Little Help 2

By: LostInCleavage

Continued from ‘Little Help’…

“What in the hell happened to you?” shriek Michael. He stood at his full height in a blue t-shirt and carpenter’s jeans and was still dwarfed by the image before him. I was kneeling in front of his cabin. His eyes bulged, trying to take in my image. When Michael expected me to come up, he expected his regular girlfriend, intact. He did not expect a 100-foot, 40 000 pound version of her with massive milk laden breasts.  

“You wouldn’t believe me even if I told you.” I replied. Worry and confusion was painted on my face. The only explanation that I had for myself was completely unbelievable. Should I try and tell him anyway?

Michael just stood there, jaw dropped open, wishing he could just go inside and finish his sandwich, which he also had dropped. I had no plan of action whatsoever. Now that I was here I was thinking it might have been a mistake to come. 

“I need to hide.” I whimpered.

“Hide. You need to hide?” he gasped. “I’d love to help my darling but how the hell am I supposed to hide a 60 foot –“

“100 feet, I think.” I interjected. 

“How am I supposed to hide a 100 foot woman?” he softly spoke to himself. He seemed to peer out into nothing, and then something struck him. His head reeled as if hit by something an object. 

“The river!” he beamed “Crawl out into the river. There is a balcony on my cabin looking over the river and we can talk there. It won’t hide you from planes but it will keep you below the treetops at least.”

I didn’t know what else to do. At this point I felt that any idea was as good as another. I just nodded my head and crawled behind the house. The ground shook violently with each impact. 

“Easy! Easy! Don’t make the foundation come apart!” he yelled. 

“It’s a little hard!” I belted furiously. “A little empathy please?”

“Sorry.” He said. His expression turned mournful. “How are you feeling?”

Continuing my journey around the cabin I spoke as I crawled out of view. “I feel woozy, and my vision isn’t very good.” I complained. I rounded the rear corner of the cabin and plunged into the water. Waves doused the shoreline and I submerged everything but my neck and head. I sat in the cold river waters and faced the rear of the cabin. Michael was walking out onto the balcony. 

“You mean your blind or something like that?” he asked. He was worrying about me. He was always protective. His inability to help me might be making him stressed.

“No, no, I’m just not used to this perspective. To put it short, I have no idea how far away anything is anymore. All my visual references are skewed, where am I in the river?”

“About 10 metres from the shoreline, can you come closer?” He asked.

I found that if I lay down I could bring my head right up to the balcony while still staying submerged for the most part. My feet stuck out of the water and I planted them on the opposite shore. I rested on my crossed arms and my shoulders were out of the water completely. My huge weight did not preclude my human tendency to float and my buttocks stuck out of the water like two rounded islands. Michael noticed and stared.

“Not fair, I can’t put any clothes on.” I declared, trying to defend myself. 

“I couldn’t help but notice it sticking out, and other things…. I’m sorry.” he spoke, trailing off at he end. Those ‘other things’ he mentioned were my boobs, for when even with my great size they were bigger in comparison to my body. The water turned a milky white downstream from me. 

“Can you tell me at least what happened?” he continued.

“Well…” I pondered. Things were about to get complicated.

Tim and Bob suddenly materialized in the real world. Animals squeaked and scurried away as the pair loudly made their way to the river path. When they emerged from the forest Tim began to despair. 

“Oh! We’ve lost her. She could be anywhere. What are we going to do now!” he moaned, defeat in his voice. “We’re finished, finito! Game over man! Game over!”

“Can’t you at least come up with your own lines? Mom’s right, you watch way to much television.” Sneered Bob.

“Forget about that, we need to find the girl!” retorted Tim.

“We could, if it is not beyond your intelligence, make the next most obvious choice you dumb-ass. We should follow the trail of broken tree stumps, milk soaked soil and hand and knee prints!” He screamed. Tim stopped his obnoxious whining and realized where he was standing when his foot sank into the muddy milk saturated riverside path. 

“Lead the way.” He replied in a sheepish voice. He hoisted his heavy book and began to follow his brother down the path.

A red jeep pulled off the dirt roadway and onto a patch of grass in front of Michael’s cottage. It’s engine shut off and out of the drivers seat emerged a young 17 year old with glasses. She had long straight blond hair down to her mid-back and a youthful exuberant appearance. She wore skater blue jeans two sizes too big and a baseball cap. Her shirt was a dainty piece of thin fabric that looked 2 sizes to small, at her age she wanted to show off for the boys. It barely had sleeves and exposed her flat stomach. Two small breasts pointed erect nipples thru the fabric, showing a prominent pair of ‘headlights’. She approached Mike, her brother, who was waiting on the porch.

“What are you doing here?” he asked, alarm in his voice. 

“Mom is worried.” Said the girl. “She said that something strange was on the news. Something blasted or plowed a scar right through the forest and that it ends here at the cabin. A news chopper caught footage of it less than an hour ago, pretty soon every network in the area will be camping out here to get the scoop.”

Mike stood slack jawed with astonishment. His and Gwen’s secret was about to be blown. 

“News choppers? What scar in the forest? What are you talking about Kelsey.” He demanded. 

“What do you mean what am I talking about!!” she shrieked in amazement. “Look aver there!” she pointed to her right to an area of forest beside the cabin. It looked as though it had been clear-cut of all its trees. Some had even been toppled into the river. 

Michael looked at the devastation calmly with a straight face. “Oh that thing. Uh, I don’t know anything about that.” He said. 

His sister looked at him inquisitively. “How the hell didn’t you notice that a huge swath of trees had been cut out of a protected forest? The rangers are going ape-shit; they’re on the all news stations threatening severe penalties against the people who did this. And YOU my brother are the first suspect.” 

“ME?” yelped Michael “Why me? I didn’t do anything.” 

“Remember Hansel and Gretel? The trail of breadcrumbs leads here Michael! You better have a good excuse for the forest rangers when they come.” 

Michael began to panic, it was hard enough hiding a woman the height of a 10 story building  in a river at the best of times, it was going to get much harder to do it with Rangers visiting his cabin and news choppers flying overhead. He was speechless, but his sister helped him end the silence.

“Expect the national news Mike, they’re saying it’s the most extensive destruction of protected forest in the nations history! Everybody is gonna be coming to see.”

Almost 2 kilometres away, in a small park, was a young mother taking her dog and her toddler child for a walk. The dog rested contently, her child played in the sand and she sat peacefully on a bench with a good book.

The peace was shattered by something that seemed to blow in on the breeze. Birds squawked and flew out of the trees, the dog began to howl, and her child, just learning to say his first words by hearing others speak, started saying the word fuck.

I was still lying in the river around the back of the cabin. I had no idea what was going on. I had told Michael what happened, and he seemed confused by whether to believe it or not. After all, I was evidence for the story having happened as I told it, yet the story itself betrayed all logical explanation. 

His howl of frustration in the form of a four-word expletive worried me somewhat. I watched the clouds move while I dipped my toes in and out of the water. There was nothing else to do. What was he doing in there? Had someone come to the door?

“Holy Shit!” screamed a female voice. Startled, I looked down to see Kelsey, Michael’s younger sister. She was standing on the balcony with him, eyes popping and all. 

“What the hell happened to your girlfriend?!” she screamed again. 

“Keep it down!” he hissed.

“What is she doing here?” I asked. “Why are you here Kelsey?”

“I came to see Mike. He’s being accused of destroying the forest.” She gleamed.

“Hey, I am just a suspect!” Michael retorted. “Look, sorry Gwen I had to tell her. She’s my sister and she tells me Rangers and news crews are coming. We have to move quickly, Kelsey has a car. We can follow you away from here.”

“Follow me where?” I asked. I was growing impatient. “Stop looking Kelsey!” Kelsey was staring at my ass cheeks sticking out of the water. I was not in the habit of letting strangers see me naked. Kelsey looked the other way. 

“We’ll head down river away from town. That’s the only option I see for us at the moment. Once we get a safe distance from civilization we can figure something out.”

“Does it involve me returning to a normal size?” I asked with worry saturating my voice. “I can’t exactly be King Fucking Kong for the rest of my life.” I felt so trapped. The world would close in around me if it knew where I was. I had visions of being pulled around the country like a traveling freak show. I was so upset that I made two big mistakes. First, acting on impulse and afraid I stood up out of the water to run away. Waves flooded the balcony as Kelsey and Michael retreated inside. Second, I failed to register the buzzed chopping sound of a rotor that had steadily grown nearer. 

I stood up to my full height to see a helicopter almost run square into my face. It reeled back in surprise and began to back away. I could almost see the expression of fear in the pilot’s eyes. I swatted it like a fly. 

“Oh shit!” I yelped, realizing I had acted automatically. “Sorry!” I said. My face contorted as I watched the chopper spin out of control. A worried smile spread across my face and I sucked in air between my teeth. This made the hissing sound that accompanies so many people when they make a mistake by accident.

The damaged helicopter crashed in the water and three occupants jumped out into the river. I quickly crouched down into the deepest part of the river again to hide my body. I may have problems with my size, my boyfriend’s sister, and having to answer for the destruction of the forest -- but I swore to myself that I would not appear on television naked. 

I lay down again and brought my face close to the balcony. Michael and Kelsey were slowly coming back outside. Kelsey was drenched, her small boobs clearly visible through her shirt. Michael looked disapproving at her braless fashion. The only reason she did it was to give the boys a peek at the skate park. 

“You know mom hates it when you wear those shirts.” He said. Kelsey sneered. 

“Mom’s not here.” She hissed. She looked back at my face, which itself was about 4 metres from chin to crown. My head hovered over them like a big weather balloon. 

Michael was also looking at me. They both wanted an answer about what had just happened.

“There was a helicopter up there.” I replied. “I almost hit it – did hit it – I made it crash.” I made a shameful expression. 

“That’s okay.” Said Michael, trying to comfort me. “We have to go now though, before more choppers arrive.”

I started sobbing. “It’s useless.” I moaned. “Where in the world can you stash a hundred foot giant.” Michael and Kelsey both reached up to me in gestures of empathy. They watched as I shrank away from them. I did so not only emotionally in defeat but also because I was literally shrinking.

“What’s happening?” I exclaimed. The sudden enlargement of the world around me was shocking. Soon I found myself treading water in the river and swimming to shore. When I beached myself Michael and Kelsey were running down to me with a towel and some clothes. Michael shielded me from view as I covered myself. 

“How are you feeling now?” he asked. He put his arm around me and we hugged. He held me close and it made me feel safe. I tugged at his red scruffy curls and looked into his big brown eyes. Michael had brought me a pair of jeans and a pink hoody of mine to dress in. Everything was back to normal; my size, my boobs and my ass were all how they were supposed to be. 

The three of us breathed a sigh of relief and started walking towards the car. As I got up to the porch of the cabin I felt strange and started walking funny. My hips started to bulge again and stretch my pants. My hoody rose and ballooned as the flesh on my chest grew magically into large engorged milk-jugs. I held them with my hands for support and yelled. 

“Get inside! The twits are back. They’re after me!” I screamed. I ran through the front door and shut it behind me. White fluids drained out of the bottom of my pink sweatshirt as I stood in the living room panting. They were getting heavy and tight. My jeans were straining, as my soft, plushy baby-fat laden hips were now several sizes to big. 

“Oh my god.” Gasped Kelsey. “Gwen you’re leaking. What the hell is happening to your boobs?”

“The twits are back! Didn’t you hear me?” I asked. 

Kelsey didn’t know what that meant.

“I didn’t tell her HOW you got changed” Mike interrupted “just that you WERE changed.”

“And now I’m changing back. Close all the windows and doors. They must have followed my trail here. They need to see me to point that silly wand at me.”

We all hurried to close the shades or pull the blinds on all the windows. I found it especially hard to do so, for my massive tits sloshed and jiggled which affected my balance. We blocked all the light coming from the outside save the skylight, which was unreachable. Kelsey closed off all the doors. She closed the door to the kitchen only to find a short stumpy man in a navy cloak with a pointy hat hiding in the corner behind it. She screamed and in reflex booted the poor man right in the nose. He fell down unconscious and a large book fell from his hands.

I turned to see it fall on the floor and raced to grab it.

“How did he get in here?” Kelsey asked. No one gave ananswer. My gaze was locked on the book.

“This is the book!” I yelled happily as I bent down and picked up the item that could undo all of this. Then my smile faded. “But where is the wand?”

“Wand?” gestured Kelsey.

“Yes, A wand, we need a wand.” I explained.

“I’ll find the other one. He must be here somewhere.” Boomed Michael. He grabbed a poker from the fireplace and marched upstairs to see what he could find. Kelsey came over and took the book from my hands. She opened it up.

It was filled with line after line of incantations. None of them were in English and all were accompanied by symbols showing required wand strokes. Kelsey began repeating some of the phrases as she read them

.

Lugdunum eton eltiplum

A shadow imposed on the floor through the skylight heard the words and took the opportunity to make good on them.

“Kelsey, what did you do?” I asked shakily as I felt my body changing. I took my top off and let my huge tits fall out. They weren’t growing but I still felt a strange sensation of growing weight. Kelsey’s eyes bulged at me. 

I pried apart my cleavage and found the source. I was growing more breasts below my two originals! I saw the skin form pink patches that grew bumpy and round and that produced soft brown nipples. The flesh under them started to grow and expand and I soon found myself growing 4 more boobs. 

“Oh my god!”  I cried. Tears started to flow from my eyes. I was turning into a freak of nature! The new breasts continued to develop. They formed softball-sized bubbles that then began to grow and fatten outward in every direction. Soon my torso would be home to a whole family of milk laden tits. They were already approaching the D range when Michael finally came downstairs. When he saw my changing form he nearly dropped a brick, again. 

“Where the fuck is that little bastard!” he bellowed. He raised his arms in a gesture of frustration. Just then glass shattered and Bob came falling through the sky light. He dropped his wand and came crashing to the floor. Kelsey quickly picked up the wand and kicked Bob in the junk. He reeled in pain, so she kicked him again. 

“Change me back!” I shrieked to her. My 6 massive tits sputtered and leaked milk all over the floor. They grew into proportion with my two other breasts, just slightly bigger than my head. They swayed and slapped together as I made frantic gestures with my talking in my frightened state. 

“I, I don’t know how!” she panicked. Michael was yelling and kicking Bob and Tim. Tim had recovered from his earlier insult and both he and his brother were running frantically from Michael who was brandishing a fire poker. He swung and stabbed at them but did more damage to his couch and floor than to the wizards.

In all the commotion and the fighting and my screaming and Kelsey’s excitable nature she blurted out anything she could read from the book and used the corresponding wand strokes. She was panicked and tried to do anything, just for the sake of trying to do something. 

Nothing happened, at least not until I looked back at Kelsey. Her nipples showing through her shirt became more prominent. They pitched two tents on her chest and then her A –cup tits began to bulge and grow. 

“What is this book full of, all sex magic?” I asked in disbelief. Kelsey didn’t hear me, her attention was diverted due to her changing body, which now sported some perky grapefruit sized breasts. Her small shirt tore at the seams and seemed to stretch beyond conceivable limits as it was pulled tight over Kelsey’s two swelling mounds. Creamy tit flesh poured out of any hole it could find. Kelsey’s collar and armholes were all filled with an expanding mass of soft fatty flesh. Holes started appearing along the seams of her shirt and more flesh spilled out to fill them. As Kelsey’s arms began to sink into her massive tits and her chin was being threatened with envelopment the shirt finally gave out. In its death throes Kelsey’s huge G-cups flopped out for everyone to see. 

The fighting stopped, I stared in confusion, and Kelsey smiled. Only the sputtering of my milky breasts broke the silence. Kelsey grinned at her new attributes; she touched and felt them with her hands. The book and wand had dropped to the floor and Tim and Bob scrambled for them. 

Tim grabbed the book and frantically flipped some pages, tracked his finger to the desired line and screamed the incantation. 

Lugdunum eton lirg!!!!!

Bob waved his wand just before Michael barreled down on him. Michael raised the poker and then gasped. The weapon dropped to the floor.

Michael was by no means short, he was 6 feet, and he was shocked when he found himself shrinking in height. He withered to a mere 5’4” and then started changing in other ways. His clothes disappeared and he was engulfed in a bright aura. His hair changed to blond and cascaded down in long platinum streams. His face then changed; its features softened, his round face became more elliptical in shape, his nose shrank and his lips grew fat and red. His eyes became a light blue colour and thick black eyelashes grew from their lids. He lost huge amounts of weight and muscle, his waist thinned, his hips flared and his ass bulged. His penis disappeared and his scrotum seemed to fold in on itself into his body. A slit remained and the surrounding tissue puffed out into pink vaginal lips. Hairs fell on the floor as his legs changed into the dainty stems of a young high school girl. His rib caged shifted and morphed into something smaller and more feminine. His nipples grew and fattened and large brown areolas began sprawling out onto the surrounding tissue. His, or now her, arms and hands grew thinner and more elegant and nails grew from her fingertips and changed to a red colour as she brought them up to cup her swelling female chest flesh. Her tits grew big enough to overcome her palms and then swell bigger. They ballooned to DD cups and her nipples grew stiff and fattened at the base forming large conical brown erogenous zones. Michael had a honeydew melon sitting in a fruit bowl back in her kitchen, and her tits passed that size too. They didn’t stop growing and bulging and quivering until they matched her sisters tits, which were massive G-cups.

I was astonished by the transformation. It was by far the most complete and widespread spell the wizards had yet cast, even with my 6 breasts it was a greater feat. Michael’s aura disappeared and she was given a new wardrobe. She wore a hot-pink thong with a black mini-skirt that could only have been 3 inches long. I covered nothing, her crotch and her ass crack with the pink thong was clearly visible. It was light and feathery and fluttered with each sway of her hips, so I assumed it was more ornamental than functional. She wore a spiky dog collar and a black shirt. The black shirt in fact was really just the collar and sleeve portion of a shirt, for the chest and back was missing and nothing covered her swaying rounded jugs. Ripped edges and loose black threading licked at the topsides of her breasts and tickled her cleavage. Everything about her seemed made for pleasure, even her blond hair that was tied back in a ponytail except for a few bangs, was curved in towards her body at the bottom. Its length was just long enough to tickle her round butt-cheeks and take jabs at her ass-crack as she moved her head. She appeared almost cartoonish, her curves and slopes resembled something out of the comic books or the anime shows. 

Departing from my lengthy examination of my boy, correction, girlfriend I surveyed the scene and sized up the situation. I looked at my own hyper-feminized body, with its 6 breasts and seemly built in purpose for being milked, and then turned to Kelsey. She was utterly preoccupied with the breasts she hadn’t had for more than 5 minutes. She seemed very happy; as if she had always wanted big rounded firm tits to show the boys.

Lastly I gazed upon the uber-feminized visage of my boy, sorry, girlfriend who approached me and giggled in a high-pitched schoolgirl way. What new dynamic would this bring to our relationship? Wasn’t anyone else other than me upset with the way things were turning out!?

“Uh oh.” Warned Tim, who was now at one of the windows. A police cruiser had just pulled up, and 2 cops and a forest ranger were approaching the house. Me, Tim and Bob all crowded the window. 

“Could things possibly get any worse?” I asked myself out loud.

“Yep!” exclaimed Bob. “The batteries are dead.” He pulled two drained AA’s out of the wand. “We can’t get home.”

To be continued…

I enjoy it when people give me suggestions for more stories, send me some feedback. Please, I’ll love you for it. Thank you for reading. I am writing the third and final part of the story now, if you would like to see something make a suggestion.

