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Introduction

Events on that fateful day were set in motion when glamour model Katie Price sashayed past me, her hips knocking my cup of coffee onto my laptop.

Ok, not really. But that’s how I would have reported it, had the story been under my byline. I’ll certainly cop to my share of stretching the truth, at least when it came to celebrities. Little did I know how valuable that particular talent would turn out to be outside the world of tabloid journalism.

Let me back up and start from the beginning. Completely truthfully, this time. I promise. Really, I have no reason to lie - sometimes fact really is stranger than fiction.

I’d been a little down on my luck - bills to pay, hadn’t had a good story or a juicy photo in a few weeks - and, while sipping coffee at my usual cafe, I saw a woman who I thought might be Katie Price bend over to pick up a dropped napkin. I saw my rent cheque flash before my eyes and I stood up so quickly to try to get the shot on my phone that I knocked over my own coffee, and my laptop sizzled.

“Fuckin’ hell,” I spat, when I realized that the woman wasn’t even Katie Price after all - just some tart with big hair and fake tits. Now not only didn’t I have my pics, but I was out the cost of a laptop.

The Katie Price look alike scampered out of the cafe, and I grudgingly made my way to an electronics store down the street.

~

“Sorry, I can’t give you any cash or store credit for this. Company policy,” the salesman said, holding my ruined laptop in front of him judiciously.

“Fine,” I grumbled. “Just show me what you have in stock.”

I’d have to charge the new computer to my card, which meant even more debt I couldn’t afford. So I walked towards the end of the aisle, hoping to get something refurbished on the cheap. It didn’t need to play Call of Duty, it just needed to be good enough for me to send in my articles.

Too high...too high...finally, refurbished. Still too high. Fuck. How the hell did places like this stay in business, anyway?

Finally, at the very end of the selection, I saw sleek, black laptop bearing a logo I didn’t recognize, something like an upside down star. The price was just fifty quid. “Refurbisher,” said the sticker on it.

Must be a typo, I thought. Maybe the person who had mistyped the label had also mistyped the price - which mean I could get the computer at a steal.

I brought it up to the counter, hoping like hell that the price check in their system was the same as the tag. And indeed, it was! The salesman gave me a funny look as he placed the computer in a bag for me, but said nothing. Probably mad he didn’t get a big commission, I thought.

I practically ran back to my cafe at sat back down at my usual spot, eager to plug the thing in and test it out. It booted up almost instantly, much faster than my old machine. That Katie Price wannabe did me a favor, I thought. I ought to run into faux celebrities more often!

Just then, Caroline Teagan walked in.

Chapter One

Jackpot! My luck was really turning around today. Caroline Teagan was beautiful - a bit of celebrity crush, thought I didn’t like to admit I had those in my line of work - and a topic a fair bit of press attention.

But was it really her? I couldn’t be sure. She was wearing a red dress with a black jacket that I’d seen before, but also sunglasses and was sitting by herself. It could go either way.

I didn’t want to risk looking foolish twice. Plus, if it was really her, I didn’t want her to know somebody had spotted her.

I decided to use my PC’s webcam to surreptitiously get a good shot of her, just to be sure. But when the camera focused on her, the screen suddenly was filled with a series of fields.

“Name: Caroline Teagan. Height. 5’8. Hair: Blonde. Nationality: English. Profession: actress/model...”

All of this was routine, what anyone could find with a search engine. But as I read further, I saw information that made my jaw drop straight to the floor.

“Age: 30. Born: London, UK. Weight: 130 pounds. Cup size: C. Panty color: Pink. Sexuality: Hetero. Libido Strength: 3. Preferred partner type: athlete…”

How did the program know what color panties she was wearing? And what did the libido measurement even mean? What units were they in? What the hell was going on? My curiosity demanded that I read further, and as I scrolled, I found that even the most mundane minutiae was available.

“Location: Corner Cup Cafe.”

I was more than a little surprised that she’d stopped by a run-down place like Corner Cup in the first place. It was a breakfast cafe, tucked into the corner of a dead-end street, with only a handful of tables. 

All of the light fixtures had at least one burnt out bulb, giving the place a dim, almost eerie glow, especially when it was dark out, like today. The espresso machine never worked right, either, creating a steamy fog whenever it was plugged in. Combined with the dull lighting, the place had all the ambiance of a warm swamp. But, hey, the prices were dirt cheap, so I didn’t mind.

I kept reading the screen: Breakfast: 1 banana nut muffin.

I took a brief glance at her plate and saw the muffin was indeed there, and I even got to see Caroline take a cautious bite out of it, and used the laptop camera to get the shot. If I stretched it, that could be a mini-scandal right there...

You see, I’d read an interview where she’d lambasted a fat couple on government benefits who claimed they were “too fat to work.” She’d famously once gone from fat to fit, she argued, so why shouldn’t other people have to do so as well, instead of getting money for staying unhealthy?

A banana nut muffin wasn’t exactly a kale smoothie. If she was off the wagon with her diet, right after telling off poor people for being fat, she was exposing herself to hypocrisy. Exposing the self righteous always got clicks.

I took the picture, but then let out a sigh. Even for me, it was a stretch. One bite out of one muffin did not a binge make. If only there was some way to make her really pig out...

Just for fun, I clicked on the breakfast field on the computer and retyped it to 2 muffins. If only.

“Cheque, please,” I said. I doubted there was going to be much I could get here. But when my head turned to face the waiter, I saw two muffins on Caroline’s plate.

Was it possible she ordered a second one, without me seeing? I retyped it again, this time, to 8 muffins. Caroline took a long gulp of her coffee and turned towards the window, and I saw the muffins grow and divide, twice, like bacteria expanding to fill a Petri dish. Now the plate was completely full, with eight muffins, only one with a bite out of it.

“Waiter?” she said. He dropped off my cheque quickly and made his way towards her. “Did I order all these?”

“Yes, madam,” he replied. But, of course, that wasn’t true. It couldn’t be true, because it was just something I typed into a laptop. Right?

What would she say?

“Yes, of course, I did,” she said, looking as confused as I was, then got back to work munching on her muffins. Very delicately, she took small bites, with nary a single crumb falling astray.

I managed to get a shot of every single bite, and before I knew it, she managed to finish off the entire lot of them! I could actually see a little indentation in her shirt where her overstuffed tummy bulged out. She rubbed it while grunting a little - clearly, she’d eaten more than she’d used to.

Now, this was a story!

Chapter Two

My article was picked up the next day, and I’m sure it caused Caroline no small amount of embarrassment. I can just imagine how that conversation with her agent must have went.

Like most of my celebrity pieces, it wasn’t entirely truthful. The difference was that this time, I wasn’t lying about them, I was lying about me and my new laptop. That part of the story, I decided, was best kept to myself for now.

I set up at the cafe. Just for kicks, I turned on the camera again, in case another celebrity happened to wander in. When I booted it up, it still had Caroline Teagan’s vitals.

Under ‘location’ it read ‘home residence.’ Damn, I thought - I guess I wouldn’t be running into her today.

Or would I? I still wasn’t quite sure how the laptop worked, but yesterday, when I’d retyped her breakfast, I’d managed to change what she was eating. What if I retyped her location to Corner Cup Cafe?

I hit enter, and a moment later, the door to the cafe opened, and Caroline Teagan walked through it. This was no mere coincidence, I realized. I had the power to change whatever I wanted.

This raised a new question: if I had this power, then how best to use it? I knew I wanted to do another embarrassing article about Caroline. But I knew that for shock journalism to be effective, it had to go up a level each time. Another big breakfast would be a snooze. This time, what if I displayed the results of several big breakfasts…

I went to the “weight” field and typed in 150 pounds. Then I turned around and gawked at her, openly. If something happened to her, then I didn’t want to miss seeing it live.

And it was the show of my life. Right before my eyes, I saw the hard-won, preciously svelte figure of Caroline Teagan start to become corrupted under a layer of flab. Her lanky arms swelled with a thin coating soft-looking flesh as she reached for her coffee.

As she sipped, her cheeks puffed out. When she swallowed, her chin became slightly doubled. She let out a little yawn, arching her back, and her breasts seemed to swell a little. As the bottom of her blouse rode up, I could see a tiny muffin top growing outwards and peeking over it.

“What the…” Caroline said, looking down at her burgeoning tummy. She tried desperately to pull her top down, but the indentation of her new belly couldn’t be hidden. 

Still, she desperately tried to poke, prod, and hide it for a few seconds. Then, she abruptly relented, and took another swig of her coffee. Nobody else seemed to notice what had happened, either.

I was so enamored by my own success that I’d forgotten to take the a shot. I used the webcam to get several embarrassing angles of her thick arms and zoomed in on her belly bulge. These would be the perfect follow up for my article, I decided.

Writing the article was effortless, as always was for me. But when it came to click the send button on my email, my finger started shaking.

I knew that what I was doing to Caroline wasn’t a one-time little embarrassment. It was a sabotage of her figure, and given the entertainment industry’s high standards regarding weight, her career, too. Renee Zellweger had lost her Vogue contract because she’d gained a similar amount of weight for a film role, for Christ sake.

All that, so people could have a laugh at her expense, and I could make a few bucks. I’d made my living off of capturing and exaggerating the worst moments of celebrities. 

But this was beyond the pale. I’d actually manufactured a crisis, foisted this trouble on a celebrity who I actually liked, because she had the misfortune of bumping into me.

It wasn’t easy, but I knew what I had to do.

Chapter Three

Things actually did start off pretty easy. I woke up, went to the cafe, and retyped Caroline’s location. She walked through the door, same as yesterday. Even with the extra weight, she still looked so regal, so out of place in such a dingy place.

When I retyped her weight as 130, though, the computer read “error: law 48 violation,” and the number for her weight reverted back to 150 pounds.

Law 48? What the heck was that? How many of these laws were there?

Obviously, I was dealing with powerful forces, and it was long past time I bucked up and read the manual. But of course, I soon remembered that the machine was refurbished and didn’t actually have one. I checked online, but nobody had ever heard of a webcam having this kind of program.

I considered taking the thing back into the store, but thought better of it. They might not believe me, or worse, they might try to take the laptop back, if they did believe me. I could consult some kind of outside expert, but who would I even reach out to? A tech whiz? A psychic? A Wiccan priestess?

No, I decided. As a journalist, I knew that as soon as someone took me seriously enough to actually think about my problem, the fact that such a laptop exists would be more important than helping me use it. That would become the story, and before I’d know it, word would get out, and the laptop would be taken away from me.

Something this powerful couldn’t fall into the wrong hands. Who knows who else could be changed, or how? Suppose someone changed the PM’s political views to Nazism or commanded Putin to nuke Ukraine. The whole bloody planet would be tits up before you knew it.

It was at that moment that I realized - or rationalized, depending on how honest I feel like being -  that keeping my laptop, and keeping it a secret, was more than just gratifying my own selfish desires. I was saving the world.

It wouldn’t let me change her back. So what? She looked cuter chubby anyway. Law 48 error? No problem. I’d figure it out by trial and error, the same way I figured out every new piece of technology. 

It didn’t matter if I made mistakes. With this laptop, it was like God Mode in real life. I’d be able to do whatever I wanted.

And if I was doing whatever I wanted...then screw the articles, I decided. Why did I need to have my goals dictated by clicks and profit? Why did I have to worry about feeling guilty for embarrassing her?

Whatever I wanted meant exactly that.

Chapter Four

You should have seen the grin on my face. I’m telling you, it was massive. Now that I’d eliminated my moral concerns and left myself with no other option than to do as I pleased, I couldn’t be happier.

Of course, I still cared about her well being. My first thought was that low libido score. That couldn’t be fun. My sex drive was pretty potent, always had been. I can’t even imagine the boredom and unfulfillment people with low sex drives suffer - like being half a eunuch or something.

Why not make her hornier, thirsty for sex all the time. Like the cougars were in the porn I often watched. In fact, why not go all the way and make her a horny cougar, with a predilection for cubs?

I changed the age field to 46, the libido to 9, her breast up to a D cup, and the weight field up to 165 and the desired partner type to ‘cub.’ I wasn’t really doing anything bad, I said to myself. I was just helping her become the kind of woman I imagined she might naturally age into in fifteen years.

I press enter, and then, I sat back and watched the results.

Caroline was adjusting her makeup and using a tiny mirror when the changes hit, so I presume she could see them real time. Tiny wrinkles dug themselves around her beautiful eyes, laugh lines etched into her puffier cheeks. Her breasts squeezed outwards, creating a larger, but more wrinkled looking cleavage line. Caroline’s toned arms seemed to melt a little as she held the mirror, the flesh on her arm getting softer and shaking a little.

“Oh, my, God!” she shrieked as she observed herself in her makeup mirror.

“Ma’am, what’s wrong?” asked the waiter, a gangly boy that I’d imagine was no older than 19. “Are you alright? Can I get you anything? Coffee? Tea?”

“How about me?” Caroline said in a new lower, throatier voice.

“Wait, what?” asked the waiter.

“You heard me. Why not meet me out back, I’ll rock your world,” she said, pursing her lips together. The gesture was intended to be seductive, but it only had the effect of accentuating her wrinkles.

“Uh…” he said, looking flustered. “I have to...um…” he said, and then dashed out of the cafe, knocking over a plate of dishes on the way.

What a fool, I thought. She was still gorgeous. If I’d been propositioned by a woman like that at his age, I would have been overjoyed. Hell, I still would have been overjoyed, today! I thought about approaching her myself, but then I remembered that I’d given her a predilection for young cubs. Sadly, that meant I was no longer her type.

Part of me wanted to watch her bed down those young cubs, to watch her usher them into manhood in the way I wished I could have been at that age. But another part of me would have been insanely jealous to watch such a spectacle. That part - the greedy, animalistic part of me - wanted to do everything within my considerable power to make sure it would never come to pass.

Chapter Five

Late that night, it hit me. Instead of just changing what Caroline ate, the way she looked or who she wanted to sleep with, why not change all the details of her life and career? After all, she was an actress. She was used to taking on new roles. This wasn’t all that different, right?

But what was the best way to bring about such a dramatic change? I stayed up until well past 3 am, running different versions of Caroline through my mind. When I woke up, I felt dazed, groggy, and famished. But somehow, I had the idea for what I wanted, clear as a bell.

~

In my own humble opinion, it was nothing less than brilliant, I thought, as set up my laptop, with one hand and started finishing off some donut holes with the other. I placed my cougerfied Caroline back into the cafe again with a few keystrokes, then started editing her biography.

Caroline Teagan...new name, Katerina “Caroline” Tychovsky, was a born in Moscow, where she trained for the Olympics in weightlifting, before deciding that immigrating to the West and participating in professional wrestling was more fun and paid better. 

She created a persona for herself, “Caroline the Great,” where she fought and defeated both men and women. Her off-camera behavior showed her to be every bit as aggressive and ill-tempered as her TV persona, and she frequently engaged in fisticuffs with law enforcement and the general public - though some have speculated that she created such negative attention to drive ratings for her TV appearances.

This was great! I quickly started finishing up the rest of her stats. Age: 28. Height: 6 foot 6. Weight: 245 pounds. Hair: Black. Cup Size: DD. Bicep Measurement...wait, was that even listed as an option before? I typed in 25 inches. Panty color: Red. Libido Strength: 7. Preferred partner type: fragile playthings.

I hit enter on the keyboard, then I glanced back at her expectantly. Sure enough, she started to change. This time, she was in the process of fixing her overdone makeup in a tiny mirror, and so she managed to get a front row seat to the whole process.

The first thing to change about Caroline was her wrinkles. I was taking 18 years off her, so most of them started to fade away. At first, Caroline viewed this development with encouragement: she kept dabbing away with her blush, believing her expert application of the stuff was having a very positive effect on her skin. 

But as the changes grew more pronounced - as her laugh lines faded away completely, her lips regained vitality, her cheekbones re-emerged, and her eyes became fresher and brighter- she quickly realized that her makeup had nothing to do with what was going on.

Caroline dropped the little circular makeup mirror as she gasped. It bounced on the table, rolled off, and landed on the floor, where it shattered. A few moments later, Caroline’s wispy, grey-streaked hair become full and lustrous again, becoming a long, jet black, and set in a tight ponytail.

Soon, her breasts swelled an extra cup size, her newly enlarged mammaries riding higher on her chest as the sagging effect of advancing ameliorated. Caroline held her new feminine assets in her hands her jaw dropping as she realized that her body was not only renewing itself, but becoming something more than it ever had been, even in her youth.

The shape of her face continued to change, with her jaw growing flatter and more prominent, her eyebrows becoming heavier, and her nose growing a little taller. Caroline’s shoulders grew wider, her back became broader, and her posture straightened out. 

Her slightly warped, middle aged spine stood tall and firm, as if preparing itself for the extra weight that was soon to come. The chair groaned as she started to change and the weight piled on, but from looking around the cafe, I was the only one who could hear it.

Caroline’s height shot up, well past six feet, until she was clearly the tallest person in the cafe, male or female. For the first time, I actually was looking up at her now. From our heights, I would guess I was about eye to boob level with her, which I thought was glorious.

The new muscles Caroline developed seem to burst out of her skin, the powerful, feminine strength expanding from nowhere to define her whole frame. Her neck became a little thicker and less delicate, her tank top gained a little indentation as a washboard tummy spread out across her waist. 

Tree-trunk style, muscle-bound thighs replaced her cellulite slathered old lady legs, and giant, vein encrusted biceps replaced her old lady arms. Swelling even when she wasn’t flexing them, they were easily the most prominent new addition to her figure. The sinewy texture spread down to her forearms and wrists, which had lost their delicate look and now appeared meaty and thick.

Caroline’s blouse and skirt shifted into tight-fitting, spandex workout clothes that showed off every bulging muscle and every ripple of strength. Nothing was left to the imagination.

The rest of the cafe seemed to go about their business as usual, as if nothing had taken place. And Caroline herself took another sip of tea after a few moments, as though nothing at all was amiss.

A waiter bent down to pick up the shards of the broken mirror. As Caroline finished her tea, she slammed her mighty fist down on the table, causing a terrifying thud. The waiter tried to rise to his feet and see what all the commotion was about, but that only made him hit his head on the table as he tried to stand up.

“Is there a problem, miss?” he asked, rubbing his head.

“Aww, vhat’s the matter? You hurt?” Caroline asked in a thick Russian accent, licking her lips as she gazed down at him. I’m sure her accent came off as sinister or outright menacing to many people, but I thought it was downright adorable.

“Uh...no, I’m fine,” the waiter assured her. When her eyes went wide, he added, “it takes more than a bump on the head to hurt me!”

“Oh,” she said, her face falling with disappointment. If he wasn’t all that fragile, I realized, he wasn’t all that interesting. “Well, in zhat case, why no top up?”

“No refill?” he asked.

“I finish tea nearly thirty seconds ago. You get me more.”

“Sure thing,” he said. “I’ll have to charge you for another one, though, because we don’t do…”

“Charge me extra? Vhat kind of fool you take me for?” Caroline roared, rising to her feet and lifting the man up by his shirt collar and dangling him in the air. It was obvious from the deer in the headlights look on his face that he was scared out of his wits, but it was equally obvious from the bulge in his pants that he was totally turned on, too. “Nobody fucks with Caroline the Great!”

“Wow, is that really Caroline the Great?” said the guy at the next the next table. Apparently, in the new world I’d created, people already knew who she was. “Cool!” he said, whipping out his cell phone and snapping pictures.

Caroline grinned as she caught the spotlight, and struck a flex pose as she maintained her hold on the poor waiter. Her arm bulged massively, causing a bulge in my pants - though, I had to humbly admit, hers was bigger.

“Yes, yes, I’ll get you the tea,” he grunted. “No charge.”

“Plus I want ten muffins vith no charge,” she added. Ten muffins? That didn’t seem like something Caroline the Great would order. Then, I realized I’d neglected to change the “ten muffins” breakfast item on your profile that I’d added in earlier.

“Affirmative, right, right,” he scrambled, heading back to the kitchen.

Once she’d been served her tea and muffins, I decided to try a little experiment. I rose to my feet, preparing to leave the cafe, and then I “accidentally” bumped my foot on my chair.

“Ow, stubbed my toe,” I said, a little loudly. “It hurts really, really bad.”

The waiter had this skeptical look come over him, as if he was suspicious I was trying to feign injury for liability purpose. I was faking, sure, but he certainly wasn’t my target.

“Oh, no, you hurt? Let me take look,” Caroline said, rising to her feet, and then swooping in and picking me up. I couldn’t believe it! Caroline Teagan - well, Katerina “Caroline” Tychovsky - was actually touching me! If I was writing this up as a story, I’d be part of it!

“Yeah, I’m hurt pretty bad,” I said, whimpering a little for effect. “I don’t know if I’ll be able to carry on,” I added.

“It’s ok. In Soviet Russia, Caroline carry you!” she announced, stroking the hair from out of my face.

She flashed me a little wink, letting me know she was in on the joke. I smiled back at her. This was awesome, both literally and in the colloquial sense.

She sat me down opposite her at the table. When the cheque arrived, I grabbed for it.

“I’ve got it,” I said, trying to be impressive.

“Nyet, I’ve got it,” she insisted, grabbing it from me. If I knew what was good for me, I thought, I’d just let the damn thing go. It was silly for me to think a woman like Caroline the Great would be impressed by this time of male bravado anyway.

But if I knew what was good for me, I never would have created Caroline the Great in the first place. I stubbornly held on, desperate to provoke a response, no matter the consequences.

“How about we arm wrestle for it?” I proposed. She let out a low chuckle.

“You either very stoopid, or very smaht,” she said, gripping my hand. “odin, dva, tri!” she said, before slamming me down onto the table so hard that the rest of the patrons jumped, and all of the muffins fell onto their side. Her powerful arm pinned mine for a few seconds before letting me go.

The bones in my hand felt crushed, but feeling her body subjugate me like that was worth it.

“Ouchy,” I whimpered, not bothering to hide my unmanliness this time. “Kiss and make better?”

She lifted my hand to her lips and gave it a soft kiss, but even soft touch of her tender lips made my sensitive, injured hand burn.

As I retracted my hand, I paused for a few moments to dangle my fingers across her bulging bicep. Part of me was worried she’d be mad, but for this opportunity, I’d be willing to have my other hand smashed, too.

But Caroline didn’t react at all, aside from grinning at me, that is. Her bicep felt warm, and I could feel her veins throbbing as I squeezed it.

"You like?" she said, flexing both arms, and pressing her breasts together, squeezing out her cleavage. "Me glad."

Chapter Six

As amazing as it was to carry on with Caroline the Great, I couldn’t leave her like that. I had to see what else the laptop could do. Plus, I was playing a dangerous game by provoking her - what if things went too far? 

When that happened, she might give me something to really cry about. Perhaps most importantly, how was she supposed to be able to enjoy her food if she spent all her time working out and fighting with waiters?

So I decided I was going to give her another full change. Something totally different. But, once again, I was stuck.

~

But the next day, when Caroline the Great was ordering her usual 10 muffins at Corner Cup Cafe, it hit me: my next brilliant plan.

Okay, I admit it, part of me just wanted to fuck around with the waiters. Why not? They hadn’t given me superb service before. Anyway, back to my plan: what if she loved food? In fact, what if she was a total foodie?

Katerina “Caroline” Tychovsky was no more. Now she was Claudine Troubadour, born in Paris, a famous food critic who had made the rounds on all the top cooking shows. No food, no matter how well prepared, was safe from her acerbic barbs, which were always offered whether they were wanted or not.

I typed in her age at 35, causing a few of those wrinkles to flow back into her face, and I shrunk her height down to a more manageable 5 foot three, with a weight of 155. I gave her a libido of 2 - she should love food more than sex. 

And I typed in that her body type was “comically bottom heavy,” after giving her A cup breasts. I figured a woman with such a big ego ought to be overcompensating for something. I gave her a libido of 5 and made her preferred partner a “fellow foodie.”

I hit enter and turned to watch the show. Caroline the Great’s impressive rack began to deflate almost immediately. She reached down and held her shrinking breasts in her firm grip, shouting “Nyet! Nyet!”

Her impressive stature diminished almost as quickly, her height falling as he seemed to sink into her large chair. The muscles she’d worked so hard to build as Katerina shank and retracted into her body as she became Claudine. The dark ponytail became a frizzy, light brown mess, and her workout clothes became a sundress and hipster-esque glasses.

Her strong neck shrank into a spindle, her lips became pursed, perpetually between a sneer and a frown. Claudine’s arms were spindly, her wrists looked brittle, and her chest was so flat that her sundress had practically nothing to cover up. But below her rib cage, her body was a different story. 

Her lower belly, which she kept chalk full of rich, exotic foods, stuck out rather prominently, as though she was six months pregnant. Little love handles were visible through the dress, and she let her heavy legs and thick ankles stuck out of the bottom without shame.

Though Claudine was now quite short, her huge, round rump propped her up in her chair a couple of inches higher than her height alone would have afforded her. She reached out towards her plate for one of the moments, held it discerningly at arm’s length for a moment, then took a cautious bite.

“Is it dee-lee-seous? No, au contraire, it has very lee-tell flavor at all. Utterly lacking in...how you say...sophistication and flay-voour.”

“Uh…” the waiter said, pausing a little. “You want me to bring you a different one?”

“Make my tastebuds zing,” she said, pushing the plate away.

“Ok, we don’t do refunds, so we’ll have to charge you for more muffins…” he mumbled.

“No worry, I’ll put in on my expenz repore,” Claudine said. “I’m on the clock, no?”

It was amazing. I’d only just typed in that she was a food critic, but now she was already assuming she was here for a food review. Actually, maybe that wasn’t just an assumption on her part - maybe she really was reviewing this place. How crazy was that?

He brought her over a bran muffin, which she proceeded to declare “imeesurably dense,” while a cranberry orange offering was “ofeensive little bore.” The banana nut muffin, she explained, “inseests upon itself.”

Seeing her push each little muffin away after a tiny bite hurt almost as much as seeing her starve herself and waste away to look good for the pictures. Maybe, I thought, she’d be better off somewhere else.

“Excuse me, Miss Troubadour?” I asked. “If you’d like a good muffin, I know of a fantastic little place down the street. Honestly, I’m only here because of the free wifi, and…”

“No, no, no. I can’t go out with the cummon rabble to slum. After today I’m zick of this...how you say...trash,” she said, rising to her feet and leaving. Her body swung back and forth like a bell, her pear shape mesmerizing more than just me on the way out.

Chapter Seven

I’ll be honest, using the laptop to mess with Caroline, now Claudine, was the most fun I’d had in forever. But I couldn’t help but realize that Caroline herself still wasn’t happy. She still couldn’t enjoy a lunch. She still was full of anxiety, and since I had the power to intervene, the least I could do was try to help.

So, once again, I was consigned to a fit of insomnia as I pondered how to use my laptop. Maybe if I made her taste buds a little less picky…but then again, what kind of a food critic would be if she liked everything?

Then, I realized it! Claudine wasn’t complaining about the food because she hated everything she tasted, she was finding flaws because that was what was expected of her. That was her job. 

She was just keeping up her image, just as Caroline the Great kept up her image by picking a fight with a waiter, just like Caroline Teagan had kept up her image through starving herself as skinny as possible. Her desire to get attention from others was her downfall.

It was who she was to try hard and to put on a good show, no matter what her name or profession was. And as long as she had a famous brand to protect, she was going to devote all her effort to protecting it.

So what could I do? I felt totally stumped.

~

I didn’t catch a wink of sleep, and by the next morning, I was tired and frazzled. I pulled Claudia into the cafe, and ordered a double espresso, hoping a jolt of caffeine might do the trick.

But then, something extraordinary happened: Claudine herself provided me with the idea. Not just any old idea, mind you, but the idea.

“Stupeed waiters, you never get orders right,” she complained.

She needed a job where she was relatively low profile. Someplace I could keep an eye on her. Someplace where she could relax, enjoy the simple things, and where eating good food wouldn’t interfere with her image. Why not become a waitress?

“Caroline Teagan,” I typed into the laptop, giving her back her original name. “Age, 31. Born: Bradford, UK.”

Next, I needed to update her bio, giving her a modest life that would hopefully leave her contented with her situation. “Education: dropped out of University, first year. Worked as a cashier, a janitor, and a maid, all jobs performed without the crutch of pride. Currently employed as a waitress at Corner Cup Cafe in London.”

Next, her figure. If she was thin, or even just a little on the heavy side, she might want to try to diet again. That wouldn’t do! She was supposed to be relaxed, jovial, and always ready to enjoy a good meal.

Best, I thought to try to take her back to how she once looked, before she lost all that weight and got famous. I made her height 5 foot 8, her weight 180 pounds, with E cup breasts, and described her figure as “dumpy.” Then, I pressed enter.

A few of the years I’d added to her as Claudine sloughed off, which I suspected would leave her looking younger. But although she’d physically become younger, her body had been through more trying ordeals, more worry. 

Wrinkles faded but then grew back as stress lines, the slight bags under her eyes from hitting her mid-thirties were replaced by the dark circles of regularly not getting enough sleep. The calm, determined, mature confidence displayed by Claudine faded from her face, replaced by the discouraged look of a younger person who hadn’t ever bothered to be an idealist.

Caroline’s body began to change as well. The unusual, pear shape of Claudine shifted unevenly. Her hugely flaring hips and thick thighs seemed to stay the same size, while the pooch on her waist grew and spread into a proper pot belly.

“Ce qui la baise!?” Caroline said, as she noticed her clothes transforming from her trendy sundress into an ill-fitting waitress uniform, one which suggested she’d put on a significant amount of weight recently. 

The bottom of her shirt didn’t quite reach her skirt, revealing a couple of inches of her soft, doughy looking midsection, with just the faintest silver lines of stretch marks. The arm holes, which were loose on the rest of the wait staff, became tight fitting, bunching around Caroline’s newly pudgy arms.

Caroline’s uniform was stretched in other ways, too. I craned my neck and I could see that the back of the uniform was starting to bunch up a little, thanks to her new back fat. Her hair changed, going from frizzy and wild to boring, straight, short, hanging limply on her heavier-looking neck. 

The expensive, expertly well done makeup that decorated Claudine’s face became simple, looking, cheap, and a bit overdone on Caroline. The lipstick extended just a little further than it should, while her mascara looked a little clumpy.

Her breasts grew larger and longer, hanging a little low on her chest, and seeming to promise that in a few years or a few pounds later, they’d lay on either side of her corpulent, roll-y tummy.

Caroline rose to her feet, picked up the plate of muffins, and scanned the room.

“Who ordered these?” she said, in a tired, dull, melancholy voice. Nobody replied.

“I did,” I said, eager for the chance to talk with her.

“Here you go,” she said, placing them down in front of me. “Enjoy,” she said flatly, then turned and shuffled away behind the counter.

Uh-oh. She certainly didn’t look content. I waited until things were slow, then I tried to strike up a conversation.

“So, Caroline, how’s life?”

“What kind of bullshit question is that? I’m your waitress. You’re supposed to ask me how’s the waffles ‘round here.”

“Well, I’m just curious about you,” I hedged.

“Nothing to be curious about. Just another dead-ender in a dead-end job,” she said, rolling her eyes. She had a far-away look for a moment, then added “I’m sure I’d be happier if I had a glamorous job, like being an actress.”

“What makes you say that? You know, being an actress isn't all that fun, you've got to keep a strict diet, constantly look over your shoulder to avoid the paparazzi. Anyway, I’m sure there’s plenty to be happy about with your life." Part of me just wanted to cheer her up, but if I'm being honest, I mainly was trying to rationalize to myself what I'd already done to her.

“Look, buddy. I’m fat, I’m lonely, I’m a waitress, and I got to run around trying to please the goddamn customers all the time. You tell me, what part of that is supposed to make me happy?”

This was bad, I realized. She was even more unhappy than ever! What had I done?

Chapter Eight

This time, finding a solution to Caroline’s problem wasn’t all that difficult. I mean, I’m a journalist, for crying out loud. I know how to spot a good narrative when I see one.

Caroline Teagan, the gorgeous actress, had fallen on some hard times after a series of failed reinventions. She’d lost her career, her figure, her pride. She’d hit rock bottom. There was only one place to go from there. Everything I was going to do from now on was all about the comeback of Caroline.

She was depressed - and why not? Everything that was important to her had been taken away. She might not remember her former fame and fortune, but her priorities in life were still the same. 

I’d thought I’d calm her down by stripping her of her station, but I’d only consigned her to being depressed. If I wanted her to be truly happy, I had to revamp all her priorities. She had told me to tell her what part of her life she was supposed to be happy with. I decided I would do just that.

So the next day I tried to drill down further into her stats on the laptop. There was another page that actually listed what was important to her, and in order.

“1. Being Famous. 2. Being Perceived as Attractive. 3. Being Wealthy. 4. Being Admired. 5. Exercise/Fitness.” No wonder she was upset! None of those qualities made for a happy waitress.

I retyped the her biography to describe her as “warm,” “jolly,” and then set to work re-doing her priorities.

“1. Eating Good Food. 2. Having Good Sex. 3. Pleasing Customers 4. Being relaxed and living in the moment. 5. Enjoying being fat.”

I hit enter and started to turn around to look at her, but before I did so, I felt a hand on my shoulder.

“Hey, sir. I just noticed that you were out of coffee. Would you care for a top up?” Caroline asked. I looked up at her and saw her giant smile, and my heart started melting. She looked so happy, and all because of a few strokes on my keyboard. Speaking of that, I quickly shut the laptop, hoping she wouldn’t notice what I’d been up to.

“Erm...isn’t that extra?” I asked. I hated to quibble over money, but I hadn’t done any paid work in over a week, and was a little behind on my bills.

“It’s supposed to be, but I’ll put it on the house,” she said. So sweet!

“I couldn’t let you do that,” I said, reaching into my wallet.

“Honey, I’m doing it. You’re welcome to leave money on the table, but I’m calling that my tip,” she said, and walked back to the counter to get my coffee. She sounded warmer and more friendly than any character I’d ever seen her play on TV. Her sashaying walk, which was accentuated by her newly enlarged hips, mesmerized me.

“Would you like some?” she asked as she leaned in a little closer, after she’d finished topping me up.

“Some…?” I asked. Was she...flirting with me?

“Some cream, of course,” she clarified.

“Oh, sure,” I said, feeling a little embarrassed.

“Say when,” she said, and started to pour. But I wasn’t watching the teacup, I was watching Caroline. “Oops!” she said, as my cup overflowed. “Don’t worry, I’ll wipe that up,” she said, dabbing at the table with a napkin.

“Thanks,” I murmured.

As soon as she was done, another customer - a man with a black leather jacket and a gray, scruffy beard - walked in and took a seat.

“Hello, welcome to Corner Cup, what would you like?” she said, squeezing his arm just as she’d squeezed mine.

“What’s good here?” he asked. I noticed him giving her ass a good ogle.

“Quite a lot,” she said with a sly grin and a wink.

Damn! How dare that bastard try to steal her away from me!

Okay, I admitted - perhaps that wasn’t exactly a rational response. It wasn’t like Caroline was giving this guy a blowjob behind the cashier’s desk. And, of course, it wasn’t like Caroline and I were actually dating to begin with. But, still, I felt a sense of frustration. Why was she getting so chummy with other guys?

Of course - her priorities. I’d programmed her to please the customer. I’d just assumed that was me, but anyone who was a customer fit that bill. 

In fact, from her point of view, there was nothing special about me whatsoever. In fact, I realized, she might not want to talk with me at all, if it weren’t for the fact that I was a customer at that moment.

Caroline walked away, and the guy at the next table nudged me. “Caroline’s great, eh? I hear she gives out blowjobs behind the cashier’s desk!”

Uh-oh. Clearly, some more changes were in order.

I opened up the laptop again. I knew what I had to do, but was it right? Was it right to tell someone who to fall for?

On the one hand, while I wasn’t wealthy, I could provide a life for her that was above and beyond any normal lover. With my help, she could gain any talent, change her appearance in any way. On the other hand, wasn’t I taking away her free will? I might not want somebody to tell me what to do.

On the other other hand, well, that creepy guy in the leather jacket just kissed Caroline’s hand. That tore it for me.

Under biography, I wrote that Caroline was falling in love with me. Then, I hit enter.

Chapter Nine

Caroline continued to chat and laugh for a few seconds, and then I saw her pull her hand away from the man with the leather jacket.

Then, she came back to my table.

“That guy’s really creepy,” she whispered, as she passed me. And, indeed, he had risen to his feet and was walking closer.

“Hey, baby, where you going? I thought we were gonna have some fun?”

“What should I do?” Caroline asked, sounding terrified.

“Look directly into his eyes,” I said, typing into the laptop furiously.

“She has bright, flashing red eyes,” I typed into her eye color field.

The man approached, his fists balled, but as soon as he made eye contact with Caroline, his posture suddenly changed. He went from predator to prey in 2 seconds flat. Then he was backing up fast, trying to get out of the restaurant so quickly that he was knocking over tables, before he finally turned tail and left for good. What a coward.

“Wow, it worked!” Caroline said, grabbing my hand reassuringly. I glanced up to smile at her, and then nearly jumped out of my own chair when I saw how terrifying her eyes looked. I quickly deleted that and gave her blue eyes.

There weren’t any other customers around, and the manager wasn’t there today, so she took a seat at my table, without bothering to ask permission. She balanced her weight on her elbows as she leaned in to stare at me; it was a very unrefined, unladylike pose.

“Whatcha got going on there?” she said, pointing towards the screen, as she grabbed one of the ten muffins on my plate and casually took a bite. Little crumbs sprayed everywhere, and these Caroline wasn’t in any big hurry to wipe up.

“Uh...it’s kinda like a real-life video game,” I said, once I managed to tear my eyes away from the fun spectacle of seeing her eat. I wasn’t quite sure how to explain what I was doing, and certainly not comfortable with her knowing about it, but not comfortable lying about it either.

“Cool,” she said. “I’ve seen you come in here every day, working on that thing. It must be pretty fun.”

“I...didn’t think you noticed,” I replied, feeling a little nervous. Was this just because I made her fall for me, or had she really been paying more attention to me than I’d noticed?

Had she been falling for me before I typed that in?

“Yeah, just figured it was for work or something,” she said. “So, what do you do?”

“I’m a celebrity journalist,” I said.

“Oh, like for the tabloids? That must be fun, meeting famous people and the like. Even if they all hate you,” she said with a giggle.

“Well, they don’t all hate me,” I said, smiling back at her. Of course, she wasn’t capable of appreciating the irony of that one…

“What’s the juiciest story you’ve ever scooped?” she asked.

And, for the rest of the day, we chatted, pausing only briefly whenever anyone else walked into the cafe. Those interruptions were annoying, of course, but she was worth waiting for.

~

The next day, I decided to give us a proper date. And to reward Caroline for all her hard work, while simultaneously providing us with some measure of privacy.

“Caroline is the owner of Corner Cup Cafe,” I wrote. “But she still works there every day as a chef and waitress, because that’s what she loves.”

Gifting someone an entire cafe? It was the biggest tip I’d ever given a waitress.

“Say, I’ve got a crazy idea. Why don’t you close up early?” I asked, towards the end of the day, when it was getting slow.

“Sure, you wanna head somewhere?” she asked.

“Actually…” I began. “I’ve got a better idea. Why don’t we stay right here?” It felt weird to go somewhere else with Caroline after all we’d been through together in this restaurant.

“Hmm...I like it. I can give you a private meal,” said Caroline.

“You can give US a private meal, I want you to eat, too!”

Caroline slowly closed the blinds, then locked the door and turned out the “open” sign. We really were all alone in here! I quickly pulled up the laptop, upping her libido to a 6, and describing her as “bawdy” and “sexually forward,” and “comfortable taking the lead.”

“Hello, sir,” she said, walking towards me with an even more sultry walk than usual. “What can I get you?”

“Hmm…” I said, not sure what to ask.

“How about a waitress with no clothes on?” she asked. “Would you like one of those?”

“Yes, please,” I murmured.

“Coming right up,” she said, and slowly, she stripped.

It took a surprising amount of effort for her to take off her waitress top. It was very tight fitting, and she’d sweat a little, make it both cling and stick to her skin. For just a brief moment, she had her arms raised above her head, her face hidden, her chest and belly exposed. 

She tugged and tugged, causing her soft-looking, large breasts to slosh back and forth against her ill-fitting, one size too small bra. A couple of times her nipples almost felt out, but alas, it was not to be.

Her tummy jiggled violently when she finally did yank the top off, the little rolls the decorated her waist bouncing up and down vigorously. When she undid her skirt, her tummy, no longer confined by anything, slouched forwards, covering up most of her underwear. I heard the soft sound of flesh scraping against flesh from her thigh-gap less legs as she walked towards me.

She sat down on top of my lap, causing the chair to creak just a little. Then, she undulated her body against mine. I could feel my lap getting warm and warmer from the dance, and I could feel her nipples getting harder as they scraped against the buttons of my shirt.

“So, what would you like? Coffee, tea, me?” she whispered in my ear.

My stomach growled in reply.

“I’m tempted to say you, but truth be told, I am actually a little hungry,” I confessed, hoping I wasn’t going to kill the mood.

“Oh, thank God, me too!” she said. “Plus, eating a big meal always makes me really horny, you know?”

I couldn’t say I quite agreed - but I did think that watching her eat a big meal would certainly put me in the mood.

“How about a couple of pancakes?” I suggested.

“A couple of pancakes,” she repeated, sounding a little disgusted. “Who does that?”

“I, uh...well…” I hesitated, not knowing what to say. Where did I go wrong?

“How about a huge motherfuckin’ stack of pancakes, huh?” she said.

“Ok,” I agreed, grinning again. It was amazing, but the harder I was trying to temper my rough edges, the more she seemed not to mind them as-is.

“We’ll get some blueberries, some butter, boysenberry jam…”

“Sure, sounds great!” I replied. “Want me to help in the kitchen?”

“No, no, no,” she said. “You say right there. I want to serve you properly.”

I looked around the corner from my table and managed to see her stirring the giant vat of batter from inside the kitchen. Her soft form shook as she stirred, and when she stopped, she lifted the giant, wooden spoon up to her lips to taste the raw batter.

“Mmm...perfect,” she said, then started pouring it out onto the griddle. The smell was heavenly - she was a far better cook than whoever worked here before I used the laptop to make her the chef.

I didn’t let myself be entirely useless, though. I turned down the lights and used my cigarette lighter - first time I’d used it since I’d quit, five years ago - to ignite the candles sitting at my table, which I’d actually never seen in use before.

“Ooh, how romantic,” she cooed, when she returned, carrying an impossibly big stack of pancakes with her with one tray, and all the toppings on the other.

“Bon appétit,” she said, trying to sound French but mangling the pronunciation and the accent horribly. If only Claudine could hear her!

I helped myself to a single pancake, on which I modestly sprinkled a few blueberries and a thin film of butter.

“Wow, you, like, don’t know how to eat pancakes, do you?” she asked, looking over at my plate and giggling a little.

“This is, in fact, how most people do eat them,” I said, feeling just a little defensive. “Unless you know of some super-secret chef method…”

“I wouldn’t call it a super-secret chef method, since I ate ‘em this way since before I became a chef. Maybe super-secret fat chick method would be more appropriate,” she said with a big belly laugh that caused her tummy to quiver delightfully.

I could see that soft, doughy body slosh around a million times, I thought, and I’d never get tired of it. Every time I saw it, I remembered that she’d once been Caroline Teagan, a thin actress who’d been so proud of her hard-earned weight loss and strict diet that she mocked people who couldn’t keep the weight off themselves, and it was only because of my intervention that she’d become so pleasingly plump and easygoing.

Caroline then proceeded to show me the fat chick way to eat pancakes. She put two pancakes together, rolling them up like a burrito. Then, inside, she stuffed in six little pads of butter, nearly half a jar of jam, and then topped it off with so much syrup that the thing sprouted a leak, dripping onto her plate.

“Here, you want this one?” she offered.

“No, you go ahead,” I said. Actually, it looked lovely, and I couldn’t wait to try one, but the only thing I could imagine that was sweeter than eating that giant calorie bomb was the pleasure of watching her eat it.

Caroline raised the pancake-burrito to her luscious lips and took a huge bite, causing another leak of blueberry syrup to erupt.

“Oops,” she said with a little giggle as some of it fell onto her bare form. “Want to help me with that?”

I handed her a napkin, but she reacted to that with more giggling. She took it with her sticky hands balled it up, and threw it behind her.

“Let me ask again. Want to help me with that?” she asked, winking this time.

“Oh, right…” I said. I rose to my feet and walked over to her side of the table. Then, I leaned down and lapped up the spill of syrup that had landed on her neck.

She stroked the back of my head as I gently licked at her, her sticky fingers creating a terrible mess of my hair. But I was so turned on, I didn’t care.

“Good, good boy,” she said. “Here’s a treat,” she said, lowering the pancake to my face.

I took a bite of it - it was the sweetest thing I’d ever tasted in my life. My taste buds burned with richness. If this was the kind of thing she’d been gorging herself on, no wonder she’d packed on the pounds. And, she was cool eating like this regularly, well then...she’d almost certainly gain more weight in the future.

And I could accelerate that process, I realized.

Caroline quickly finished off her pancake, and as I was lapping the last bits of syrup from her neck, I could feel the subtle motions of her throat bulging at it accommodated her huge swallows of the intensely fattening food.

More syrup leaked, this time hitting me square in the forehead, which wasn’t much of a surprise in hindsight, since I’d parked my head directly where here last spill was.

“Oops again,” she said. She had a look of faux embarrassment, but she wasn’t blushing, as though she had intended to spill on me. “Let me get that,” she said, pulling my face up by my ears and licking at my forehead, before pulling me even closer for a kiss.

I could still taste the unbelievable sweetness of the food on her lips. It drove me wild. I trembled with delight as she squeezed me tightly, my shoulder digging into her breasts as her sweet tongue trashed against mine.

“More food,” she said, when we broke the kiss. She quickly packed another pancake burrito, and then she undid her bra, exposing her pink nipples, which were already semi-hard.

“You know what to do,” she said, patting her lap.

I sat on her meaty thighs, face forwards, and leaned in to gently kiss at her nipples as she started swallowing down her next pancake. I held onto her shoulder with one hand, and with the other, I gently fondled her soft tummy. With every bite, it pooched out a little further, the firmness of the food contrasting against the delicious softness of her flab.

As I wrapped my mouth around her nipple, I could feel her begin to eat faster, picking up the pace until she was continuously chomping down on her sweet concoctions. A steady stream of syrup make its way down her chin, her neck and onto her breasts. I managed to get a little trickle inside my mouth, which tasted great.

“You like my tummy, do you?” she asked her mouth full. As it had grown larger and larger, I’d started to kneed it more enthusiastically. The little rolls had been stretched into a giant dome by the pancakes she’d eaten. How many had she had by now? I couldn’t tell, but the massive stack she’d created didn’t quite seem so massive anymore.

“Yeah, I love it,” I said, rubbing my thumb into her syrup soaked belly button, causing her to moan with delight.

“Then fuck it,” she said breathlessly.

“Excuse me?”

“Fuck my tummy,” she said. “Take off your clothes.”

I did as I was told. My dick was at full attention.

“Sit back down on my lap. Grind against my belly button,” she said, then resumed eating.

Once again, I complied. In all my years of looking at porn, I’d never seen anything like this!

Her syrup-lubed, deep bellybutton was the perfect receptacle for my the head of my cock, which I ground into it. With every bite, her tummy grew larger, and it seemed to push back against my cock a little more. When I held my body perfectly still, I could actually experience every part of her decadent bite - hearing her chew, feeling her swallow, and then feeling her tummy get just a little more overstuffed, growing infinitesimally larger.

I rubbed against her more as I saw her reach for the last of the pancakes. I didn’t care that I’d only had one bite - as far as I was concerned, that was one bite too many. Every last bit of that fattening batter belonged her beautiful belly.

Caroline held onto my back with her sticky fingers when she was done, pulling me closer and pushing me against her more firmly. Finally, she let out a giant belch near my ear.

“Oops,” she whispered in my ear, licking at it a little. “You might think I’m such a pig.”

That did it. I groaned as I came, spraying my cum onto her syrup-soaked, huge gut and even hitting her breasts, still wet from my slobber. I leaned down and bit on one of her nipples, and she started squealing as she came, too.

Chapter Ten

That night I didn’t sleep alone. Instead, I bought Caroline back to my place. We showered, which was something of a shame, since it never felt so good to feel so dirty, and then we slept.

Or, rather, she slept. I, on the other hand, stayed wide awake, partly because her loud snoring, but also because I was wondering what to do next.

I couldn’t simply put the laptop away and be done with it. It was too great a gift not to be used. But how does one improve upon perfection? Today really was a perfect day, after all, with a woman without flaws.

Okay, maybe Caroline wasn’t perfect. But even considering what to do about her “flaws” felt like a betrayal. Maybe I’d programmed her to be in love with me, but my own feelings felt natural. I was falling for her, too. And I wasn’t sure it was right to change someone I loved.

~

The next day, the cafe was once again open to everyone, and once again, strangers came in to hit on Caroline.

“Hey, sugar tits, what do I have to do to get some syrup?” asked an obnoxious Australian fellow.

“When do you get off? When do you want to?” asked a chav with a Burberry cap.

“Looking good, hot stuff,” said a woman with a short, dykey-haircut and a muscle shirt as she licked her lips.

Caroline replied to these gestures with laughter and grins, which earned her big tips and caused me to seethe with jealousy. No confrontations, like yesterday,

I noticed some customers seemed to critique her body, even as they hit on her. “Hey, baby, you’d be a ten if you lost some of that weight,” I heard more than once. Of course, Caroline never did anything but smile back.

“How do you deal with all that shit from the customers?” I asked, once we reached a moment where the cafe was empty.

“Well, whatever makes ‘em happy,” she said. “But, honestly, it is a bit annoying. Just something unpleasant a lot of women have to go through when the work with the public.” Her face scrunched up, as though she was trying to remember something. She opened her mouth to speak, but no sound came out.

I thought about how I’d hounded women in the public sphere, trying my damndest to catch them at an embarrassing moment, and then writing all about it for everyone to read. I’d nearly been that kind of unpleasant person for Caroline, and I would have had I not been in possession of a magic laptop.

Even though I hadn’t actually done anything to Caroline, I still felt like I owed her something. I wanted to protect her, to look out for her.

“How do you think we could shut them up?” I asked. I couldn’t just make her eyes flash red all the time, could I?

“Well, boys will be boys. Some girls will be boys, too, I guess. I don’t know how to get people to stop thinking I’m cute.”

“But I do!” I said excitedly. Of course. It was so simple...

“Wait, what?” Caroline asked.

“What if…” I said, my voice trailing off as I imagined what I could do to her. “Give me a second.”

I’ll be honest - I was surprised at how much attention the low-class, fattened up version of Caroline was receiving. I mean, I know that BBW porn sites pay the bills somehow, but part of me always thought that it was just me that liked big girls. But I knew that there were ways to reduce her attention. It would cure her headache, and prevent me from having to feel protective - and jealous - all the time.

Should I ask her if she’d be ok with it? I knew I could just type that she would be, but…

As I weighed the options in my mind, another patron walked into the coffee shop.

“Woo, sexy mama! Go get me some flapjacks, floppy ass,” he said, smacking her on her behind. She just giggled, and went into the kitchen to get his order.

That did it. I pulled up the laptop, my hands shaking with fury. I was going to destroy what was left of her conventional good looks, as well as her manners. Caroline was mine - all mine. Nobody would lust after her but me.

Caroline - weight: 315 pounds. Years of living a low-class lifestyle have destroyed her motivation to look presentable. She has tangled hair, missing molars, greasy skin...I kept typing and typing, piling flaw after flaw onto her, until she re-emerged from the kitchen, carrying the pancakes.

The man who had hit on her looked at her lustily - for the last time, I thought. Then, I pressed enter.

“Wa!” she cried out, as her body was rocked by the sudden influx of weight. She nearly fell face-first onto the floor, barely stopped her fall by grabbing a table, which itself nearly tipped over under the force of her weight. Meanwhile, the pancakes fell forwards, landing right on the customer.

“What the fuck, you fat bitch!” he cried out. “I’m outta here!”

“Aww,” she said wistfully as he headed out of the store, picking her nose absentmindedly. Everything about her had changed radically. Her fat cheeks and rounded face swelled into a large, sagging mountain of fat, shining with grease, which completely consumed her neck. Her arms called her uniform to split down the sides, big canvasses of flesh oozing forwards and covering up her elbows.

The overdone, un-classy makeup she had been wearing became little more than half-melted dark smears, while sweat marks appeared on the stretched, frayed parts of her uniform.

Her breasts swelled even huger than before, causing several buttons to pop off the front her top, and an obscene line of cleavage to make its way upwards, nearly up to her neck. The long, saggy breasts, far too big to fit in any ordinary bra, flopped down onto the sides of her gut.

Her stomach had swelled well past the stage of a normal pot belly, becoming a giant apron of fat, which hung down over her hips and crotch.

“Wow,” I said, gazing up at her.

“Wow, wha?” she asked.

“Nothing, I just like that you’re you,” I replied, smiling at her.

“Well get your ass in the kitchen and I’ll show you what you can like about me,” she said.

She opened up the walk in freezer and then pushed me inside with a well-timed bump from her huge, shelf-like butt. Her skirt didn’t cover even half of it, revealing significant portions of her butt cheeks and the small remnants of her granny panties that her ass hadn’t sucked in yet.

I shivered inside the freezer, and then Caroline followed me inside, the sides of her ultra-wide hips rubbing a little against the walls. She grabbed me and shoved me against the wall, then leaned her weight onto my shoulders, pushing me down, until I was kneeling in front of her in a crumpled heap.

Then, she hiked up her skirt and pressed her underwear up towards my face. She was already wet, from a mixture of sweat and desire, and it felt like she hadn’t bothered shaving in…well, forever really.

“Lick me clean,” she ordered. “Now!”

When I hesitated, she grabbed my ears with her chubby, clammy palms and then pulled my head closer towards her. My nose was buried in her crotch and I could barely breathe - but I’d never been more turned on in my life.

She hiked down her panties and my tongue got to work, servicing the monster I’d created. She groaned and grunted, climaxing quickly.

Chapter Eleven

The next day, no customers hit on Caroline. In fact, she did a fairly good job of scaring many of them away at first glance! It was perfect, and she seemed to be as happy as ever.

But even though life was grand, I couldn’t in good conscience keep what I’d done a secret. Even though I wasn’t publishing any pieces on what I’d done, I still had to break the story to Caroline. If I didn’t, it would always haunt my mind, taunting me for not being honest.

When she closed up shop, I said “Caroline, there’s something important I have to tell you.”

“Why talk when your mouth should be getting busy?” she asked.

“No, no, this is serious,” I insisted.

“So am I,” she said, waddling towards me, and then grinding her crotch up against my knee.

“What if I told you that you hadn’t always been like this?” I asked. “That you used to be a different person?”

“Wha?” she asked, while she kept grinding.

“Don’t you ever feel kind of strange, like you were meant to be somebody else? I’ve seen a certain look in your eye…”

“Maybe,” she said. “Sometimes I feel like I was meant to be a big shot, you know, like an actress...”

“You are! I mean, you were,” I said. “Before I changed you.”

“Huh?”

“With this laptop,” I said. “I don’t expect you to believe me, so I’ll prove it to you!”

I pulled it out and said she’d received a 6 carat diamond ring from her love, and, lo and behold, the ring appeared on her hand.

“See?” I said. “That ring wasn’t there before…”

“Yeah…” she agreed. “But it is pretty. Thanks.”

“Don’t mention it,” I said with a shrug. “But, you see, this laptop created it.”

“Created it? You gave me this ring last week!” she said.

“Argh,” I said, slamming my head against my hands. The laptop was rewriting her memories almost as fast as it was rewriting reality. How could I ever demonstrate it?

Once again, inspiration struck. I typed into her biography, “Caroline understands the power of the magic laptop. She understands all the changes she’s been through, and who she used to be.”

A look of understanding passed over her greasy, lusty-looking face. She stopped her grinding against me and looked into my eyes intently.

What was she thinking?

“Are you angry with me?” I asked.

“No,” she said, after much hesitation. “Being with you makes me really happy. And, I suppose I wouldn’t have been ready to be with someone like you, without you doing what you did. Though sometimes I do want to be a star again…”

“You totally can!” I said. “Ever seen ‘Fat Slags?’ We can totally get you a role like that.”

“Hm...I never thought about being a comedienne,” she said. “Makin’ people laugh, yeah? That could be a good bit of fun.”

“Agreed.”

“So, you could do anything to me, right?” she asked. “Make me anything I want?”

“Sure,” I replied. “What do you want?”

Her hands gripped my neck tightly, and the look of lust had returned to her eyes.

“Sam, I want you to finish the job,” she said. “I want you to finish ruining me, perfecting me, however you look at it.”

In spite of her knowledge of the power of the laptop, she was still bound by the desires the laptop had given her, I realized. And she wanted to enjoying being fat, living in the moment, and being sexually satisfied.

“Make me fatter,” she said.

“Well, you don’t need the laptop for that, with the way you’ve been eating…” I began.

“Too slow,” she said. “Make me fat. Please?”

“Well, I…” I began.

“I’ll give you the world’s best blowjob, we can right behind the cashier’s desk” she said, but then got started before waiting for to go there, kneeling down on her fat knees and pulling down my pants, and then my underwear. 

I leaned back, enjoying the sensations, but then I noticed that we didn’t quite have privacy. She’d locked up at the coffee shop, but she hadn’t pulled the blinds down, so people walking past us on the street could look in.

“Hey!” I said, as a crowd started to gather. Men pointed, women whispered the person standing next to them. “Ugh...people are looking at us!”

“Good, I want them to look,” she said though guttural mumbling, her mouth half full of my cock.

“Ok, ok, I’ll make you fat right now, if you just shut the blinds!”

“Goody!” she said, rising her to feet with a quickness surprising for a woman of her size. She ran towards the windows, but the force of her step outstripped the ability of the fabric to hold in her massive chest. 

With a loud, terrible ripping sound, the poor top rent itself in two. Her vein covered breasts sloshed freely outside her top, smacking together and shaking wildly. This only increased the crowd’s attention, and they audibly booed when the blinds shut down the show.

I pretended to look away, and Caroline slyly left one blind a small crack open, so that people could still gather and look at us. Fuck it, I thought. If she wanted to be a star, let her be a star. If the cops were called on us for indecent exposure, I’d tell the laptop to make Caroline a top law enforcement official, and she’d just make it go away. There was nothing that I couldn’t get away with in the service of our desires.

“Make me hornier, too,” she instructed me.

“That’s already off the charts.”

“Take me off the bloody charts!” she begged, before wrapping her lips around my cock again.

I leaned over and started up the laptop, and complied with request. On her libido scale - out of a possible ten, I entered her score as an 11.

Her tongue-lashing, already vigorous and desperate, became even more so. I could feel her mouth moving faster, more eagerly. She tilted her fatty neck as far as it would go, and tried to deep throat me. I swear I could feel the fat from her hanging, low chins as she took me inside.

Meanwhile, her left hand caressed my balls while her right knuckle dug into the space between my balls and my arsehole. God, that felt good.

I was about to cum, when suddenly, she stopped.

“No orgasm for you until you make me fat,” she said.

If only she could see herself now, I thought. A week ago, she would have done anything to avoid gaining weight. Now here she was, on her hands and knees begging for it. I certainly wouldn’t mind if she grew even larger...

“But if you gain weight, you won’t notice,” I said. “You’ll just think you’ve always been that fat,” I said.

“Make me notice!” she demanded, slapping my cock back and forth with her sweaty, meaty hands.

It was worth a shot. I put in her biography that the more satisfaction she gave me, the bigger she’d grow, until she reached twice the size that the old Caroline had been at her heaviest. And, I put that Caroline was able to see the changes without her memory being wiped.

“Fuck, I'm not any bigger,” she complained after I hit enter.

“Well, I decided to make you earn it,” I said playfully. “The more pleasure I get, the heavier you get.”

“I think I can work with that,” she said with one of her signature, lust-drunk grinned. She struggled to pull herself to her feet. I tried to help her, but she was so heavy I almost fell down myself.

Then, she made a slow waddle to the kitchen, returning when she had two bottles, one for chocolate syrup, one for caramel. She charged towards me, ripping off my clothes with her jagged, unkempt nails, until I was totally nude. Then, she used both bottles to spray me with the syrup. I felt like I was a woman in a porno, being hit with a money shot. But, in my case, I knew that the fun was just beginning.

Caroline leaned down and started licking my chest, sucking up the syrup. As she did, I could see her growing, ever so slightly. The mounds of back fat bunching on around her shoulders grew deeper creases, while I could feel her larger breasts pressing more firmly against my stomach.

I moved my hands downwards, so I could feel her tummy as it began its glorious expansion. Caroline started licking at my nipple, sucking up the syrup. As my finger started to get sucked into her deepening bellybutton, she bit down a little, causing me to shiver with delight. 

Had she bitten down because all the syrup had made her hungry? Or was it just to get me off? Or, was it to get me off - so she’d grow bigger? I wasn’t sure which interpretation pleased me more.

Caroline’s steadily increasing weight made it difficult for me to stand still, and soon I staggered back, hitting the wall. When our bodies separated, it was with a wet, sticky, smacking sound.

It was obvious that she’d put on quite a bit of weight just in the last few seconds. Her mammoth gut has become so big it had split into two sections, one above her belly, which seemed to form a large, bulbous, conventional pot belly that swelled outwards proudly. 

Then, after the huge dip inwards for her hidden belly button, her lower belly stretched out and hung over the rest of her in a giant ring, obscuring her hips and her crotch. Her love handles were so thick that it was hard to tell where they ended and the rest of her fat began.

She chased after me again, her heavy footsteps thundering across the floor, but with her thighs so packed with meatiness, she couldn’t move them very far. Even a waddle at this point was basically out of the question, leaving her with a slow shuffle. The fat from her lower thighs had oozed over her knees, which weren’t bending as she moved. Instead, her hips were using their momentum to propel her forwards in tiny, irregular steps.

When she started to sway, I ran forwards to steady her. She leaned into me for support with one of her sweaty, chocolate smeared hands, but I couldn’t hold her weight, and I started to wobble, too.

Finally, she found her footing, and placed her arm behind my back as I fell. I landed on the softest cushion in the world, Caroline’s expansive, billowy arm fat. My head was nestled in the crook where her elbow was supposed to be, but all I could feel was endless flab.

Caroline leaned down to miss me, her sweet tongue probing my mouth eagerly. As I melted into the kiss, my toes twitching with glee, I could feel her expanding even more. Her impossibly chubby cheeks, already pressing against mine, pressed even further into my face. The billowy arm I was resting on puffed up even more, and like air seeping into a mattress, I was buoyed up by the rise, which only pushed me further into the kiss.

Caroline’s tongue used this momentum to snake itself down my throat. I moaned as I felt her growing breasts reaching down to my chest, her giant nipples scraping against my sore, tender ones.

“You ready, baby?” she after she broke the kiss, as she stroked my hair and my face with her free hand. I nodded eagerly, and slowly, she leaned backwards, and fell.

I fell with her, landing on the tops of her breasts and bouncing upwards a little. Caroline landed on her huge ass, which meant she had a very gentle landing, indeed. For a moment, the soft, incredibly large squishiness of the thing prevented the rest of her from touching down, and she lay on the floor, her plump extremities flailing a little. Her ankles had disappeared entirely and even her little toes looked so fat that the space between them was greatly diminished.

Then, finally, her huge posterior flattened out a bit, and the rest of her hit the floor, too. She propped herself up, using the big crease in her arms that covered up where her elbows used to be.

“Come over here,” she said as she licked her lips and stroked her lower belly. I didn’t need to be told twice. I lowered myself over her body, my head nestled near the top of her cleavage.

Caroline  spread her legs as I ground myself up against her, but even after she’d spread them, I wasn’t much closer to sex. Her belly was still in the way, and the shapeless flab of her legs, spread out over the floor like half-melted ice cream, was still touching, despite the spreading.

I backed up a bit, and then tried to thrust myself forwards, my stomach grinding against hers and attempting to push it out of the way. My cock grazed against the softness of her cellulite pocked monster thighs, which gently caressed me.

The pleasure I endured only made her weight go up, so the more I struggled to push her tummy back, the greater in size it became. The more I tried to press myself past her thighs, the more they seemed to push back, swallowing up my cock in their soft, sweaty embrace. I was tempted to shoot my load right then and there, but having come this far, I wasn’t going to give up so easily.

“Turn over,” I instructed, and then pulled myself free. That act, which entailed carefully extricating my dick from the fat bear-trap of her thighs, nearly made me explode, which in turn caused even more weight to be piled onto her frame, making it hard for her to turn over.

I stood up and glanced at the laptop, to check out her stats. She was at nearly 500 pounds now, and looked every bit that heavy. Her breasts had grown so big that not only were they all the way down her belly, but they’d fallen on either side of it, lying on the floor. Her gut was so big that all attempts to move it with her legs seemed futile.

“Try sitting up first,” I suggested.

“I know how to turn over!” she snapped. But after another thirty seconds of helpless rocking back and forth, she took my suggestion. She pulled herself upwards onto her rear, and then fell forwards. She wasn’t able to hold her weight on her hands and weak wrists, so she slid forwards, propping herself up on her fatty forearms.

I walked around to the other side, seeing her ass sticking up in the air, just like I’d intended. The huge spheres of fat quivered, even though she wasn’t moving at all. I grabbed onto them, partly to hold onto something, and partly just because I wanted to. My pleasure in feeling them only helped them grow even larger.

Then, I lowered myself into her, doggy style. She let out a deep, unladylike moan as we connected, which only turned me on further.

“Pull my hair,” she begged, her voice full of desperation. I reached for a fistful of her tangled, greasy, mess of a mop. “Harder!” she demanded, and I yanked it with more force.

“Spank me,” she demanded next. I walloped her as hard as I could, the spongy flesh rattling around on her wildly. Meanwhile, I started thrusting so hard I could hear my nuts slapping against her flesh. She seemed to grow around me as I grew close, and after a while, my nuts couldn’t move because the fat flesh had pressed back so hard that they were immobilized.

“Yeah, do it! Finish me off!” she begged, knowing that both her climax and her final transformation were at hand. Finally, I came, squirting gobs and gobs of cum into her. By the time I pulled out, she was howling. 

She flopped on her back, her meaty legs shaking as she came. The final few pounds crept onto her frame, causing her belly to drape past her hips onto the floor and her ass to swell out so far it met the back of her thighs, elevating them off the floor ever so slightly.

I looked at the laptop. It said she was 535 pounds. Damn, I thought. I’d really done it.

The crowd gathered at the window cheered a little, snapped a few more pictures through their cell phone cameras, then dispersed. So much for transforming her causing a drop in attention, I thought.

“Sleep on me,” she said. reaching out her flabby, sagging arms towards me. I yawned a little - all that had taken a lot out of me, no pun intended - and I lay back down. I placed my head, face up, onto her massive belly, while my butt was supported by her thighs.

Placing my weight on her felt like flopping onto the world’s most comfortable water mattress. She was warm, and her fat gently rocked back and forth as I sunk into it a little. I quickly closed my eyes, and not even her buzz-saw snoring could keep me awake. What a great way to end a perfect day - and what a great way to begin a wonderful new life.

Epilogue

So what’s my life like now? Overall, pretty damn spectacular. We’ve travelled a few times - it’s always fun to make Caroline queen of another country for a day. We’ve also managed to eat our way through several restaurants, and, on one particularly memorable evening, empty a storage warehouse of food.

But, most of the time, we’re still at Corner Cup. Caroline still loves her job as a waitress and I work as the busboy - fine by me since all I really want to do is be around Caroline. Of course, being so heavy means her dexterity and mobility aren’t always up to the task of serving people, and plus, we usually can’t get through a day without fucking. So there’s a lot of closing up shop early.

Last week the laptop was stolen in a break-in. At first I was terrified that we’d need it, but Caroline told me that we still have each other, and that’s all that matters. It’s all that sweet stuff that makes me fall for her all over again, every day.

It took me a long time before I felt comfortable publishing a human interest piece - you know, kind a compelling narrative about the whole thing. You’re reading that now, in case you didn’t figure it out. I certainly didn’t need the money - solved money problems forever by typing into the laptop Caroline had inherited a 550 million pounds. I figured she needed a good million for each “pound” she had, if you catch my drift.

Eventually I just wanted everyone to know. I mean, I’ve messed with your minds enough - you probably don’t know who Caroline is, but you did, once - several times, actually. You deserve to know the truth, all of you. Not that I think you’ll believe me, of course. Fuck’in A, I wouldn’t believe me.

But if one day you come across a laptop an upside down star, well...have fun, my friend.

THE END

If you enjoyed this story, consider visiting my blog, My Transformations: You can learn more about me, my writing process, upcoming crowdfunded projects, or commission your own story. Also, consider checking out my other transformation themed ebooks:

From Charlotte to Chavette: The Ring of Change Saga

(Weight Gain, Class Change) Sam's a liar and a thief, a no good London "chav" who steals a ring that has the power to transform anyone who wears it into the perfect match for whoever gave it to them. Unfortunately, he said his perfect woman is "twice as bad" as him! The pretty and posh lady on whose finger the Ring of Change now sits is in for a surprise. She's going to transform into a woman who is fatter, trashier, sluttier...a real "chavette." Sam should have been more careful what he wished for.

From Marcy to Mob Wife: The Ring of Change Saga

(Weight Gain) Big Tony, leader of the Deluca Mafia crime family, gives the magical Ring of Change to an undercover cop trying to bring him down, wishing she was instead a woman after his own heart. Marcy goes from a young, valiant police officer to a member of the mob, and then eventually, Big Tony's wife. This steamy story contains weight gain, age progression, and cultural changes as Marcy transforms into a stereotypical Italian mob wife.

The Transformation Mall

(Various) The first ever crowdfunded transformation ebook, The Transformation Mall contains 11 vignettes and short stories, brimming with all manner of transformations as fantasy meets reality. Visit a fattening sandwich shop, a gym with a "Role Reversal" special, a clothing store with a gender-swap surprise, a comic book store that turns cheerleaders into nerds, and much, much more. 

From Bridget to Bimbo: The Ring of Change Saga
(Bimbo, Breast Expansion) JD's first day of work at the coffee shop is derailed when he makes the wrong drink for an uptight, frumpy professor named Bridget Brimlow. He's roped into spending his day at her boring lecture - until he gives her the magical Ring of Change, with the power to change the wearer into the perfect person for whoever gave it to them. JD's perfect woman is a young, hot, big busted bimbo, so that's who Bridget becomes. Should JD have been more careful what he wished for?

Four Friends, Four Transformations 

(Age Progression, Downgrade, Weight Gain, Muscle Growth) Four college girls are the best of friends - but their bonds of friendship are about to be tested. A supernatural trickster sets each of the four friends on different paths, altering their reality and changing their identities. This story includes weight gain, "downgrade" changes, age progression, and female muscle growth, all employed via a very unique transformation method.

The Candidate: An Age Progression Tale 

(Age Progression) Becky, a young liberal activist, has been warned that she might grow more conservative as she gets older. But she certainly didn't expect to be targeted by a top-secret GOP group, intent on molding her into the perfect Republican candidate for President. Both her body and mind are radically altered, and there are plenty of unexpected side effects...
 

Older and Wiser 

(Age Progression, Weight Gain) Sophia Rossi is a struggling college freshman with an unrequited crush on her older friend. While at a cosplay convention, she meets a woman who sells her a "magic potion" that will supposedly solve her academic and romantic troubles. Of course, there is a price...
 

Garden Variety 

(Weight Gain, Religious Satire) The "Garden of Eden" story is retold. Equal parts biting satire and insightful religious criticism, "Garden Variety" takes direct aim at the message behind the myth. Adam and Eve's bodies and minds are transformed and 'downgraded' as they discover the truth about God - and the Devil.
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