Little Help

By: LostInCleavage

The dry brittle leaves crumpled and crinkled under my feet as I walked. The wind blew in between the trees, kicking up dust and blowing the side of my hood against my face. I trotted whimsically along the forest pathway. The path bordered the forest and was flanked on the other side by a river that snaked and meandered along the edges of the trees before disappearing into the depths of the foliage altogether. 

It was a long walk, and at times I got tired and needed a rest. This was one of those times. It was as good a place as any and probably more scenic. I pulled out my camera and captured an image of the winding river and its mighty rushing waters. I then pulled out my bag and unwrapped a sandwich. Peanut butter and jelly was my favourite kind of sandwich. I had at least one for lunch everyday. It was reliable and tasty and always easy to make. As a munched happily my thoughts turned to my destination. 

I removed my hood and allowed my shoulder length chestnut hair to wave freely in the breeze. I looked down river in the direction of my destination.

I was headed to my boyfriend’s cabin. It was located just outside town down river from the paper mill. Our town was a small community mainly built around that industry. My boyfriend was a man named Mike. He was a kind man, and I didn’t mind making a long trek for him all alone. Once I get to the cabin it will just be him and me and no one else around for miles. I sinfully thought of all the things we could do alone together. 

Just then I noticed a squeaking sound coming from beside me. A small furry creature grabbed by purse and started to dash into the underbrush. I quickly leapt after it, leaving my sandwich ritual behind me. I tracked it off the path and continued the chase. I don’t know how long I ran but eventually I could no longer remember where the path was. I was halfway panicked between being lost and getting my purse back. The small animal was dashing every which way to avoid me. Eventually I chased it into a clearing where it disappeared into a hole in the ground. 

I stood there, angered and lost, in the middle of the clearing. Then I heard whispering behind me. 

“So what do you think?” Said one voice.

“I think we lucked out today.” Said another. Both were male but had a tiny sound to them. When I turned around I saw two 5-foot men standing side by side. They wore matching navy cloaks and pointy wizard hats. One carried a wand and another carried a big book. The book was so thick it had to be at least 1000 pages long. 

“Niiiice.” Jabbed one the men. “What do you think? 6 feet tall, 150lbs, lean and muscular.”

“Long brown hair, chestnut I might add, Green eyes, nice lips, soft girly features. Love those legs.” Said the other. He pointed at my skirt and a gust of wind blew upwards, lifting my skirt and revealing my panties. 

“Hey!!” I screamed. “Back off! What do you want?”

The man on the right developed a big smile. “White cotton Panties? That says innocent.”

“I love innocent!” said the other. Neither man seemed phased by my scream. So I turned and just kept walking. As I neared the edge of the clearing the trees bent over and their branches blocked my way. All across the clearing other trees were doing the same. Now I was scared.

“Who are you and what do you want?” I demanded.

“Not very original is she. Everyone asks that one.” Joked one of the men. The other had a more serious expression and addressed me. 

“I am Greebnox, and this is my companion Tim!” declared the serious looking fellow. 

“I am The Mighty Tim.” Charged the funny one. 

“You’re a loony.” Jabbed Greebnox. Tim seemed slightly put off by this. He then turned to me. 

“Just call him Bob.” He sneered.

“You know I hate that.” Complained Greebnox, or now Bob.

“Well you deserve it after burning the eggs this morning.” Countered Tim. 

“Well you left the phone off the hook all night yesterday when I was trying to call mom to get a ride home from work!” argued Bob.

“GUYS!!” I yelled. They stopped, alerted by my voice. They seemed astonished. “What am I doing here?” I asked. 

“Well….” Tim began. He seemed somewhat embarrassed. Bob finished his sentence. “We are Forest Folk. We live in the forest and we have magic powers. And you have stumbled into our world. You are the fourth person to do this in our history.”

“Forest Folk? They don’t exist. This is the 21st century.” I retorted. 

“In your world maybe, but you are in our world. Somehow, through the act of chance, you managed to pass through a dimensional doorway into our world. The chance was incredibly small, but you did it.” Explained Bob.

Tim spoke again. “And people like you, particularly a woman -- because sometimes a man comes through the doorway -- are rare, you are very valuable. Our king values you very much; the last girl came to us over 400 years ago.”

Bob took over. “And our king has grown bored with the last girl, he wants a new one, and he wants to have 2 girls. The other is still alive, thanks to our magic, and 400 years from now, you will live too. You will be his new woman.”

Tim again took over. “There are a few, how shall we say, provisions. We have convinced our king, because he has never seen a real human before we change them, that earth girls have certain attributes, which you do not currently have.”

“What do you mean by attributes? And I am nobodies woman!” I declared shakily. Bob had begun pointing the wand at me, and Tim was flipping through the book. The whole situation made me nervous.

“Look if you don’t mind,” sighed Bob “I have a lot of work to do and I want to be home in time for dinner. The misses is making pot roast.” 

“You mean mother?” asked Tim. Bob sneered at this, and then seemed somewhat embarrassed. He pointed the wand at me and flicked it in a downward motion. 

Instantly my brown fall jacket undid itself and fell off my body. Then my tight blue tank top ripped down the middle and fell to the ground. Last, my skirt undid its button and slid down my legs to my ankles. I tried to grab my clothes as they fell with no avail; I only succeed in grasping my underwear as it slid down my thighs. I put it back on, and desperately tried to hide the rest of my body. 

“What is this!!?” I yelped. But my cries were silenced. Tim uttered a sentence in a strange language and Bob waved his wand. I was unable to speak.

“Give her a pacifier, to ease things a little.” Whispered Bob. Tim muttered the phrase

Lugdunum Eton Duts!
My anxiety melted away and was replaced by euphoria. My mind was still telling me something was wrong however, and I still had my wits about me.

“And now on to the body work!” declared Bob. “What could she be do you think?”

Suddenly, 3 elf like creatures appeared out of thin air. They were dressed like tailors and hopped around cheerfully. They surrounded me; and before I could move I had several measuring tapes wrapped around me. When I resisted I found I was frozen in place.

Tim was righting in the book. “Chest, Bust, Waist, Hips. Okay, she looks to be a 30B, a 26 around the waist and 30 around the hips.” The three elves removed the tape measures and then vanished. “That’s gonna need some work.” Tim complained. “The bigger she is the more price she will fetch.” He read another phrase from the book and Bob waved his wand again.

Lugdunum fo revoc wonk!
My feet began to shift and change position as my posture began to change. I tried to move out but only managed and falling down in fright. As I crawled I found I couldn’t go very fast as my hips and body shifted. I froze on all fours, fearing what was happening. I looked back to see.

My hips and ass were expanding, my white underwear strained as I packed on more pounds. The back of my underwear was sucked in between my ass cheeks, giving me a wedgie and producing a thong look. My thighs also got thicker and meatier. Everywhere my body was growing a thin layer of baby fat, making me soft and supple. On my hips and ass however I grew a lot more than anywhere else. Then I felt something weigh me down up front. I looked underneath myself to find my B-cups rapidly swelling. They pulsated and wobbled as they grew. They closed in on each other and rubbed together as they took up more space, and also began to rub against my arms as they dangled from my chest. My nipples grew and fattened until they were like 2-inch cones on bumpy brown areolas the size of coasters. Only when all was done changing did I managed to stand up. 

I froze again, 3 elves appeared, measured me and then vanished. Tim wrote more in his book. 

“32E – 26 – 36!” He declared. He walked to me. “She still looks firm and toned but watch!” he shouted with glee. He placed his hand on my hip. It sank into my fat about an inch, and then when he removed it the indentation disappeared and my skin returned to looking young and firm. He moved around behind me. I tried to turn to keep my eye on him but I was still frozen. He placed his hands on my ass cheeks, feeling them sink into my soft flesh like hands sinking into wet dough, and then watched as my ass perfectly reformed itself once his presence left. 

“Perfecto!” He shouted. 

I didn’t think so, but I couldn’t speak.

“Needs more work, the bigger the better and more expensive she’ll be. The king has a little fetish, supply her with the means to satisfy it” Noted Bob. Tim nodded and spoke more from the book.

Lugdumun eton etatcal!

I was able to move again. I looked at the two small men in anger. I made a charge, my breasts smacking together audibly, until I began to hear something else. I stopped in my tracks, wondering if I was hearing things. I moved my torso from side to side and watched my breasts. I could hear the sound of liquid and gurgling, and my breasts were growing again! This time my nipples grew thicker, and a hole appeared at their tips. I fell down on my ass, its softness providing me with a cushion. I held my bosom in my hand, too astonished to do anything else. My fingers made indentations in my boobs, as they grew bigger. My soft milk-filled flesh bulged through the gaps between my fingers. Pressure was building in them quickly. They continued to grow until I swore they were as big as large melons. They were slightly bigger than my head!

Throughout all of this I managed only to express looks of shock, confusion, and grimaces of bliss. Everything was so weird and wonderful and different with my body. I had even started becoming aroused, no doubt part of their enchantment.

“Test her Tim.” Bob ordered. Tim came over to me and placed a hand on one of my engorged tits. There was an instant reaction. First I exploded in exhilaration, my nipple suddenly dilated and expulsed a wild torrent of creamy warm milk, and I unexpectedly found a new urge. 

I held Tim close, hoping he would milk me some more. My mind fought myself for control, but my body took over. Tim managed to slip away, and I reached out for him -- aching and unsatisfied -- for another squeeze.

“I think she has what our King is looking for!” exclaimed Tim. 

“Not yet!” declared Bob. “One more augmentation is necessary. We need her bigger, he likes them as large as possible, enough to conceal her waist. furnish her boobs with another growth spurt Tim.”

Lugdunum Eton Bults! 
“Shit wrong line!” yelped Tim.

“You dunce, what have you done!” screamed Bob. “We can’t afford to screw up, we need the money!”

“In my defence it has been 4 centuries! Don’t call me a dunce you twit!”

“Don’t call me a twit you Jackass!” they began to fight. Bob jumped on Tim, but the resulting match was somewhat pathetic. The two wrestled on the floor shouting insults and grappling with each other’s arms like dainty school girls. While they did this, I was having complications of my own.

Between my euphoria and my cravings for a first-class milking, I felt myself changing again. I looked myself over but couldn’t see ay difference in my body. Then I noticed my panties were getting very stretched, and the straps were visibly digging into my hips. Also, everything around me was getting smaller and smaller. My sneakers spilt open as my feet grew to big for them. My socks followed their destruction. Lastly, I grabbed at my panties, trying to pull them down as they tightened even more while I continued to grow. They were wholly ruined as my hips and ass took on too much girth for them to hold. I stood up, and realized I must have been over 10 feet tall. 

I nearly toppled over as my feet continued to change proportions with the surrounding soil. My soaring height eventually caught the awareness of the fighting nitwits below. 

“In the name of the King! Look at her!” panicked Tim. 

Bob looked up at me, now standing almost 20 feet over him. “Put her to sleep you fool!” Tim hurriedly belched out a phrase from the book and Bob waved his wand. I fell to sleep almost immediately. I fell like a house to the ground, and when I landed I fell back against the wall of trees, crushing many of their tops and shaking the ground for miles. Bob and Tim were knocked off their feet by the crushing force of my weight upon the earth. Even though I was asleep I had not yet stopped growing.

When I awoke I was tied in place by a number of large ropes. My hands were tied to some trees, and I sat legs open in front of the two scheming wizards. Tim was standing beside many ropes and several elves were scurrying across my skin. Their footsteps pitter pattered on my flesh and tickled me. When I laughed the trees shook around me.

One elf was playing around in my hair, I shook my head and he went flying. I possessed so much energy in my neck muscles now that the elf flew many hundreds of metres into the forest far away, never to be seen again.  Another elf was walking along my leg, securing some ropes. Yet another was on my shoulder, he jumped onto my chest and climbed on one of my tits. He jumped up and down on the swollen flesh, and it deformed under his weight, causing him to jump up and down as if on a trampoline. He laughed and giggled profusely, relishing my naked woman-flesh. 

Each time he jumped milk would pour from my leaking nipples. It fell like a waterfall onto my legs and crotch below. It was like jumping on an air pump.

“Now Miss!” cried Bob. He had to yell so I could hear him so high up. “We are not above having some fun, even in a bad situation. You will soon be back to normal size, but we would like to have our way!”

Tim was completely naked except for a pair of tight underwear, and he wore a strange spherical helmet with a hose on the end attached to a large tank on the ground. His face was visible through an open porthole. It looked like scuba gear. He walked to my hand, which was lying beside me on the ground and began to shimmy up my arm to my shoulder. When he got to the top he was visibly tired. The length of my arm must have been 50 feet. My shoulders were just above the treetops. All I could do was sit silently and watch at what he did next. 

He slid down my chest like a slide, landing in my cleavage. He scuttled his way through. It felt extremely good and I chuckled from being tickled. I seemed to be able to make sounds, if not words or any opposing action toward the wizards. Then Tim latched on to my soft tit-flesh and climbed across the underside of my breast up towards my nipple. He hung there for a while, massing his strength for one last pull. His little hands poking and grabbing my nipple sent me into a fit of delight. Then, without so much as a “Hello? Do I know you?” or a cheesy pick-up line he pried open my nipple and scurried inside. He swam through the uncountable chambers and milk-ducts of my massive breast. He poked and kicked and squeezed through it. I was delirious with an orgasmic sensation.

The ground shook as I came to orgasm. I moaned and screamed and the earth shuddered under me. Tim was still poking around, and at times I could see the flesh of my breast move and jitter as he kicked it like a baby kicks in the womb. Then something began to pull and tug at the flesh deep inside my bosom. The air cable flopped and jumped as Tim sent vibrations down its length as a sign of distress. 

Suddenly I felt a massive sense of pressure in my nipple. Something was coming through it. It fattened and stretched as Tim climbed his way through its length. The hole, normally closed suddenly opened up to reveal a panting wizard in his underwear sliding out of my breast. He fell from my tit onto my leg, completely soaked in cream, and then slid off onto the ground. He didn’t have his helmet on, and he seemed out of breath. The air cable was lodged in my nipple and wouldn’t come out. I was breathless from the immense satisfaction of it all.

The two wizards again started to fight. Because my head was so high and they were so small I couldn’t make out their words, but they were yelling at each other. At some point they came to a resolution and gathered some elves. Then, all together, they grabbed the air hose and fought a tug-of-war battle with my breast, which had hold of the helmet somewhere deep inside. Each time they gained ground the helmet squeezed through a milk duct smaller in width than it’s size, giving me pleasure, and then popping into a chamber on step closer to the opening of my nipple. The feeling was incredible, and after a few great pulls from the magically inclined team in front of me, the helmet came free. 

When the helmet finally popped from my nipple and flew at the wizards, something happened. It felt as though a great flood had been released, and my nipple became huge and erect. Suddenly a massive waterfall of warm creamy milk erupted, drenching my lower body and sending a tidal wave at the surprised Forest Folk. The shock destroyed Bob’s concentration and suddenly the elves, ropes, and the spell of silence disappeared. 

Bob and Tim were overtaken by the wave of milk and knocked to the ground. They got up just as I regained myself. I stared at them in anger, and rose to my feet. They ran in fright from a 100-foot woman now intent on crushing them with her foot. I rose my foot off the ground and brought it down. Before it hit the ground however I heard Bob shouting.

“Send her back! Send her back!” Shortly after that I found myself standing back in my world. I stood, frozen, with my foot suspended over nothing. Then I ducked, trying to hide my massive profile. How the hell was I going to explain this?

Meanwhile, Bob and Tim were arguing about me in their world. 

“Damnit. No pay, and worse, now we have to go back to their world and find her!” 

“Don’t blame me, you said to send her back!” shouted Tim in response.

“Only because we were about to be crushed! She can’t be allowed to tell people about us. They’ll block off the doorway for sure!”

Back in my world I scanned the tree line with my height and found the river. I plowed through the trees on all fours towards it. I was going to follow it all the way to my boyfriend Mike’s cabin. As my hands moved forwards branches and tree trunks whipped and smacked my milk engorged tits. Milk sputtered from my nipples, soaking the ground in a cream coloured trail of wetness. 

“Oh god. I hope a plane or a satellite doesn’t pass over or something.’ I whispered to myself worriedly. All I had to do was make it to my boyfriend’s house and figure something out. But what would he think? What would I say? The only thing that kept me going was the fact that I knew he was my only option. The cabin was isolated, and of all the people I knew he would be the most understanding. Images of my mother freaking out when she saw like this flooded my mind and I shuddered.

As I traveled along the riverbank the roof of Mike’s cabin came into view. Another bend around the trees and I would be there. I was there quickly, for each of my steps, even when crawling must have covered 20 yards. When I neared the cabin my boyfriend was alerted enough by the shaking of the ground to come outside. He emerged eating a sandwich and at first was looking the other way from me. 

Then he turned around, and dropped his lunch, and probably a brick, when he saw me, his girlfriend, 100-feet tall crawling towards him. I stopped and kneeled by his small cabin and sighed. 

“Little help?”

To be continued.

Feedback? Let me know, leave a comment in the comment section.

