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Prologue

It was a fine Sunday afternoon for Lauren, Sarah, Claire, and Chelsea. They were seated at their favorite bench, at their favorite mall, the Westfield Plaza, and engaged in their favorite activity: people watching.

“What a zoo today,” Lauren remarked, turning her nose up at the crowds who slowly shuffled past them.

“Not much diversity, though. A zoo with just pigs and cows,” Sarah added. All four of the girls laughed.

It was easy for theme to feel superior to other girls at the mall: they sat at the pinnacle of beauty, or at least beauty as defined by mainstream society. Young, thin, fashion conscious, they incited envy of other women they encountered and lust in men.

“Look at that girl,” Lauren said, motioning towards a short, hunched over woman just entering the mall. She had a large, hooked nose, thick glasses, a messy mop of greasy hair, and mismatched shoes. “Do you think she even has any mirrors in her house, or have they all shattered? I don’t think I’d ever have the pride to leave the house if I looked like that.”

Lauren’s own form stood in stark contrast. She was tall; around five foot ten, with flowing, gorgeous red hair that she took great pains to straighten. Her fair skin was dotted with the faintest dusting of freckles, and large green eyes that could see much better than 20/20. 

“I can top her,” Sarah said, as she pointed at another women, who was nearly as round as she was tall. “How could anyone ever get so big?” Sarah asked. “There are warning signs. What did she think when she was half that size? At the first sign I’m getting bigger than a size zero, I fast for three days,” she boasted proudly. “Just looking at her makes me want to hit the gym.”

Sarah was quite thin, with a well toned physique from hitting the gym six days a week and running every morning. She frequently went on juice diets and other diet fads to make sure she never accumulated an ounce of fat on her frame. She was on her college’s soccer team, and the volleyball team. Her light blonde hair, always neatly tied in a bun behind her in case she needed to suddenly take off into a jog. She was a bit shorter than Lauren, but still a bit above average height. Despite her harsh regimen of exercise, she still managed to have a pair of decent sized, pert breasts. 

“I don’t get how you can work out so much,” Chelsea asked her friend. “Aren’t you ever worried you’ll get too strong, start to look like one of those gross female bodybuilders?” 

“Nah. I was born to be lithe,” Lauren replied. “Trim and toned is just in my DNA.”

“Well you’re much braver than me with the whole sports stuff. I don’t think I could ever do that,” Chelsea added. “I don’t think I’m the strong or competitive type.” Shorter than the rest of her friends, Chelsea was content to get a tan rather than play a round of volleyball at the beach. Quiet and unassuming, she had a cute face and a demure smile.

“Oh! I found our winner,” Claire announced, as a grandmotherly woman slowly made her way into the mall. Claire was the youngest of the group, a freshman in college, while the other three girls were in the second year. Her youthful face and girlish figure, though, meant that she could easily pass for much younger than that. Claire prized her youth, but of course it was difficult for her to get drinks in bars with such a young face. To find booze, she often frequented the parties of older students. She was no stranger to flirting and often set her sights on her older classmates or even teacher assistants.

“Mmm…” she remarked, as she saw an older man holding the door open for a significantly younger woman, then kissing her hand. “I bet he’s loaded.”

“What’s that have to do with anything?” Lauren asked. “He’s old enough to be her father.”

“Well, call me old fashioned. I just think it’s romantic if an older guy can take care of some young thing,” Claire said. “I mean, I think there’s a reason why you don’t see the opposite every day, you know what I mean? Old enough to be her father, there’s a spark of something there. But she’s old enough to be his mother? That just takes the sexual tension and shoots it dead, doesn’t it?”

All of the girls agreed. 

Before the left the mall, the girls decided to stop at a juice place. A new employee was working. He was tall and thin, and clearly wasn’t used to the uniform. He had a discernable twinkle in his eye, and his nametag read only “S.”

“Let me just take your names, and I’ll get these ready for you in no time,” he said once they’d ordered. 

“Oh, I’ll have the ‘Cherry Breeze,’ that’s my favorite,” Chelsea said. Claire ordered “Strawberry Coconut Sparkle”, Lauren ordered a drink called “Perfect Peach” and Sarah ordered a vegetable infused blend called “Lean Green.”

“Been working here long?” Claire asked him after the four of them had finished ordering.

“My first day, actually,” he replied nonchalantly, in an unknown but exotic sounding accent. 

“Is it interesting so far?” she asked.

“I’ve only been in this country a few minutes but I already find it very interesting,” he replied. 

“What’s so interesting about it?” Clair continued.

“You four girls, of course!” he replied, as if it was the most obvious fact in the world. “Close friends, it seems. It would be curious to see what that bond would be capable of enduring, especially when…” he trailed off midsentence, and paused for a moment. “Well, enjoy your drinks,” he said as he placed them on the counter.

The girls took their juices and left. As they drank, they noticed that the juices seemed different than they were used to somehow. The juice was sweeter, far more flavorful than typical.

“Maybe the used less ice,” Lauren hypothesized. 

“Or maybe they added sugar,” Sarah said with a frown.

“Maybe that nice guy behind the counter gave us extra fruit since he found us so interesting,” Claire said with a little swoon.

“Yeah, what was that about? Cute, I get. But interesting? That’s a backhanded compliment if I’ve ever heard one,” Chelsea added. 

The group didn’t attempt to reach a consensus as to the cause of their extra delicious beverages. In due course, they finished their drinks, tossed in the trash, exited the mall, and put the seemingly insignificant event out of their lives.

Part One: It Begins

Sarah woke up earlier than any of her friends. She had to if she was going to make time for her morning jog. For Sarah, running in the morning wasn’t just something she did to stay trim, it was almost a spiritual experience. It made her feel like she was in control of her body. And if she was in control of her body, she thought, she was in control of her life. There was no better way to begin a new day than with a sweat-inducing, heart pounding re-affirmation of that mantra.

By the time Sarah had finished pounding the pavement, she had worked up a sweat, but she was by no means tired. The spandex outfit she jogged in was blousing just slightly at the seams, a testament to her lean, toned body. She headed into a local coffee shop to reward herself with an iced drink, as per her usual routine. There was a new girl working the register, a young woman whose porcine body was nearly oozing out of a uniform that was obviously a size or two too small. She had a wide double chin, and a snout like nose. 

“One Dark Icy,” she said.

“What name do I write on the cup, darling?” the new barista asked Sarah in voice reeking with an overdone, chipper gusto.

“Sarah,” she replied.

“Ok, do you want whipped cream with that, Sarah?” the barista asked.

Sarah hesitated. She seemed stunned by the question, at least, at first. But when the woman was finished speaking, she Sarah wasn’t sure what she wanted.

“Sure, why not,” she said at last. She had just worked hard – why shouldn’t she allow herself a rare treat? When the drink was ready, she eagerly removed the cap and took an eager lick of the white, creamy stuff on top. It tasted heavenly. She walked out of the coffee place with a wide grin on her face. 

~

Lauren woke up at nearly the same time and began her usual morning routine. Her skin was a point of pride for her, and as she showered, she made sure to exfoliate thoroughly to keep her skin smooth. Then she applied a special lotion to prevent any greasiness, and finally a delicate, rose scented perfume which perfectly complimented her “feminine fragrance” deodorant. Makeup had to be applied expertly as well.

Her hair received even more thorough treatment. She lathered and rinsed twice with a Japanese shampoo that wasn’t even sold outside the country, and then applied a French conditioner which was more expensive than any of her friends would have guessed. After that, she blow dried and then delicately combed her hair. As long as there was even a single strand out of place, Lauren wasn’t done.

As a child, Lauren had been messy and even a bit slovenly. She remembered one episode in particular when she had accidentally allowed her pigtails to drag through her plate of pancakes, coating them in maple syrup. If she ever felt like skimping on her time consuming and expensive routine, all she had to do was summon that memory and the urge to purify and beautify herself would overwhelm her.

“You almost ready in there, Lauren?” Sarah asked through the door.

“Yeah,” Lauren said, gazing up at her reflection. A prominent, lone strand of hair had drifted out of place. But Lauren looked into the mirror and believed everything was as it should be. She quickly finished getting dressed, choosing a lovely but somewhat conservative dress, and headed out the door.

~

Chelsea didn’t spend nearly as much time getting ready in the morning as Lauren, preferring enjoy an extra sleeping time when she could. If she had extra time, which was the case today, she spent it on making breakfast for herself.

Ever since was little, Chelsea had enjoyed odd combinations of foods. One of her favorites was a peanut butter and pickle sandwich. She wanted to prepare one for herself, but when she looked in the fridge, she knew she’d have to open a new pickle jar.

Chelsea had always been petite and her tiny arms just couldn’t pull the lid open without help. She hated asking Claire for help, and struggled valiantly with the cold piece of metal for nearly two minutes.

“You need some help with that, Chelsea?” Claire asked, as she hurriedly ran through the room.

Just then, the top to the jar popped off in her grip. The force of her last attempt to pull it off jostled the jar, causing pickle juice to slosh out of the container and onto the counter.

“I guess you don’t need any help,” Claire said with a laugh. “Is that a first time for you?”

“I think so,” Chelsea said, feeling embarrassed at making a mess but also feeling a rush of adrenaline at having succeeded in her task. Her heart seemed to leap into her throat and pound as she wiped up the spilled, green liquid. She put extra pickles on her sandwich, just to reward herself. She hummed her favorite boy band song in her head as she crunched away on her breakfast.

~ 

Claire woke up last. The only freshman of the group, she still hadn’t quite adjusted to the routine of college. 

When she reached for her phone to check the time, her fears were confirmed: once again, she had overslept, neglecting to set her alarm. 

With as much speed as she could muster, she pulled off her cartoon speckled pajamas and threw on a hot pink top. She ran a brush through her hair, gathered up her books in her backpack (adorned with a ‘Young Republicans’ sticker) and headed out. Stopping only to giggle a little over Chelsea’s spilled pickles, she ran out the door. Only a few seconds after it had shut and automatically locked behind her, she realized that she had forgotten to bring her wallet, and with it, her key. She banged on the door, but Chelsea didn’t hear a thing over the crunch of her pickle sandwich.

Claire let out a loud sigh as she headed to class. When she arrived, she found the rest of the class waiting outside the door – the professor was late. All her rushing around had been for nothing. “At least I got my beauty sleep,” she said, trying to find a silver lining to the start of her depressing day. She took out a makeup mirror from her purse and scrutinized her appearance. Her line-free baby face made her look younger than her 18 years, especially on days like today, when she didn’t wear makeup.

“Hey, Claire,” Chelsea said, as she took a seat by her friend.

“Hiya,” Claire replied.

“Late night for you, eh?” Chelsea asked.

“What? No,” Claire replied. “Why’d you ask?”

“Just have some bags under your eyes, that’s all. They’re pretty small, forget I said anything,” Chelsea replied.

Claire pulled her mirror out and studied her eyes. Sure enough, she could see the bags. Still, like Chelsea said, they were fairly small. She felt confident they were nothing to worry about.

Part Two: The Domino Effect

Sarah and Lauren, who were both social science majors and were in most of each other’s classes, passed through the day without much incident. By the time the school day was over, they were ready return to their favorite place, the mall.

When they walked in, they attracted the attention of a gaggle of teenage guys, who were sitting on one of the benches. They hooted and whistled excitedly at seeing the two knockout beauties. Sarah and Lauren both pretended they didn’t notice, though Sarah glanced back at them, enjoying the attention in spite of herself.

They both headed towards “American Falcon” their favorite high-end clothing store. “Oh, Sarah, this top looks just perfect for you,” Lauren said as she picked up a white blouse in size double zero, her friend’s size.

“Lauren, you should try this scarf. It’s so you,” Sarah suggested. “It goes great with this dress,” she said, holding up another garment.

“I’m not much for scarves, but I guess I could give it a try,” Lauren replied. Both of the girls headed for the dressing rooms.

Lauren looked at herself in the mirror. The scarf had a jagged design, which perfectly matched the shape of her nose. Still, she wasn’t sure about the yellow color, what did that go with?

In the next stall, Sarah was having a harder time of things. The top seemed to be a little too tight. She could see the fabric straining slightly at the corner of the shoulders and around the arms. Her flat tummy and chest fit well at the front, but something seemed off about the rest. 

“Size double zero, no wonder,” Sarah said aloud when she checked the size. “Lauren, why’d you get me something so small?” she called out.

“I don’t know. You’re a size 2, right?” Lauren replied.

“Yeah,” Sarah answered. “You like the scarf?”

“Hmm…” Sarah said. Now that she gave it a closer look, the yellow in the scarf almost perfectly matched her teeth! She was sure she looked gorgeous.

“Yeah, I like it,” she said. “Let me go get you that size 2,” she said as she headed back to the front of the store. She returned a minute later, handing the garment under the door. “There you go, Lauren. Is that a better fit?” 

Sarah looked at the blouse with optimism, but as she pulled it on, she felt her boobs mash up against the front. Her tummy, which stuck out ever so slightly, was peeking out from the bottom.

Feeling frustrated, she angrily pulled the garment off, causing a seam to tear just slightly. “Size two,” Sarah complained. “Why did you get me a two? You know I’m a four.” 

“I’m sorry,” Lauren said. “I don’t know what happened. I thought I was getting a four.” 

Sarah’s only reply was to groan, and get changed back into her own clothes.

“You just looked like you’ve lost weight,” Lauren said, trying to come up with any excuse for getting the wrong size twice.

“Really?” Sarah asked. “Thanks, Lauren.” Her friend smiled in relief, her face forming asymmetrical dimples. 

Lauren headed to the counter to buy the scarf and the dress, while Sarah waited.

“Was everything to your liking?” the dark haired man behind the counter asked. Lauren could swear she’d seen him before, but couldn’t quite place where.

“Yeah,” she replied.

“Good, always glad to hear that,” he said as his face broke into a grin and his eyes glinted. Lauren shrugged and walked back towards Sarah.

“Do you want to go somewhere else?” Lauren asked, once she’d returned.

“Nah, that’s ok,” Sarah replied, feeling a little put off of shopping from the experience. “I have to go work out anyway.”

“Aww. You ran this morning, isn’t that enough?” her friend asked.

“Twice a day, no exceptions,” Sarah insisted. “Otherwise my whole energy just feels off.”

Lauren’s face contorted into an exaggerated frown, which caused the misshaped dimples to pucker her face. “All right, well at least meet up at the club later tonight,” she insisted.

“Of course,” Sarah agreed.

Sarah stopped for gas before heading back to her apartment, and while she was filling up, Chelsea pulled up next to her.

“Hey, Chelsea!” Sarah shouted out, after her friend grabbed the gas nozzle.

“Hiya,” Chelsea replied. She inadvertently squeezed the trigger too hard and caused a bit of excess gas to flow out of the spigot before she inserted it into her car.

“I’m heading over to the gym, what are you up to?” Sarah asked.

“Well, I was going to head home and binge watch ‘Upton Abbey,” Chelsea began. “But going to the gym, that sounds much more fun.”

“Really?” Sarah asked. Very occasionally, Sarah or Claire had joined her, but never Chelsea. “Alright, I’m happy to have the company.”

A few minutes later, the two of them had parked and were headed to the door underneath the big orange sign “Charlie’s Gym.” 

“Hey,” the woman at the counter nodded towards Sarah. “Who’s your friend? She wanna sign up for a membership?”

“No, I’m good, just a guest pass or whatever you’ve got,” Chelsea said quickly. She wasn’t sure what had compelled her to want to go to a gym, and was sure that it wouldn’t be a regular occurrence.

“You sure?” the employee asked. “We’re having a special.”

Chelsea shook her head. The woman started to make another sales entreaty, but Sarah spoke up.

“I don’t think Chelsea’s going to go for it, sorry,” Sarah said, and started to walk towards the workout machines.

“Wait a minute, what kind of special?” Chelsea asked. She felt a bit confused – had she really almost passed up a special on a gym membership? What was she thinking?

The woman, smelling a sales commission, grinned widely. “Let me give you a tour, and I’ll tell you all about it.”

“I’ll meet you by the butterfly machines,” Sarah called out as her friend was led away.

“So, what are you most interested in getting from your workout experience?” the woman asked Chelsea as she led her towards the center of the gym.

“Uh, I don’t know…” Chelsea said, her voice trailing off.

“What did you say your friend’s name was again?” the woman called out to Sarah.

“Chelsea,” Lauren shouted out.

“Great to meet you, Chelsea,” the woman added, her voice slickly sweet.

“Weights,” Chelsea replied, a smile creeping across her face.

“Excuse me?” the saleswoman replied.

“You asked what I was interested in. What kind of weight lifting machines do you have?” Chelsea asked.

By the time Chelsea had finished her tour of the facilities, she had signed up for a two year membership. After she was done with her paperwork, she headed to the locker room, where she changed into her new workout leotard, compliments of the gym. Chelsea felt a little ashamed changing in front of the other women –they were all taller and more toned than she was. She tried to cover herself with a towel while she changed, so that others couldn’t look at her body. When she was done, she headed back towards Sarah, who looked at ease doing butterfly arm and leg lifts.

“Going well, Sarah?” Chelsea asked.

“Kinda,” Sarah replied. Her brow was furrowed and she was drenched in sweat.

“Let me hop on and give it a try. Can you coach me how to do it right?” Chelsea asked.

“Sure,” Sarah said, grateful for the breather. She helped Chelsea get into position, and she eagerly lifted her arms and legs to no effect.

“Woah, slow down girl. The last person that used this machine had it on a high setting. Let’s move this down to the lightest one, since you’re just starting out,” Sarah said, adjusting the metal pin on the weight piles.

Chelsea’s twiggy body tensed as her knees and arms pulled together. The weighs slowly rose behind her.

“Good job, Chelsea!” Sarah said, giving her friend a congratulatory slap on the back. 

“Yeah?” Chelsea asked. She tried to lift again, and was surprised when the weight stack almost flew upwards, hitting the top of the machine with a dull clanging sound.

“Looks like you’re ready for level 2,” Sarah said. She changed the pin, and then sat back down on the machine next to her.

Chelsea’s small muscles tensed and managed to lift the next weight, but she felt a burning feeling in her toned arms and tightness in her lungs. By the time Sarah was back at it, Chelsea felt exhausted – and she had just committed to a two year membership. “Have I just made a big mistake?” Chelsea wondered to herself. Each repetition felt more taxing than the last for Chelsea, and soon she was reduced to merely sitting in the machine, breathing heavily.

She turned to see Sarah, sweating profusely but still at it, on a higher setting than hers.

“How do you to this every day, Sarah?” Chelsea asked.

“I don’t know,” Sarah replied as she pushed the butterfly bars together with great effort. The motion created tantalizing cleavage in on her spandex top.

“You ready to go home? I’m already tired,” Chelsea complained. Sarah was starting to feel drained too, and nearly took her up on her offer. Just as she was about to pull her sweaty body up from the seat, she reconsidered.

“What kind of coach would I be if I let you off that easy?” Sarah asked. “Come on, Chelsea, you can do it! Ten more.” 

Chelsea’s grip on the handlebars tightened and she pushed against the resistance with all her might. The weight lifted easily, and the tightness was gone. 

“Thanks, that speech seems to have done the trick,” Chelsea replied, feeling perplexed. Had she really been complaining about something so easy? Ready to go home after less than 10 reps on just one machine? 

Chelsea kept it up, keeping her on the undulation of her sinewy arms. She could feel a rush as the blood pounded in her ears. How she had allowed herself to go so long without this, she couldn’t say.

Sarah, meanwhile, was starting to get so sweaty that her palms had a hard time holding onto the handles. Each lift was now accompanied by an embarrassing grunt as she noisily tried to get more air into her lungs.

“You OK, Sarah?” Chelsea asked. Sarah scooted forwards a bit in her seat, her butt suddenly uncomfortable. 

“Yeah, I’m good,” she said through gritted teeth.

“Hey Sarah, wanna show me how to do the barbells?” Chelsea asked.

Sarah felt her strength give out, and with a yelp, her arms fell to her sides. The stack of weighs fell to the floor with an embarrassing thud.

“Sure,” she replied, eager to be done working out herself. Even pulling her body out of the machine took some effort. “The barbells are over that way,” Sarah pointed, the flab in her arms jiggling ever so slightly.

Chelsea and Sarah made their way towards the barbells. Chelsea was practically skipping, while Sarah’s gait was more of a lumbering waddle. Her hips burned with every step, and Sarah’s legs felt like lead.

Chelsea eagerly lay on her back, her mouth dry, her heart fluttering as she looked up at the silver barbell. She yearned for Sarah to load too much on, anticipating the blissful burn that would flood through her arms.

“It’s your first time, so I’m not going to make it too heavy,” Sarah said. She gasped a little as she picked up the black, heavy disks; just putting the weights on the barbell made her feel winded. 

“Come on, I can take it,” Chelsea responded, sounding halfway between boasting and begging.

“Safety is the rule,” Sarah said, and slowly helped lower the bar for her friend.

Chelsea’s arms shook, but she managed to raise the thing with relative ease. “See, I told you,” she complained. “More,” she demanded ravenously.

“Ok,” Sarah acquiesced, and started to pile on more weight. This time, the bar didn’t go up so easily, and Chelsea felt the weight bearing down on her. For a brief moment, she forgot that Sarah was spotting her and felt as though the weight might pin her down if she couldn’t lift it. The thought sent a tingle of fear down her spine.

“You ok, Chelsea?” Sarah asked. Chelsea’s arms rippled with strength, their muscles growing out and bulging with the strain. The bar rose.

“Yeah,” she said breathlessly. “More weight.”

“Chelsea, we just added more, don’t you think you should get used to it first?” Sarah asked.

“More!” she shouted, in a voice louder and deeper than she expected. People around them turned and stared for a moment.

“Whatever you say,” Sarah replied sheepishly. “More weight, coming up.”

“Thanks,” Chelsea replied. But she lifted the extra weight just as easily as she had before.

“More, do you think I’m an amateur or something?” Chelsea demanded angrily. “I could do this one handed.”

“Sorry, Chelsea. Ok? I’ll get more.” Chelsea’s stomach tensed as she waited for the weight to be added, and washboard abs rippled across her waist.

Chelsea’s heart pounded furiously as she lifted the weight. “Yes….” Chelsea said in a slow, hissing voice. “What else have they got here? Pull up bars?” 

“Yeah, I think so.” Sarah replied.

“Where the hell are they? I don’t see them,” Chelsea said as she scanned the room. Sarah pointed them out, and Chelsea headed for the set with the bars lowest to the ground.

Sarah’s exhaustion seemed to be slightly ebbing, and she hated to be outdone by someone else at a workout session. She positioned herself by the pull up bars next to Chelsea and readied her weary body for more exercise. 

“Oh, you’re going to do some too, Sarah?” Chelsea asked, sounding a bit surprised.

Sarah looked up at the bars. They seemed tall, and almost menacing. She shook her head and sat down. “Nah, I’m beat,” she said, conceding defeat. “I sure am hungry, though,” she added as her stomach started to growl. “I think I’ll head over to the juice place next door, ‘Cherry Breeze’ is your favorite, right Chelsea?”

“Nah, ‘Protein Power,” Chelsea corrected her. “Why’d I ever like a girly sounding drink like ‘Cherry Breeze?”

“I don’t know why I said that, of course I know the ‘Protein Power’ is your favorite,” Sarah said. “Be back in a few.”

When she returned, she had Chelsea’s thick, grey Protein Power as well as a drink for herself which contained whipped cream and chocolate sprinkles. She also had an oversized pretzel which she absentmindedly munched on.

Chelsea noticed that Sarah was back with the drinks, but didn’t stop her pull ups. 

“Paging Chelsea, your order is ready,” Sarah said goofily. Chelsea suddenly felt her feet hit the ground, even though she hadn’t let go of the bar. She couldn’t explain why it had happened, and the more she focused on it, the less sense it made.

She pushed the event out of her mind and turned around to take her drink from Sarah. She grabbed the cold plastic cup with such a firm squeeze that the lid popped off, and the contents started to ooze over the side.

Chelsea deftly lifted the cup to her head and licked up the descending grey goo. It tasted thick and chalky, but mildly pleasant.

“Like it, Chelsea?” Sarah asked.

Chelsea took a big gulp. The texture tasted perfect, and the flavor seemed to dance across her taste buds.

“I fucking love it!” she declared. She lifted the drink to above her head and finished it off in a serious of loud, almost vulgar gulps.

“Slow down, Chelsea, you don’t want to get brain freeze!” Sarah warned. As Chelsea drank, her stomach became more chiseled, her neck began bulged with slight veins, and her shoulders began to slowly broaden. When she was finished, she tossed the empty plastic cup across the room, landing it in a trash can.

“Yes!” Chelsea declared, then headed back for the pull up bar. Suddenly, she realized why her legs had touched the floor earlier – the pull up bar she was using was far too short for her. 

“You almost done?” Sarah asked, staring up at her friend. “I mean, we’ve been here quite a while now,” she said, slowly sipping up her chocolate drink.

“I guess you’re right,” Chelsea replied with a long sigh.

“That’s a relief. For a second there, Chelsea, I thought you’d say you wanted to stay here forever,” Sarah joked.

“What a marvelous idea,” Chelsea said, jumping back up on the pull up bars. With each pull, her biceps swelled into chiseled orbs the size of grapefruits. 

“What about the club?” Sarah asked. “Lauren is heading there, shouldn’t we join her eventually?”

“I’ll think about it,” she said, as she switched to doing the pull ups with one hand.

~

By the time Lauren had left the mall, she was holding armfuls of overpriced merchandise. For some reason, everything she tried on seemed to look fantastic on her. 

As she headed to the exit, she passed the same gaggle of male teens she had passed on the way in. Her appearance still elicited an excited response on their part, but this time they were making gestures to highlight her large and misshaped nose and giggling. Lauren saw only the lustful cravings of horny young males and ignored them, turning up her nose in disapproval. This, of course, only caused more giggling.

Lauren texted her friends, inviting them all to hit the club with her. By the time she had arrived, Sarah and Claire were already waiting for her.

“I have had the best day,” Lauren said, showing off the results of her shopping splurge. “I’ve never felt so beautiful.” She glanced around for a moment. “Is Chelsea not coming?” 

“I’m not surprised she didn’t answer the text. I left her at the gym, she seemed pretty dedicated to working out,” Sarah explained.

“Well, you know Chelsea. She’d probably complain that the gym didn’t have enough free weights,” Claire joked. “She’s in the gym so often, I’m surprised they don’t paint her name out front.” 

“Well, I hope the rest of you came ready to have fun,” Lauren continued, and her friends both nodded enthusiastically. They both put their hands in their pockets, and touched their fake IDs. “Lauren, Claire, did you bring your fake cards?”

Sarah nodded, though she started to chew her lip in trepidation. Was she really ready to go clubbing? The loud, blaring music, the strobe lights, they were very intimidating.

“Why would I need a fake ID?” Claire asked. Lauren started to speak up, but didn’t know what to say. “I know we all drank a lot, but please tell me you have some memory of my 21st birthday party.

“Yeah, of course,” Lauren said. “I honestly don’t know why I asked about the ID.”

“You can toss her fake ID in with that size 2 dress you tossed to me,” Sarah teased Lauren as the three of them started heading for the entrance.

“Friendz” was the most exclusive club in town. Needless to say, the staff only allowed in people who were young and good looking. 

When they reached the entrance, the squat, burly doorman stopped and hesitated for a moment. 

“Aren’t you going to let us in?” Lauren asked, feeling a little floored that she’d have to wait for someone to size her up.

The doorman saw a beautiful girl, flanked by two younger friends. One had a crooked nose, while the other seemed just a tad on the chubby side. It was a tough call, but as Claire batted her eyes at him, he decided to let them all go through.

“IDs,” he grunted. He scrutinized Lauren’s and Sarah’s but barely glanced at Claire’s. The girls smiled and headed inside.

The darkness of the club blanketed the dance floor and the bar. The only sources of light were the pulsating strobe from the floor and the dull glow near the bartender. Individuals, exposed to each other every other moment, appeared as though they were in slow motion.

The lack of clarity hardly mattered to the patrons here. They knew the screening process at the door, and so they felt confident that whoever they were dancing or drinking with would look good in the clear light of day.

Claire and Lauren undulated their bodies with great enthusiasm, while Sarah danced far more cautiously.

“Come on, Sarah, get into it!” Lauren said, dancing more lasciviously than ever. Sarah, feeling mortified at the prospect of copying her confident friend, stopped dancing altogether.

Claire noticed and put her hand on her friend’s shoulder. “You ok?” she said. “We can dance together if that would be easier for you,” she offered, as the music shifted from fast to slow.

“Sure,” Sarah said, taking Claire’s hand. Sarah’s hand was clammy and she felt her mouth go dry as she noticed a few guys looking at her. As soon as the song was over, she excused herself and took at seat at the bar.

One of the guys who had been eyeing her attempted to follow. It was difficult to keep track of her amid the mass of half lit dancers, but he kept his eye on her.

“Hey, I’m Brian,” he said as he sat down next to the girl ensconced in shadows. “Can I get you a drink?”

“Sure,” Sarah said. His stool was closer than hers to the dance floor, so Sarah had enough light to make out the fact that he was very cute.

Meanwhile, at the dance floor, Lauren attracting her share of attention with her increasingly bold and outrageous moves. At first, she had just been trying to encourage Sarah, but now her wild dancing had taken on a life of its own.

“Yah, Lauren! You go girl,” Claire kept saying, as Lauren continued to shake her hips, flail her arms and twist her torso back and forth. A crowd of onlookers had stopped dancing altogether, eager to see what she’d do next.

Lauren started break dancing and spinning on the floor. Her hair streamed all around her as she turned. Claire cheered her on. “Lauren, Lauren, Lauren,” she chanted, and soon the rest of the crowd joined in. 

Lauren rose to her feet at the song came to a close. All the lights seemed to go on at once, and the crowd leaned in, eager to get a good glimpse of the girl who had conquered the dance floor.

Lauren’s hair was tangled and greasy, and it covered her face like a weeping willow. When she shook her head free of those messy wisps of hair, the crowd audibly gasped. The woman that stood before them had a large, impossibly crooked nose, which seemed to bend and double back on itself multiple times. Her skin was greasy and blotchy, her teeth were yellowed, and her smile seemed downright creepy. Her large and misshapen dimples puckered her face and her eyes were bulging and featured prominent veins.

“Yeah! All right” Lauren shouted out to the recoiling crowd. “Who wants to share the next dance with me?” 

The crowd’s dead silence was mercifully broken by the dimming of the lights and the return of the music. Lauren merely shrugged off the episode and kept on dancing. 

Claire was the only one who had missed the incident entirely. She had walked back to the bar, to see how Sarah was doing. She found her friend chatting with a handsome looking guy. Claire introduced herself, then took Sarah aside and whispered in her ear.

“Wow, he’s hot. Good job, Sarah! Let me know how it turns out,” Claire said excitedly.

“Can I get you anything more to drink?” Brian asked once Claire had left.

“Forget drink, does this please serve any snacks?” she asked, her stomach suddenly starting to rumble. “Usually these places have pretzels or peanuts, right?”

“Which do you want, pretzels or peanuts?” Brian asked.

“Pretzels. No, peanuts,” Sarah said. “Wait – bring both.”

Brian returned in a few moments, but in that time Sarah went from hungry to ravenous. Her fingers were shaking by the time she got a hold of the bags of treats, and she was so eager to open them that a few of the nuts flew into the air.

“You know, if you’re hungry, I might be able to whip you up some dinner over at my place,” Brian said slyly. He figured she’d probably decline, but wanted to test the waters anyway.

“Really?” Sarah asked. She could feel her stomach gurgling and churning at the prospect of real food. She had just met this guy, going back to his place…that wasn’t her style. But her hunger couldn’t be denied. “Yeah, sure, let’s go,” she said breathlessly.

“Oh…ok, awesome,” Brian said, not believing his luck. As they headed towards the exit, the light grew stronger, and Brian got his first clear glimpse of the woman he’d just asked back to his place.

She was larger – considerably larger than the woman he had spied on the dance floor. Her round and chubby cheeks contrasted against the delicate, angular face he remembered earlier. And he couldn’t imagine he’d lust after a woman with a belly that stuck out as far as hers did. Come to think of it, how’d she even get through the door?

Suddenly, a theory came to him – in the dim light and the confusion of the dance floor, he must have followed the wrong woman back to her seat. While he’d been chatting it up with this pudgy Sarah girl, the woman who had stole his heart was still out on the dance floor. Hopefully, she hadn’t left yet…

“Um…I just remembered I forgot...my keys,” Brian said lamely, and started heading back towards the center of the club.

“You forgot them on the dance floor?” Sarah asked.

“I have a hole in my pocket. They might have fallen out while I was dancing,” he said quickly, and practically ran back to the crowd, hoping to get lost in it.

“Wait for me!” Sarah cried out, trying to follow. But Brian’s athletic body was far swifter than Sarah’s full, flabby, and bloated one. She shuffled along, but couldn’t find Brian anywhere.

Meanwhile, Claire was also enjoying some attention. A man in his mid-forties with a silver-flecked goatee had been gazing at her from across the dance floor. When she stepped towards the bar, he wasted no time in offering to buy her a drink.

“Sure thing,” she agreed, and excused herself for a moment to let Lauren know her good fortune.

“Over there, here’s so cute,” Claire pointed out.

“Wow, great catch, Claire!” her friend congratulated her. “That’s really a ‘Claire’ type of guy, if I’ve ever seen one,” she added.

When Claire got back, though, she was starting to have her doubts. While the man talked about himself, Claire found her mind wandering. 

“He’s so old and wrinkled,” she thought to herself, “what was I thinking? Maybe he can introduce me to someone younger.”

“Tell me about your family,” Claire asked. “Do you have any siblings? A younger brother, maybe?”

The man let out a little nervous laugh. “No, only child.”

“That’s too bad. Do you have kids?” Claire asked.

“I do, actually. I hope that’s not a problem for you,” he replied.

“No, kids are great. Do you have any pictures with you?”

“Uh…sure,” he said, reaching into his wallet. “This is my oldest, Katrina, and my son, Franklin, he’s just starting college.”

“I can’t wait to meet him. Franklin’s a knockout with the girls, I bet,” Claire said with a little giggle. 

When the evening finally drew to a close, Claire and Lauren were raving about how much fun it had been. Sarah, meanwhile, felt humiliated and miserable. She couldn’t understand why she had come in the first place. Even staying at the gym with Chelsea would have been preferable to this torture.

“You were really on tonight,” Claire said to Lauren as they walked to their cars.

“You think so?” Lauren asked.

“I know so, Lauren, you were on fire,” she congratulated her friend.

“Of course I was!” Lauren shouted back.

“I’m going to meet someone special, wish me luck!” Claire said.

Later that night, the girls chatted with their roommates.

“God that was so fun” Lauren said to Sarah for what seemed like the hundredth time. “I can’t wait to go clubbing tomorrow.”

The light was off and the room was pitch black. Lauren had wanted it on to admire herself in her makeup mirror, but Sarah had insisted on turning it off. Despite the darkness, she turned at glanced 

“I’m not sure I’ll join you,” Sarah said reticently. “I don’t think that whole scene is for me.” 

“Nonsense, I’m sure today was just a fluke. You’ll get the guy next time, Sarah,” Lauren assured her.

Sarah’s only audible response was the crinkling of a wrapper and the sound of chewing.

Chelsea and Claire’s conversation was very different.

“You missed on by hanging out at the gym, as usual,” Claire complained, as she slid into her polka dot micro fleece pajamas.

“What did I miss?” Chelsea asked, genuinely sounding curious.

“Just a lot of fun, I don’t know,” Claire replied as she slid into her bed. “At least, it was for a while. Franklin’s dad caught us making out, he didn’t like that one bit,” she mumbled to herself.

Chelsea had been fine doing sit ups out in the dark, but Claire turned on a night light by her bed. She always felt more relaxed reading before drifting off to sleep, and she absentmindedly flipped through the pages of ‘Glamorized’ magazine. “Did you know that there are over forty different kinds of glitter lipstick to help keep your youthful look?” she asked.

“Forty kinds? Why make more than one?” Chelsea said, tossing and turning in her bed as she tried to get comfortable.

“Well, maybe you don’t care much for makeup, Chelsea, but some of us do,” Claire replied.

Chelsea’s only response was a series of guttural grunts, as she flipped over and started doing crunches. She shivered with the pleasure of the “burn” in her stomach as she ceaselessly contracted and relaxed her muscles.

“That’s a bit loud,” Claire chided her.

“You didn’t hear me complaining about your nightlight, Claire,” Chelsea replied. 

“I’m exercising my mind,” Claire pointed out, holing up her “Healthy Insight” magazine. “Did you know that there are over 40 breakfast foods that contain high levels of antioxidants? They’re known for slowing the aging process.” The nightlight illuminated Claire’s face, which had the faint, delicate lines of a woman nearing her 30s. 

“How many of them have high levels of protein?” Chelsea asked. “I’d love to find a way to get some protein in the morning.”

“Protein? Come on, Chelsea, is that all you think about?” Claire asked.

“Don’t make fun of my protein breakfast shake, it’s my favorite meal of the day,” Chelsea replied defensively. “I don’t make fun of your silly magazines, Claire.”

“This magazine isn’t silly,” Claire shot back, holding up her copy of ‘Woman’s Resolve’ magazine. “Did you know that there are over 40 reasons why women over 40 can have the best sex of their lives? Getting older might be inevitable, but at least I’ll have that to look forward to,” she added.

“That may be but I still think magazines are stupid,” Chelsea barked. She waited for a reply, but none came. When Chelsea had finished her exercises, she got up to check on her friend. 

Claire had fallen asleep reading, her magazine draped over her big breasts and her blanket tangled in mess around her ankles. Her golden hair, flecked with silver streaks, hung on her laugh line laced cheeks. Chelsea, feeling guilty about insulting her friend’s reading material, fixed the blanket and turned off the nightlight. She returned to her bed and was asleep the moment her head hit the pillow.

It was the end of a very long day.

Part Three: The Four Girls Fray

Claire woke up to a persistent, dull whirring. She yawned and stretched, her back making a very faint popping sound as she arched her chest forwards. Claire walked over to the sliding closet door, which was adorned with a mirror. She slept out of her dark blue silk pajamas and eyed herself as she pondered which outfit to wear.

Claire’s breasts were large, but starting to sag just slightly. Her tummy was sticking out just a tad, and her thighs were touching near the top. She ended up picking out an outfit which was conservative, but still showed off a little flesh. She couldn’t hide her age, but that didn’t mean she was going to give up on being sexy.

When Claire opened the door, she saw the cause of the dull roar. Chelsea was busy with the blender. Chelsea’s sinewy left arm held the trembling appliance in place, while she added ice and a couple of bananas to the frothy, churning mixture.

“Looks good!” Claire said as she eyed the drink. “Can I have some?” she began to ask.

“Sure. Almost done,” Chelsea remarked as she pulled out a large, white plastic canister. A woman with green skin and flexing an impossibly large bicep adorned the cover. Claire had to squint to read the label: “Protein Extreme Ultra Mega Bulk Booster…” was the start, and from there the string of bodybuilder-themed buzzwords wrapped all the way around the other side of the canister.

With her free hand, Chelsea palmed the large lid. She vaulted herself up to the kitchen counter and placed the canister between her vice-like, solid legs to hold it in place, then twisted the top off with ease. 

At first, Chelsea used the little plastic spoon included inside the canister to add little dashes of the powder to her drink. After the fourth little dollop, she grunted with frustration, and just shook the open container into the opening on the top of the blender.

The poor, overtaxed piece of equipment groaned under the load of mixing the thickening drink. When Chelsea finally turned it off, the shake wasn’t even properly classified as liquid. 

“Wow. That almost looks like cookie dough,” Claire remarked. 

“Thanks,” Chelsea replied. “Let me pour you a glass.”

“No, no thanks,” Claire said. “I didn’t know, uh…how it would turn out when I asked,” Claire replied. 

“More for me, then,” Chelsea replied nonchalantly. She didn’t bother to pour her own drink into a glass, lifting the blender’s pitcher right to her lips.

Chelsea moaned a little as the cold shake touched her lips. She drank it slowly, savoring every mouthful. The muscles of her hard body were on display in her red tank top and workout shorts.

Claire winced a little as her roommate sipped. “Ugh, Chelsea, how can you drink that?” 

Chelsea started gulping harder and faster, noisily draining the pitcher as fast as she could. Her muscular body rippled as each dense, fibrous bit of tissue on her swelled and expanded ever so slightly. Chelsea’s bicep, already flexing a bit from lifting the drink, expanded even further, growing to nearly the size of the green woman on the protein powder canister. Her shoulders broadened, stretching her tank top and showing off a bit more of her muscular chest. 

When Chelsea had finished, she smashed it down on the counter, causing it to shatter.

“Watch what you’re doing,” Claire complained as little glass shards flew everywhere. “You’re such a brute sometimes.” 

“Who are you calling a brute!?” Chelsea shouted angrily, raising her fists. Her big eyes, pouting lips, and feminine cheekbones stood at sharp contrast to the tone of her voice, her hulking physique, and her violent pose. Chelsea, who still had some of her protein shake on her lips and cheeks, struck Claire as simultaneously threatening and silly.

“Just forget it,” Claire said. “I’m leaving for class,” she added, and walked out the door. 

~

“Time to get ready for another fantastic day,” Lauren said, the moment her eyes fluttered open. She jumped out of bed, brimming with energy.

“I suppose,” Sarah said, as she pulled her bloated body out of bed, grunting a little as she did so. “I guess I should get ready for my morning run,” Sarah said through a yawn.

“I admire your discipline,” Lauren replied. “I can’t imagine running once a week.”

“It’s no picnic,” Sarah said as she attempted to do some stretches. Her muscles were already burning but she didn’t want to quit her weekly routine. Still, she reasoned, it would be easier to get out of the house if she had a buddy with her. “Sure you don’t want to come with me, Lauren?” 

“Maybe I will join you this time,” Lauren said. “There might be some cute guys whose heads we can turn while we’re out and about,” she said. “You get what I mean?” Lauren asked. “God, Sarah I feel…switched on today, you know?”

“You go ahead,” Sarah replied, her voice barely above a whisper. She cast her eyes up through the dorm’s tiny window, seeing clouds. “I think I’ll stay in today.”

“Aww, come on,” Lauren said, trying to encourage her friend. “Just think of how cute we’ll look.” 

“I don’t feel cute,” Sarah muttered, shaking plump, slightly protruding tummy in front of the closet mirror. 

“Is this what you’re worried about?” Lauren said, joining her friend in gazing at the mirror. “Come on, Sarah, it’s not that bad,” she said as she gave Sarah’s tummy a playful slap. Sarah’s tummy swelled just as the Lauren’s hand hit, and it jiggled fiercely in response.

“Nah, I’m good. I’ll just gonna make breakfast, if you want to join me,” Sarah said. She shuffled off to the kitchen, getting herself a few stalks of celery and a jar of reduced fat peanut butter. 

“I’ll be there in a minute, I’m just checking myself out in the mirror,” Lauren said. “I feel extra cute today.”

“That’s great,” Sarah grumbled. Lauren always felt extra cute – it didn’t matter what day it was, Sarah thought to herself. She found herself feeling envious of her friend’s confidence, if not her looks.

Lauren poured herself a bowl of sugary cereal and Sarah’s eyes went wide with jealousy. She was so hungry that her insides seemed hollow, and she knew how good real food would taste. Nevertheless, she sat down, stewing bitterly, munching on her celery.

“Is that whole milk, or skim?” Sarah asked, partly to try to live out her breakfast through or friend?”

“Huh?” Lauren repeated. “I couldn’t hear you through the crunching,” she explained.

“I said Lauren, is that whole milk or skim?” Sarah repeated.

“Whole,” Lauren replied. Just great, Sarah thought to herself, somewhere in the kitchen is a jug of whole milk, there to tempt me all day while I munch on celery. “Just a sec,” Lauren said as she got up from the table. She returned moments later, her cell phone in hand.

“I gotta take a picture me eating. I can post this online later,” she said. Lauren turned on her phone’s camera, making exaggerated expressions as she snapped the lens. Prominent in each shot was the large mole near the center of her forehead. “Be sure to thumbs up my photos when I post them, Sarah. I want maximum exposure for my hot bod,” she added.

“Yeah, yeah, I will,” Sarah replied, her mouth full. She slathered more butter on her remaining five slices of toast, and heaped some honey and jam on top of each slice as well. 

“I guess I’ll go run without yah, then,” Lauren said as she finished up her cereal. “You’ll go clubbing with me tonight, though, right?” she asked.

“Um…maybe. I don’t think I want to,” Sarah replied. “After last night, I don’t see why I should bother.”

“There were so many cute guys last time! I’m totally going to drag you along, whether you like it or not. Trust me, you’ll thank me later!” Lauren said as she headed out the door.

Sarah just let out a long sigh. The more she thought about going out, the less she liked the idea. Shame seemed to wash over her like an incoming tide. The only way she knew how to make herself feel better was to eat. She crammed each jam-packed and buttery slice of toast into her maw as fast as she could, smearing food and causing crumbs to fly everywhere. She chewed so quickly that more than once, she nearly bit her tongue. When the food was gone a couple of minutes later, she felt heavy, sick and tired. Sarah crawled from her kitchen chair to the sofa, where she flopped down. As bad as she felt, the full, warm feeling in the pit of her stomach was quite a comfort, and she smiled.

When Lauren returned home, she tried to organize another “going out” night. Claire informed her by text that she was busy with a late night tutoring session. Chelsea said she was teaching a late-night cardio class. That left Sarah, who Lauren had to practically drag out the door.

“We are finally here,” Lauren said with a greedily, lusty smile in her lips as they pulled into the parking lot of “Friendz.” 

“Do you have enough room to get out?” Lauren asked as she pulled the car in a tad close on the passenger side.

“Yeah, but I’m not going to,” Sarah replied, sounding a touch petulant and defiant.

“What do you mean you aren’t getting out of this car?” Lauren asked, her perfectly manicured fingers tightly gripping the steering while in pent-up frustration. “I don’t want to have to wait any longer to tango on that dance floor with hot guys.”

“They won’t let me in, Lauren,” Sarah wailed.  

“Nonsense, with a hottie like me on your arm, you’ll get in for sure,” she said, running her hands through her hair to show off her good looks. Her tangled locks seemed to catch on her cracked, yellowed fingers. 

“I guess I’ll just have to prove you wrong,” Sarah said with a long sigh. “I just hope after this inevitable humiliation…”

“Pff,” Lauren dismissed her. “Come on, Sarah, let’s just get going.”

Lauren had hopped out of the car with determined speed, her perky breasts bouncing a little as she did so. Sarah wasn’t quite so lithe, and was having trouble getting out of the car.

“Maybe I was wrong about this door,” she said in an out of breath voice, as she struggled to force her wide girth through the gap between her car door and the next vehicle. “Lauren, help! I’m stuck,” she was forced to call out in embarrassment. 

“I’m coming,” Lauren said, as she let out a small sigh. She turned around and jogged around the other side of the car, her deflated, saggy cleavage sloshing back and forth as she did so. “Come on, lean with me,” Lauren said, as she grabbed her friend’s flabby arm. She pulled and pushed, and finally Sarah’s girth moved out. “That’s it! Come on, Sarah, almost there,” Lauren said encouragingly.

Just then, Sarah’s weight came down on Lauren. She slid out of the gap between the cars and lost her balance, causing both of them to fall to the concrete floor.

Lauren rose to her feet fairly quickly, and then helped up Sarah. Lauren vigorously dusted off her smooth legs.

“I’m sorry, Lauren,” Sarah said meekly.

“It’s ok, don’t worry about it,” Lauren said, her hands rising from the rough skin on her porcupine-like thighs. “Let’s just head inside.”

While they were waiting in line, Lauren and Sarah were the targets of many pairs of eyes, as well as sniggering and whispers. 

“I’m so mortified,” Sarah complained to her friend. 

“Don’t mind, I’m sure everyone is just jealous of my hot bod,” Lauren proclaimed loudly. 

When they finally reached the doorman, a tall man with dark hair and an odd sparkle in his eye, he shook his head at them. “I don’t think so,” he said with a smirk.

“Look, I know my friend here has a little weight issue,” Lauren said, trying to keep her voice low. “But, she’s with me. I’m sure that more than makes up for it. And I make it up to you, if you want,” Lauren propositioned, reaching for his crotch.

“Sorry but I wouldn’t let either one of you on the dance floor,” he said, his eyebrow raised a little.

“What? Are you joking?” Lauren asked, feeling furious. “Look at me!” Lauren shouted. “Look at this pink chiffon dress! Look at my movie star looks! I’m the hottest person here!”

“Lauren, let’s just go home,” Sarah begged.

“No way, this doorman’s blind or crazy!” Lauren shouted, her voice becoming much louder. When it became obvious she would make no headway, she turned around in a huff and shouted out “Fine, this isn’t the only club in town,” and ran back to her car. Her yellow and brown corduroy skirt billowed behind her, the breeze revealing little tears and loose threads in the fabric and raising the garment high enough to expose her faded and tattered polka dot underwear.

Sarah tried to keep up, but the best she could manage was a slow jog. Even that seemed to cause her breasts to bounce violently against her top.

“Sarah, are you coming? Let’s head to the next club, ASAP,” Lauren shouted out.

Sarah’s next step was a bit out of kilter, and her inflated breasts were now so big that they spilled right out of her top and her bra. She could hear a chorus of laugher coming from the others waiting in line. 

“I’m taking a cab home,” she shouted back at Lauren. “I’ve had enough of this insanity to last me a lifetime,” she added, tears in her eyes.

The man who had acted as the doorman gazed into the parking lot, and saw Lauren speed off without her friend. “So, the four girls aren’t close friends as they thought,” he thought to himself, stroking his chin. “How very interesting.”

Part Four: New Journeys, Old Friends

After Claire left the apartment, fed up with Chelsea’s over the top attitude, she headed off to class.  

“Professor, ugh, how do you pronounce your name again?” asked a young female student asked, just as the lecture was about to begin. “Scargo, Socrgor?”

“Close enough, what did you need?” The professor replied. 

“Can I go to the bathroom?” she asked, her voice braying a little.

“This isn’t high school, you don’t have to ask for that,” he answered, causing the lecture hall to erupt in giggles. “Just be back quickly, we are breaking up into our discussion groups after I give the overview.”

Each discussion group was led by one of the teaching assistants, typically PhD candidates in the school’s grad program, like Claire.

“All right, the Professor had just finished introducing different theories on structural causes of income inequality,” Claire said as soon as her group was assembled. “Would anyone like to offer their view as to the most prominent causal variable?”

“What’s structural?” one girl asked.

“It means systemic,” Claire explained, to glassy eyed faces. “Well, it means caused by the circumstances, rather than caused by individual choice or behavior.”

“But poverty is all about individual responsibility,” a young man near the back of the group said.

“Oh, really?” Claire asked, relieved that someone finally spoke up. “And what makes you say that?”

“People lose their motivation to look for work when they get government handouts,” he said. “The state robs people of their entrepreneurial spirit by giving them money for doing nothing.”

“Hm,” Claire said, pausing a moment to survey her options. He was wrong, there was no doubt about that in her mind. Yet she didn’t want to shoot him down too harshly, lest she discourage discussion. After all, she thought, she had once been a bit of a conservative in her youth. “What’s your name?”

“Billy,” he replied. 

“Well, Billy, did you know that they can measure class mobility? In other words, the likelihood of improving one’s station in life – and do you know which countries rank at the top?”

“Probably the USA,” he said, sounding uncertain.

“Nope! It’s Denmark, followed by the rest of the Scandinavian countries,” Claire said triumphantly. “In other words, the nations with the most generous welfare states – what you just disparaged as government handouts – also happen to be where people are most likely to better themselves.” 

Billy and Claire verbally sparred the rest of the class. As Claire had gone through her studies, she had become increasingly left-wing, and she relished the opportunity to talk some sense into a conservative student. And the little glint in his eye when he thought he was about to make a good point was so cute. It made him seem young. And so innocent…

By the time class was over, she had made sure to get his email, just so that they could continue the debate outside of class time.

“I don’t need to remind you about the school’s policy on student-teacher relationships, or the need to remind you that as a discussion leader, you are considered a teacher,” the professor intoned to Claire once the students had left.

“Of course not, sir,” Claire replied. She didn’t need to be reminded, because she didn’t care what the policy was. “Mama Bear is hungry,” she said under her breath once the professor’s back was turned. “And nothing’s going to between Mama Bear and her cub,” she added, in a low enough voice that she was sure the professor could not hear.

The professor left the lecture hall, a sly grin on his lips.

~

Chelsea drove to work feeling angry. Where did Claire get off calling her a brute? Her blood was boiling just thinking about it. She cut off three drivers during lane changes and let loose a barrage of insults when they honked her for it.

“How’s my favorite assistant manager?” Charlie asked once Chelsea had arrived.

“A little steamed,” Chelsea mumbled.

“I’m sure you’ll feel better once your shift starts,” he replied with a smile. “Just don’t break anything,” he added, partly under his breath.

Chelsea began working out, which was her usual routine before her shift began. She hoped that pushing her body to the limit would help calm her down, but her rage only grew. 

“I have, you know, a question about one of the machines,” a young woman asked Chelsea, a couple of minutes after her shift started. “I’m trying to get, you know you, toned, not you know, ripped…” she said, casting her gaze towards Chelsea’s bulging biceps. “So what, you know, machine would you recommend for, you know…” 

“Agh! Get to the point!” Chelsea roared. The woman’s speech tic was too much, and the perceived slight hadn’t helped either. She smashed her arm down on her desk, creating a dull, metallic crunching sound.

“Oooh, your computer is all messed up,” the young woman replied, and slinked away.

Chelsea hoped Charlie didn’t notice she’d a company machine, and quickly looked up and called a number for a computer repair service. 

“I’m Michael, can you show me to the machine?” the repairman asked when he arrived. He turned out to be a scrawny and short, with thick glasses. His body stood out in stark contrast to the other men who frequented the gym, most of whom were hulky athletic types. Chelsea noticed some of those men seemed to smirk and look down on (both figuratively and literally) the little guy as they walked past him. Perhaps he been picked on by that same type of guy in high school, she thought. 

Chelsea took him by the hand and guided him towards the computer. She stared down at him as he intently tried to salvage what her fist of fury had so carelessly crushed. His baby-face and his nerdy glasses intrigued Chelsea. No posturing from this type of guy, just vulnerability. 

“Well, looks like it’s working again,” he said, in a high voice which was a little squeaky and nasal. 

“Thank you so much,” Chelsea cooled, leaning down to rumple his hair. “My machine certainly was in skilled hands.”

“It’s what I do,” he said, his voice seeming to rise even higher as his cheeks grew a little flushed. “Well, ugh, hope to see you again soon,” he said as he rose to his feet. Even standing, Chelsea seemed to tower over him, as Michael’s face only came up to the level of her breasts. “Well, I don’t mean I hope you have another broken computer,” he sputtered. “I mean, yeah, you get it.” 

Chelsea just nodded.

~

It was well past midnight when Sarah heard the distinctive sound of keys at the door. After several metallic jingles, however, the door stubbornly remained closed.

Sarah sighed, and then rose to her feet. The latter took considerable effort, given her weight and her comfortable position lying on the couch. Bags of chips and other junk food and candy wrappers fell from her body as she rose, a deluge of all that remained from her pig out session. 

“Thanks,” Lauren said, her voice sounding slurred, once Sarah had opened the door for her.

“You’re so drunk that you couldn’t even open the door, but you still drove home?” Sarah asked. 

“Ugh, I just need to lie down,” Lauren said, stumbling towards the sofa. She landed with a crinkling sound on top of Sarah’s pile of wrappers.

“So Lauren, are you going to tell me what happened?” Sarah asked, after Lauren had lain silently on the sofa for about a minute.

“Tonight sucked,” Lauren complained, as she absentmindedly scratched at the large wart on her nose. “I went from club to club. None of the doormen could see my good looks! Apparently there’s some epidemic of stigmata or something.”

“You mean astigmatism?” Sarah asked, smiling a little.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Lauren said. “Then I tried hitting the bars, and there were tons of hot guys there, but none of them bought me a drink. So I thought I’d buy myself a few, just to get them started. You know, they might have felt intimidated asking me out. It’s not every day you meet a perfect ten.”

Sarah stared down at her friend. Lauren was wearing torn, mismatched clothes, her hair was tangled and greasy, her nose was large and misshapen, and her teeth were crooked and yellow. Her breasts seemed wrinkled and flattened, and the skin of her legs was rough and showed off little dots of dark hair. Her facial features were asymmetric and sported crudely applied, overdone, smeared makeup. Lauren’s perfume – which she had applied quite liberally – gave off an aroma reminiscent of a vase of flowers, weeks old. 

The anger Sarah had felt earlier seemed to fade away, replaced with a sense of camaraderie. Lauren, like herself, could never hope to attract hot guys at a bar or a club. If Lauren needed to retreat into delusions of grandeur to escape that fact, so be it.

“Let me make you some black coffee, I’m sure you’ll feel better,” Sarah said as she patted her friend’s greasy forehead. Sarah brought back a coffee for Lauren and a cup of green tea for herself. “Did you have any dinner yet or just drinks?”

“Mmm…this hits the spot, thanks Sarah,” Lauren replied. “And no, just drinks. Maybe that’s why it went to my head so bad.”

“Just drinks?” Sarah asked. “That won’t do, I’ve got to fix you a late night snack!” she said, downing the rest of her hot chocolate and getting back to the kitchen as fast as her tree-trunk like legs could carry her.

“There’s no need to go through any trouble,” Lauren called out.

“It’s no trouble, besides, I’m starving,” Sarah replied

Can I help in the kitchen?” Lauren asked.

“Nah, you just lay back and watch TV. I’ll take care of everything,” said Lauren as she began whipping up a batch of pancakes. A few minutes later, she returned bearing a huge plate of them in one hand and a giant vat of syrup in the other.

“To braver men?” Sarah said, proposing a toast before they started eating.

“Indeed,” Lauren agreed, and dug in. She took great care to eat as carefully as she could, using her napkin to clean up even a hints of errant syrup on her fingers and wrists. If Sarah had asked her about it, she wouldn’t have been able to say why. But a part of herself seemed to be urging Lauren to be clean and careful. It was speaking in a loud and desperate voice, as though this was the last battle at end of a hopeless war.

“So…give me your verdict,” Sarah began through a mouthful of pancakes. “Are these the best pancakes ever, or what?”

Lauren began to answer, but first paused to wipe her mouth with a napkin.

“Don’t keep me in suspense. Come on, Lauren, spit it out,” Sarah said with a grin.

“Yeah, the best of all time!” Lauren shouted a little too loudly, before turning back to the TV. “You wanna see if anything else is on besides cartoons? I could go for seeing a Vampire flick or at least something with a shirtless man in it,” she said.

“Wait, let’s check the cooking channel first,” Sarah said. “That’s my favorite.” She clicked the remote, and a muscular chef was hard at work kneading a lump of dough. “God, I wish he’d kneed me like that,” she said breathlessly.

“He is kinda cute,” Lauren agreed.

“Now we’re going to add some more sugar,” the chef said. “And some more butter, too. This is going to be a really decadent dessert.”

“Yes!” Sarah squealed. “Make that thing sinful.” 

“I like this side of you, Sarah” Lauren said. “This is going to be a fun night.”

Sarah’s only response was to get up and grab a bucket of ice cream, and start shoveling into her mouth with the ice cream scooper. The sofa creaked when she got up and shook when she plopped back down. Sarah’s gigantic, wobbly ass seemed to have that effect on furniture. She didn’t need a table, as her shelf-like gut was just fine for balancing any food item on. Her huge, doughy chin seemed to obliterate all traces of her neck, and the skin on her arms was tightly stretched to by all the lumpy-looking flab.

~

When Chelsea returned home late that same night, she greeted Claire with a cold stare and a tight-lipped frown. Neither spoke to the other for several, awkward minutes.

“We’re so different,” Claire was thinking. “Different ages, body types, interests, everything. It’s no wonder we aren’t talking to each other. What would we even have to talk about?”

“Why are we even roommates?” Chelsea thought. “I don’t need to live with someone who thinks I’m just a musclehead and a brute.”

The two of them nervously eyed each other as Chelsea walked through the kitchen, but didn’t say a word to each other. The standoff continued until both of them were in bed with the lights out, and Chelsea was nearly asleep.

“So, how was your day?” Claire asked, being the first one to break the ice.

“Surprisingly, not bad,” Chelsea replied, after letting out a little yawn. “I smashed a computer…” 

“Big surprise there,” Claire quipped, under her breath.

“And the computer repair guy was really cute,” Chelsea finished, fortunately so wrapped up in her memory of Michael that she ignored Claire’s slight.

“Ah, so you were able to talk him into a membership, then? Was he a muscle man who just happened to be a computer guy?” Claire asked.

“No, not at all, he wasn’t like that,” Chelsea replied. “Why would you think I’d go for a macho guy?”

“I don’t know,” Claire replied defensively. “Haven’t you ever heard the phrase, ‘The stronger the woman, the stronger the man?”

“Sure, I’ve heard it. I just think its wrong, at least for me,” Chelsea said. 

“Huh,” Claire said. “So, what is he like?”

“He was short and geeky, and had the cutest baby-face,” Chelsea said.

“Nice!” Claire said. “So he looks young, huh?”

“Yeah, especially ‘cause he’s short. And he looked so out of place in the gym, surrounded by so many towers of muscle. I just wanted to scoop him up in my big arms and protect him,” Chelsea cooed.

“That sounds amazing,” Claire replied breathlessly. “You know, I’ve actually found someone myself. Your description reminds me of him, in a way.”

“Really?” Chelsea asked. “Is he a professor?”

“Hardly,” Claire said with a low chuckle. “He’s a student, and undergrad.”

“Your student?”

“Yes!” Claire shouted out with a little squeal.

“Oh, you naughty girl,” Chelsea said. “Tell me about him!”

“He’s confident, but young minded. He’s just aching for someone to take him under their wing, mold him, help him grow up,” Claire explained. “I know I want to be that person. I don’t care if he’s my student. I just have to have him.”

“What’s your guy’s name?” Chelsea asked.

“Billy, isn’t that cute?” Claire asked. “It sounds so young and innocent.”

“My guy’s name is Michael,” said Chelsea.

“Michael, eh? See if he responds to Mikey the next time you see him,” Claire suggested. “It’ll put him in even more of a young mindset.”

“Oh, great idea,” Chelsea agreed. “I might have to smash another computer just to make sure he shows up.” At this, both women giggled.

“You know, I never imagined we’d have such similar taste in guys,” Claire said. 

“Yeah, I can’t believe we haven’t talked about this before,” Chelsea agreed. “We should go on a double date sometime!”

“Sounds great,” Claire agreed.

Part Five: Love’s Bloom

Chelsea and Claire were all grins when they woke up the next day, getting along famously until it was time to go.

“Oh Chelsea, Chelsea! I almost forgot to wish you luck and I hope you see that guy again,” Claire said just as her roommate was about to walk out the door.

“You too, Claire,” Chelsea said, and then turned to walk out. She banged her head against the top of the door’s archway, which was just a little too short for her to walk through. “Stupid fucking door,” she spat, before bending over a little to head out.

The bump on her head wasn’t enough to dampen her spirits for more than a few moments. Before long, she was signing along to some heavy metal on the radio.

She pulled up at the gym, admiring the sign: “Chelsea’s Gym.” She had owned this place for nearly a year now, but she still felt a little thrill every time she saw it.

Of course, one privilege of owning the place was the fact that every piece of equipment inside was her property, to do with as she liked. Including, of course, the computers.

For a few moments, she considered waiting until someone annoyed her to give the machine a sound thrashing. But her patience didn’t last too long, and without any apparent cause, she crushed the box with deliberate punch. After a quick phone call, Michael was on his way back.

“Sorry, Ms. Chelsea, looks like this time the thing is just dead. Every layer of the machine is dented and smashed,” Michael explained, scratching his head.

“That’s a shame,” Chelsea remarked. “Guess I’ll have to go get a new one, then. Know anybody that’s an expert with computers who can help me pick one out?”

“Oh, uh…I’m sure my boss is an expert,” Michael said after some hesitation. “Maybe I could give him a call…”

“I was talking about you, Mikey,” Chelsea said with a glint in her eye.

“Mikey?” he said with a wince. “People used to call me that when I was a kid.”

“Then you’re used to it, great,” Chelsea replied. “Why don’t we go shopping together?” 

“If…if you say so,” Mikey replied, feeling too nervous to say no. He had never gone on a date with any girl before, let alone this nearly seven foot tall Amazon standing before him.

“Good. Let’s go,” she said, grasping his hand and leading him out of the gym. Her grip was so tight that Mikey could have sworn the bones in his fingers were close to breaking. Yet when his eyes followed that herculean arm up to those broad, thick shoulders and rippling back, he couldn’t help feeling a little aroused.

~

A few miles away, Claire was getting ready for her class. She put on her glasses and her pantsuit, taking time to adjust it properly. She wanted to look professional, but showing just slightly too much cleavage. 

“Okay,” Claire admitted to herself “perhaps more than just slightly too much,” she concluded as she tugged down at her top. She glanced in the mirror. The harsh lines of age had marked her face, but her eyes still carried a spark of vitality. She applied some overdone eye-makeup to hide the crow’s feet from under her eyes, and a shade of lipstick that was just a little too bright. 

“The stealth cougar look. I think I nailed it,” Claire said.

Several students crowded around her as she arrived, entreating her to extend the deadline on homework assignments.

“Save those questions for your discussion leaders after I finish lecture,” Claire instructed them. She had previously told her grad students to offer no leniency and no mercy.

“Today, we’re going to be discussing dialectical Marxism,” she said. Casting her eyes on Billy, she continued “Marx once said ‘from each according to his ability, to each according to his need,” she said, winking at Billy and hoping his understood her double entendre. 

He did, and as soon as her lecture was over, Billy and Claire skipped out on the discussion section and headed straight back to her apartment and got busy tearing each other’s clothes off. Claire made love with a passion that belied her advanced years.

“You’re a great student, Billy,” she said, stroking his cheek in her afterglow. 

“What if you get caught?” Billy asked.

“I don’t care if I get caught, or fired” she replied. “I’ll just sit around the apartment all day, and you can drop out of school and support me. I think my friend Chelsea is looking for an assistant manager at her gym.”

“What?” Billy asked, feeling a little shocked. “Really?”

“Of course not, silly boy,” she said, reaching out and tickling his naked torso. “Well, I mean, maybe. I’ll think about getting a job as a life coach or sex councilor or something.”

“And who would you advise?” Billy asked.

“My clientele would exclusively be middle aged women. And I’ll encourage them all to go out and get a young man,” Claire replied. “Bored with your stale marriage? Have an affair with a boy toy. Worried about what your son is up to with his friends late at night? Sleep with one of them and get him to inform you what’s going on.”

“Woah, Claire for real?” Billy asked, running his fingers through a patch of graying hair that Chelsea didn’t have five seconds ago.“You’d really tell a mom to sleep with her son’s best friend, just to make sure he’s safe at night?”

“Sure, why not?” Claire replied. “That would be my advice for the timid moms. If she wants to get to the heart of the problem, I’d tell her to invite her son into her bed. That would keep him from going out with friends late at night.” 

“You wouldn’t…” Billy began, his mouth hanging open. “Would you?”

“Getting a rise out of you is so fun,” Claire said with a girlish giggle that belied her years. “Would I really? Perhaps. Do you have a problem with my advice?” 

“To be honest, it’s kind of hot. I love the idea of you helping spread the happiness we have to others,” Billy said, cupping and squeezing her soft, sagging breasts. 

“By whatever means necessary,” Claire agreed, stroking the back of his neck affectionately.

Epilogue

It had been one week since they had all gathered together at the mall, on their favorite bench. Of course, now that bench was shouldering a great deal more weight. On the left end, Sarah was nearly three times as heavy as big as she once was. On the other end, there was Chelsea, whose greatly enhanced height and musculature made her much heavier as well.

Not to mention a couple of boyfriends, though Mikey and Billy weren’t too heavy. Both men were perched on their girlfriend’s laps. 

“So why do you like this spot so much?” Billy asked.

“It’s perfect for people watching,” Claire explained.

“People watching?” Mikey asked.

“Yeah, we just watch assholes and fuckwads walk by, and laugh about how much they suck,” Chelsea explained. 

“Since we’re so smart and pretty, everyone is deficient compared to us,” Lauren boasted.

It was just then that the four girls heard a slow clapping sound behind them.

“Bravo, bravo,” Scourgor replied as he approached the bench. “You’ve exceeded my expectations, all of you.”

“Hey…I know you, you’re…” Chelsea began.

“The doorman!” Lauren shouted.

“The professor!” Claire chimed in.

“The smoothie guy,” Sarah said.

“Yes, yes, you’re all correct. I’ll give points to Sarah here for remembering my first incarnation. I’ve been taking a few others, just to keep an eye on you,” Scourgor explained.

“Why did you want to keep an eye on us? Why are we so special?” Sarah asked.

“The four of you were, shall we say, the subject of my experiment. Would four girls stay friends despite the most profound changes imaginable?” Scourgor elaborated. “For a while, it looked like the changes might rend you apart. But you’ve pulled together spectacularly. You’ve proven your friendship really was genuine, not just a matter of circumstances.”

“What kind of changes?” Billy asked.

“Yeah, what have you done to them?” Mikey asked.

“Sadly, I can’t explain it. Or, rather, I could, but it wouldn’t make any sense to you in this frame of reference,” Scourgor replied with a sigh.

“Try me,” Claire challenged. “I spend all day helping student deconstruct normative concepts, I think I can handle it.” 

“Alright,” Scourgor agreed. “What if I told you that just one week ago, all four of you were radically different? Your reality changed each time you heard your own name spoken. Chelsea was dainty and small, Sarah was a thin fitness buff, Claire was the youngest of the four, and Lauren was the most beautiful?”

“Some change, I’m still the most beautiful,” Lauren replied. “No offense to you three.”

“See what I mean? I knew it wouldn’t register,” Scourgor said.

“So you fucked with us and nobody noticed?” Chelsea asked. “How?”

“Magic, of course,” Scourgor replied.

“You can’t possibly expect us to believe this without proof,” Claire said, her eyebrow raised.

“Of course,” Scourgor said. He snapped his fingers and vanished, rematerializing in front of them a moment later. “Convinced yet?”

“Maybe. But why approach us at all, if you thought we couldn’t understand what you said?” Sarah asked.

“Because I’ve come offering you a great gift. It’s something I offer very few of my experimental subjects, so appreciate the honor. I’ve come to give you the opportunity to change back,” Scourgor said.

“How can you ask us to change back, when we can’t remember who we were?” Chelsea asked.

“Because I captured some video footage of what you looked like when I served you your smoothies,” he said, taking out a laptop from his briefcase. “Take a look.”

The four girls leaned in and saw themselves as they once were, letting out shocked gasps.

“I was that much of a runty little weakling?” Chelsea asked.

“I was a so immature looking,” Claire said. “And is that a ‘Young Republicans’ sticker on my bag? Ugh!”

“I can’t tell the difference,” Lauren said.

“We’re happy the way we are now, get lost,” Chelsea barked, holding Mikey in a tight hug that nearly crushed his narrow shoulders.

“What could you have to offer a woman who’s already satisfied?” Claire asked, her hand in Billy’s.

“I can’t imagine looking cuter than I do already,” Lauren added.

“Marvelous! I’m spectacularly pleased with you all,” Scourgor said.

“Ahem,” Sarah spoke up. 

“Ah, yes, Sarah. Did you wish to take me up on my offer?” Scourgor asked. “One snap of my fingers, and you’ll be just as skinny as you were. You’ll be turning heads again in no time.”

Sarah hesitated. Something didn’t quite feel right.

“It just isn’t fair, is it?” Sarah asked Scourgor. “I was once thin and desired, now I’m fat and unapproachable? Why should men care so much what I look like? Why should I change back just to please them?”

“You’re quite right, it’s perfectly odious. So it goes among you humans,” Scourgor answered. “But do you accept my gift or not?”

“I wonder,” Sarah began, a wild idea rapidly taking full possession of her mind. “I’m the only one of my friends who is unhappy. I’m socially stunted, loveless, and painfully aware of everyone’s view of me. In light of all that, would you allow me to exchange your favor for something else, something a little more interesting?”

“That all depends,” Scourgor replied. “What do you want?”

“I want the power to do what you’ve done,” Sarah said. “I want the power to change people, to reverse them, to transform them into something new.”

Scourgor actually bowed a little before Sarah. “I could not imagine a more fitting tribute to the four of you than granting you that wish,” he said, and snapped his fingers. “Enjoy your power, and farewell,” he concluded, and then vanished.

“He…he didn’t explain how to do it,” Sarah grumbled. The four girls waited in vain for several silent minutes for Scourgor to return. “Maybe he was just pulling my leg,” Sarah said, after he failed to reappear. “Let’s just pretend this whole, bizarre episode never happened, and go back to people watching, ok?”

“Ok. Whatever you want,” Lauren said, sympathetically stroking her friend’s massive, flabby arm.

“Look at that lady, I’d like to try to sign her up for a membership at my gym,” Chelsea remarked as a tiny woman passed by. “I’d turn that human toothpick into a she-hulk in no time,” she boasted.

Sarah closed her eyes, imaging the tiny woman swelling with muscle and growing green skin.

“Sarah, Sarah!” Lauren screamed. “Look!” 

The woman was transforming right before her eyes. Her tube top morphed into a tank top, while her tiny arms pulsated and bulged into meaty clubs of chiseled flesh and her frame swelled mammoth proportions. Her skin even darkened, leaking her with a body that looked straight out of a comic book.

“You really can do it,” Lauren said, squeezing her friend’s hand. “How did you make that happen?”

“Just imagination! It really was that simple,” Sarah said.

“What about that couple over there?” Claire said, pointing towards a woman in her mid thirties, holding hands with a much older man. “I’d love to train her how to be a cougar.”

The woman’s age advanced another ten years, as little lines were added to her face and her hair gained a few silver streaks. Her style of dress, though, only grew more sexualized, showing off more of her cleavage. Her boyfriend vanished, replaced by a young man in his early 20s.

“Look at those girls with these noses in the air,” Lauren said, pointing towards two stuck-up looking young girls. “None of them hold a candle to my hotness. I’d give them both fashion and makeup tips,” Lauren said.

Their noses changed shape, becoming longer and more crooked, though they still held them high in the air. Their outfits changed, becoming mismatched, wrinkled, and stained.

“Awesome,” Lauren said.

A slender woman walked by, this one judiciously sampling bites from a box of chocolate.

“I wonder where they are selling those?” Sarah asked. “I mean, I’ll show her how to eat chocolate,” she said, and focused her imagination.

The woman stopped sampling the chocolate and started shoveling the contents of the box in with both hands. Her chin became doubled, her cheeks grew round and puffy, and her stomach filled up. Her breasts expanded and sagged on each side of her big belly, while her butt stuck out behind her and her previous confident walk was transformed into a kind of shuffling waddle. 

“This is amazing,” Mikey said breathlessly as as he observed the results of Sarah’s transformations. 

“I have a feeling that people watching is going to keep being our favorite hobby for a long time to come,” agreed Billy.

The four friends nodded in unison.

~

If you enjoyed this story, consider visiting my blog, My Transformations, where you can read more of my stories and hear more about my upcoming projects. Also, consider checking out my other transformation themed ebooks:

From Zero to Xena: The Ring of Change Saga 

(Female Muscle Growth) Shy, out of shape Zoe is attracted to her new personal trainer, but Jim could only love a protege student. Sparks fly when the power of the Ring of Change causes the student becomes the master - and even more changes occur when Jim puts the ring on as well. 

From Charlotte to Chavette: The Ring of Change Saga

(Weight Gain, Class Change) Liam'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." Liam should have been more careful what he wished for.

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...
 

The Transformation Mall 

(Multiple Genres)
The first ever crowdfunded Transformation ebook, The Transformation Mall contains 11 short stories and vignettes about a variety of characters. Shops can cause weight gain, female muscle growth, age progression, punk changes, gender changes, personality and sexuality shifts, and much, much more, including several brand-new transformation types.
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