the envelope from her hand. “I don’t think you’ll be needing this for the moment,” Max said and stepped away, walking to the nearest milk doll, sitting Indian-style on the floor, cradling her oversized breasts in her lap.

“These are the girls too far gone for even my little movies,” Max said, kneeling down and tapping the girl’s hugely swollen, throbbing nipple with his fingers. She cried out at even that mild touch. “At first they’re good for just general porn, then big breast porn, then for a short while I can use them for custom videos… but eventually… “ Max said, resting his hand on the girl’s massive boob, easily as big as both of Maria’s boobs put together, “Eventually they’re even too big for that… luckily I have a little arrangement going on here… One that works out great for both of us.”

“Both of you?” Mary said. “Both who?”

“I think he’s referring to me,” a woman’s voice said from behind them.

The girls spun around, their mouths falling open as their eyes landed on Amber as she stepped away from the now locked entrance doors.

“You thought you could kill my girls and you wouldn’t have to pay for it?” Amber said, walking toward them.

“But… but…” Mandy and Candy said. “But you taught us about the Mothers of the Apocalypse.

“Yes,” Amber said, “As a lightning rod for anyone who might come looking for someone to help them stamp out those bad little pregnant girls.” Amber continued walking toward them, slowly circling the little group of pregnant girls. “I never expected you’d actually manage to destroy out even one of my girls, much less my whole little coven. How resourceful of you.”

Amber walked up to Mandy and Candy, “But no good deed ever goes unpunished,” she said, running her fingertip across their bloated stomachs, flicking their belly buttons.

“Wait… your coven?” Lisa asked. “You’re like what, thirty-five-ish?” 

“You flatter me,” Amber said. “I’m seven hundred and twelve years old,” she replied, toying with a little charm on her necklace.

“How can that be? If you’re not one of them… what the hell are you???” Mary asked.

“But I am one of them,” Amber said and reached behind her neck, undoing the clasp on her necklace and allowing it to fall to the ground.

Reality seemed to warp and bend around Amber as they watched, her face growing younger as her waist grew thicker. Her legs seem to spread slightly as her belly grew, quickly filling all available space and then some, quickly swelling to the size Michelle was when they last saw her.

“Fuck Me!” Mandy and Candy said.

“Oh my God, you’re as big as Michelle!” Lisa said.

“I should hope she’s grown as big and strong as I am… what with all the human milk I’ve been feeding her.”

“What? She hasn’t had any milk from the milk dolls!” Lisa insisted.

“But she had a glass of the milk from the refrigerator at your home, didn’t she?” Amber smiled.

“Oh shit,” Lisa whispered, remembering Michelle’s late night Oreos and milk snack.

“Not to mention all the nice warm milk she was drinking at your house.” Amber said as she began waddling in a wide circle around the girls before she headed toward the crowd of milk dolls, carefully squatting in front of one of the girls before, with the milk doll’s help, guiding the poor girl’s massive breast to Amber’s lips, resting the oversize breast on her own oversized belly. “Just a second, all this talking is drying me out,” she said before sucking deeply, a moan of relief coming from the milk doll as she squeezed her breast, trying to get as much milk expressed while the getting was good. Reluctantly Amber released the girl’s breast, allowing gravity to pull the nipple from between her lips, allowing the still overfull boob to fall into the girl’s lap with a loud slap.

Amber pushed herself back to her feet as she began to speak, “Anyway, it’s been more than two hours since I locked Michelle in the bedroom with those five milk dolls. By now I suppose she’s had her fill and will be on her way to find us.”

As if on queue the doors the girls had entered through just minutes before shook as someone twisted the door handle from the outside. The noise stopped and for a long moment everyone watched the doors. A small spot next to the doorknob began to turn colors, first black as the paint burned off, then red and finally a glowing white. As the colors changed the small spot grew, at first just a dot, but soon taking on the definite shape of a small hand. The door blew off its hinges, flying through the air well away from the center of the room, but missing Max by just a few spare inches. 

The smoke hadn’t even cleared before Michelle waddled through the smoky doorway, making a beeline for Amber. “You fucking whore!”

Amber and Max smiled… then laughed as Michelle stepped into the room. Amber stopped laughing and turned to Max. “Max dear… go stop her.”

“What?” Max said, his eyes growing wide as he backed away from Amber. “No… I’ve.. I’ve done everything you asked….”

“Until now…” Amber said, her voice becoming deeper and more melodic. “Kill her Max. Kill Michelle.”

Mac turned, the terror on his face obvious as he walked toward Michelle, quickly stepping between Amber and her attacker. He closed the distance quickly, grabbing at Michelle’s arms. He snagged her left arm in his own much larger hand and twisted. Michelle only smiled as she twisted her arm in the opposite direction, pleased by the solid crunching sound that came from Max’s forearm. Michelle reached out and grabbed Max by the upper arm and lifted her other hand to his chest.

As Amber watched Michelle’s palm began to glow, first a very pale yellow, then white before a voice called out from the doors at the opposite side of the room.

“Michelle… Don’t! It’s not too late.”

Michelle twisted sideways, looking past Max as Amber and the other girls turned toward the opposite wall and toward the woman in her mid-thirties that stood there.

“Michelle… let him go,” June said, standing in front of the pried open doors to the room, a crowbar in one hand and a battery powered lantern in the other.

“Mom… “Michelle said, her expression momentarily softening before the fury returned to her eyes. “It’s too late for me Mom… but at least I can take out this bastard.”

“Michelle, listen very carefully… It’s not too late. It’s not… Just put the man down and step away.”

“But… I drank the milk… Like a gallon of it by now…”

“Did you know it was human milk?” June asked.

“No,” Michelle replied, her grip on Max’s arm loosening, “But what does that matter.”

“Finish him!” Amber screamed.

“It’s a world of difference.” June replied. “Everything you know about what’s happening to you… you learned it from the most evil and vile person you could have, Her worlds are all true but she speaks only lies.”

Michelle loosened her grip on Max even more, allowing him to fall at her feet, clutching is arm.

“She told you about the Mothers of the Apocalypse, and how they will birth the devil’s army at the time after time.” June began as Michelle began to cry.

“But she didn’t tell you they also birth the army of God. It all depends on what you do and what your intentions are. Do good and the being within becomes an angel, do evil and it becomes a demon.” June said.

“But it’s not too late… Once we take care of Amber we can reverse this… return you all to normal.” June continued. “All of you,” she said, looking into the crowd of milk dolls.

“So that wasn’t Allison attacking during the séance,” Michelle said.

Amber laughed, “You know, after Mandy and Candy suggested the séance I knew I needed find a way around it.. and what better way than to make it appear she was attacking us.”


“Any of her power would have been destroyed when she was dispelled,” June said. “All just part of the ruse.”

Amber began to clap slowly. “Bravo June, Bravo. You know, I never thought I’d see you again after you took off for Philly in the 80s.” Amber said, closing the gap.

“If I thought you’d still be here performing your parlor tricks I’d never have brought my girls here… but some people just don’t know when it’s time to go.”

“Maybe so,” Amber chuckled. “Now what? Unless you have some way to trick me into drinking holy water or putting the fear of God into me I think we’re done here… and I win.”

Michelle’s eyes lit up as if remembering something important. “Mom, toss me your purse!”

“What? Honey!” June replied.

“Just do it!” Michelle said, remembering the events back at the vintage clothing store.

As Amber began to waddle toward June she tossed her purse high into the air.

“Mom, you said you can still save me…I thought after I drank that milk I was damned” Michelle said as she caught the purse and dumped its contents into her cleavage and began digging through the mess.

“Of course honey,” June said as she backed away from Amber. “Demon or no, it can’t touch your soul. Your soul is like a tiny slice of God’s beauty. Nothing can change that.”

“That’s what I was hoping you’d say,” Michelle said as she pulled her mom’s compact from the mess as June backed into the wall. 

“Mom! TURN OUT THE LIGHTS!” Michelle called as she opened the compact.

“Now,” Michelle whispered into the tiny mirror.

June reached up and fumbled for a moment before the lights flickered out.

“Mom, Lantern!” Michelle yelled.

June twisted, and hit the button on the lantern, sending a blinding beam across the room toward Michelle… and straight at Allison, standing bathed in pure white light a few feet in front of Michelle’s mirror, her image reflected in everyone’s eyes.

“Amber,” Allison said, stepping towards the other end of the room, “It’s my turn now.”

Amber turned slowly, amazed by the sound of Allison’s voice until she looked at Allison head on, Allison’s glowing form reflected in Amber’s eyes.

Allison seemed to disappear, as she moved to the other side of the reflection in Amber’s eyes, moving in an instant from outside of Amber in the living world to inside Amber in the shadow realms, the purity of her soul burning away at the evil within Amber.

“You bitch,” Amber said as she turned toward Michelle, her palms beginning to glow.

Amber shook for a moment, grabbing her head before she fell backward, her skin glowing a pale orange, then red then quickly progressing to a white glow too brilliant to look at directly. Amber screamed as she exploded in a flurry of dust and light. Then she was gone.

Michelle turned toward the far end of the room, tears streaming down her cheeks as her mother ran to Lisa and, with her in hand, crossed the room to Michelle, wrapping themselves in a group hug. 

“Mom,” Michelle said, crying her eyes out as they hugged for a minute or two.

“Lets get back home… we have some work to do there…”

“What about all these girls,” Mandy and Candy said, looking around the room. 

“I don’t think you need to worry about them,” June said, noticing the girl’s were already milking themselves now that the magic had been broken. Some were barely leaking, some were squirting and some, the unluckiest of the girls, were gushing.

“I don’t think you’ll be needing this,” June said, taking the fat envelope of money from Max and picking up the necklace and charm from the floor.

“Bastard,” Mandy and Candy said, kicking Max in the groin as they passed.

“Come on girls, let’s get home,” June smiled as they headed for the exit.

Epilog

It was close to midnight before they managed to get everyone back to Michelle and June’s house. By that time of night most of the busses had stopped running and they had to rely on taxis and foot power. The girls were all exhausted, June included, but curiously not Michelle. It took a minute or so for each girl to fight her way up the three front steps to Michelle’s front door. The stairway was just a bit too steep to make the going easy not to mention their bellies a bit too wide to make it through the door easily.

“So, you can change us back, right?” Mandy said as she waddled slowly toward the kitchen. “I think I’m still getting bigger,” she added, looking down, one hand on either side of her belly.

“Just don’t go drinking anything out of the fridge and you’ll be fine,” June replied, still outside the house.

Candy wadded down the entrance hall slowing only as she came upon Mandy stopped in the hallway, “You gonna move or are you just gonna stand here staring at your belly all day.”

“Hey,” Mandy said, turning around, her oversized belly swinging around until it slapped heavily against Candy’s belly.

“Hey!” Candy called out as she backed up slightly before bouncing her belly into Mandy’s.

“Come on, this isn’t a time for games,” Michelle said as she wobbled up behind Mandy and Candy. The twins looked at each other for a moment before they turned to Michelle and smiled. “Bumper bellies!” they shouted and they pushed their bellies into Michelle’s, forcing her back, sending her falling to the floor laughing.

June smiled thinly as she watched the girls fooling around before turning and going through the dining room into the kitchen, clearing the way for Mary and Lisa to join the others. 

Mary came down the hall far too quickly, tripping over Michelle and falling into Mandy and Candy before sliding down to the floor.

“Whenever you’re ready girls,” June said, looking into the hallway.

“You know its weird,” Mandy said, one hand braced at the small of her back, the other rubbing her outsized belly, “but now that there’s no danger or anything…”

“This is kinda neat,” Candy continued, 

“Yeah,” Michelle said as she crawled along the floor toward Mandy and Candy, her belly and breasts pushed firmly into the carpet, “It’s kinda weird but I dunno, interesting too.  As long as we know we’re changing back,” Michelle said as she reached for one of Mandy’s ankles and looked to Mary who immediately got the idea. They each grabbed one of the twin’s ankles and pulled, sending Mandy and Candy down on top of the other girls.

Now all four girls were laying on the floor laughing and crying, eager to release the tension that had been building up over the last few days. Then they spotted Lisa standing several feet away.  As she saw their wide eyed, laughing, smiling faces she began to back away. “No way,” Lisa said and waddled into the living room. She quickly found herself trapped by the low furniture as the pile of very pregnant, very giggly girls rolled into the living room and pulled Lisa to the floor. Soon all five girls were laughing and playing, exploring the changes to their own and each others bodies before they changed back.

June stepped into the entrance hallway and called down the hall, “Girls… come on…time to get back to normal and get to bed…”

“Aww,” the girls said but despite their reluctance they began to pull themselves and each other back to their feet, for the first time appearing comfortable with how they were built now as they waddled into the kitchen, still kidding with each other, Mary patting her belly like a bongo drum.

 “Now girls, I know I’ve said this before,” June began as she poured five glasses of water from her canteen, “But you can come to me with any problem. Anything… and I’ll help. Okay?”

Lisa laughed, “Okay, okay… somehow I just didn’t think demonic pregnancy applied. I know better now.”

“Bottoms up,” she said, handing one glass to each of the girls, save Michelle. “Honey, could you come into the living room please?” June said, carrying Michelle’s glass of holy water.

“Yeah mom, uh… can this wait… I’m not really into deep philosophy right now… I just want to get rid of this,” Michelle said,  slapping her belly with a resounding thud, “and get to bed.”

“Mitch,” June began,,,

“Mom, you’re scaring me,” Michelle said, genuinely disturbed, “You never call me Mitch except..”

“I can’t change you back.”

Michelle stood there silently for a moment, then looked down at her massive belly and equally huge breasts and began to laugh, “Come on mom, enough with the joke. Make with the holy water.”

June handed Michelle the holy water and Michelle raised it to her lips. “I’m sorry Mitch,” June said as Michelle downed the water.

It felt to Michelle as if a Mack truck had slammed her into a wall. Every last bit of strength and resilience seemed to melt away as her legs buckled beneath her, her energy totally spent. 

Michelle looked down at herself, staring at her own massiveness…”What the fuck… Mom… What… No, no, no, no, no, no” Michelle muttered as June knelt down and rested Michelle’s head on her shoulder.

“It was too long,” June said, “and you drank too much of that milk. I purged the demonic energy from within you… but there’s a price… You’re one of the bearer’s of God’s army… but you’ve probably noticed how in every story you’ve ever read that evil gets all the superpowers while good just has to live with being good… “

Michelle nodded, sniffing as she ran her hands across her breasts, working her way over the huge puffy areola toward her nipples.

“Well, you are one of God’s chosen ones now… but all you really get to show for it is that belly… those boobs…. and life eternal until death.”

“Eternal life? Like this?????” Michelle said, lifting one of her boobs an inch off her belly, using all the strength in both her arms before it slipped from her hands, dropping onto her belly with a heavy slap. “I’d rather be dead! I can’t go through life like this!” Michelle cried. “How can I ever be seen in public…or go to school… or anything!”

June put her finger to Michelle’s lips as she reached into her pocket with the other hand, pulling out a small necklace with a charm. “It’s not much, but it worked well enough for Amber,” June said, helping to pull Michelle very slowly to her feet before putting the necklace around Michelle’s neck.

Michelle looked around, first down at her still bloated body, then to her unreasonably happy looking mother then back to her gigantically swollen belly. “This thing is broken or something,” Michelle said as she took a few tentative waddling steps.

“No it’s not. Look in the mirror.” June replied.

Michelle waddled into the stair hallway to the large mirror on the landing and watched in silence as her reflection walked slowly and smoothly toward the mirror, belly shirt and shorts clad, looking amazingly not pregnant.

“But… but… this sucks!” Michelle said, turning back toward her mom.

“Honey, you have a guest.” June said with a small smile, pointing back toward the mirror before she turned and walked away.

Michelle turned back toward the mirror and saw Allison standing across the room, far behind her. As Michelle watched Allison walked across the room, sidestepping Michelle’s mirror self before stepping carefully through the mirror. 

“I have to go… but I couldn’t without thanking you.” Allison said. “What you did, what you have up… just to save me,” she continued, tears running down her cheeks. “I’ll never forget it,” Allison said as she reached forward and gave Michelle a long, warm, firm hug before turning and stepping back into the mirror, the white glow that made up her body fading and dispersing like fog.

Michelle turned from the mirror and wiped her eyes as a very not-pregnant Lisa came running into the living room, “Come on, what’s keeping you!” Lisa asked, grabbing Michelle by the arm.

“Nothing,” Michelle smiled into the mirror before turning and waddling toward the kitchen and the happy sounds of her friends and family’s laughter. 

“Nothing at all.” 

