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Prologue

“So, Sampson, please proceed with your pitch,” said the chairman of the board. The room was ensconced in shadows, leaving each member with a barely visible face.

“The cornerstone of our Sunday night lineup: a show called "New Golden Girls,” Sampson said. Excited whispering broke out around the long table.

“That’s a fantastic idea!” one member cried out. “A show about old women, perfect for hitting the senior market.”

“Who are you casting?” another member asked, as the group began to shout out suggestions.

“Judi Bench?”

“Cathy Yates?”

“Jane Monda?”

“No. Great ideas, but all of those women had prior commitments,” Sampson explained. “Along with just about every other woman I asked. But I found four women who could fill the roles quite well.”

“Who?” the chairman asked, after a long pause.

“Zooey Deflannel, Alison Brioche, Aubrey Foyer, and Eliza Dolaca,” he announced. 

For a brief moment, silence ruled the table. Then, little titters of giggling broke out, which quickly changed into raucous, full throated, knee-slapping laughter.  

“Seriously, Sampson – who are you casting?” the chairman asked, once the group had recovered its composure. “All of those girls are decades too young for the part!”

“I was being serious,” Sampson said. “They’re going to get…some very special treatment.” 

“What kind of treatment?” The chairman asked, his eyebrow raised.

“Leave that to me,” Sampson replied. “Look, I know the board has grown skeptical of my tenure here as CEO. If you aren’t satisfied with the outcome of this project, I’ll go quietly. But until then, can I count on your support?”

The silence hung in the air for a moment, while the chairman and those sitting close to him nodded and whispered.

“The network isn’t in a good place right now, and if you can pull this off, we will be very grateful. You will have our full support. Do whatever you need to do,” said the chairman.

Sampson’s only reply was a wide smile.

Chapter One:

It didn’t take long for Sampson to get Zooey, Alison, Aubrey, and Eliza on board with the project. He pitched the show to their agents as just about “four female friends” and promised each of them astronomical salaries if the show made it to syndication. Sampson knew the network would never agree to such large amounts, but he also knew that once he was through with the starlets, their bargaining position would be greatly diminished.

Once he had secured their commitments, all he had to do was get them to the “Fountain of Youth,” a health spa with very special properties. If he was pushy about having them go, he knew there would be a chance they’d say no, and getting them to the spa before filming began was obviously of paramount importance. So he came up with a clever ruse: he claimed that Fountain of Youth was going to be a major sponsor of the show, and they wanted promos of the girls using the spa as part of their ad campaign. If the girls or their people balked, all he had to do was remind them that it was sponsors like the Fountain which made possible their high salaries.

The ploy worked, and soon all four girls had arrived.  The next step was the separate them from their entourages. Talent agents, bodyguards, and personal assistants all had to disappear, without arousing any suspicion from the four actresses. 

Here, too, Sampson created a deception: he told the members of the entourages that their stay had already been prepared at another spa, the “Assurez-Graisse.” They were hesitant at first, but once they saw the brochures, they changed their tune. The pamphlets made the place appear to be even more fancy than the Fountain of Youth. For once in their lives, these glorified servants felt they might actually get a chance to experience something more posh than the celebrities for whom they toiled. They were off like a shot, leaving the four women alone at the Fountain. What they didn’t know was that while Assurez-Graisse was gorgeous, its degree of luxury was evenly matched by the Fountain. What’s more, the two institutions both had a habit of causing unexpected changes in their guests.

Once their help had departed, the four girls made their way into the building, the clicking sound of their high heeled shoes echoing across the marble corridors. 

“Hello, my starlets, welcome to the Fountain of Youth,” the woman behind the front desk began in her silky, sweet voice. With impossibly smooth skin, raven black hair, and dark eyes that seemed to show a maturity that her body lacked, she was the perfect walking advertisement for the spa. “I am Serena, your hostess, and I hope that your stay here will be more than you can imagine, both…”

“Yeah, yeah,” Zooey interrupted, rolling her eyes. “We get it, you’re fancy. No need to oversell it, the camera’s aren’t rolling.” Zooey was in her early 30s, and was successful in both music and in acting. With delicate, smooth, pale skin, curly dark hair, and famously prominent eyes, she was frequently described as enchanting and carried a youthful energy that belied her years.

“Speaking of cameras, I want to look at all shots – pictures and video – before you release it to the public,” Alison added. “And I’ll consider your company liable in case any ‘unauthorized’ photos leak. And I want your agreement on that in writing.” Alison had just turned 30, but could pass for a teenager and had recently played one in a popular TV show. Her wavy, reddish brown hair, lithe figure, and impressive bust all helped cement her status as a sex symbol.

“Let’s just get this visit over with quickly. We’re all already young and beautiful, so we don’t really need an anti-aging spa,” Aubrey pointed out. “You and the studio are lucky to have our participation, so you should treat us accordingly,” she said, and all the starlets nodded at this statement. Aubrey was in her late 20s, had flawless, naturally tan skin, and an enchanting, youthful smile. Her thin physique and great posture always helped her stand out in a crowd.

“Do you have anything to eat here? I’m starving,” Eliza said, rubbing her tummy. A gorgeous blonde bombshell, her appetite was up against a high-speed metabolism that preserved her slender frame. She was in her late 20s, but like the rest of the girls, she could have been a model and would have easily passed for younger.

Serena nodded, maintained constant eye contact, and listened intently throughout the remarks, and when it was clear nobody else would speak, she smiled a little and replied.

“Zooey, your point is well taken. I will endeavor to learn the lesson of humility. Alison, your request is perfectly understandable and agreeable, I will have contracts for all of your shortly. Aubrey, we will only keep you for about four days. And Eliza, we incorporate a full dining experience into our spa treatment.”

“I hope you have a vegan option,” Alison grumbled.

“We do,” Serena replied. “Please, allow me to escort you to your rooms, so that you can get comfortable and begin your selection of spa experiences.”

Sampson was watching from behind his panel of surveillance camera screens, giving him a view of every room in the facility through discreetly installed hidden cameras and microphones. He grinned and rubbed his hands together in delight. The four followed Serena down the hall, he thought, like lambs to the slaughter. Each of them was unaware that their most prized possession – their youth – was about to be totally and irreversibly destroyed.

A few moments later, his phone buzzed. Serena had emailed him, asking for the green light on the non-disclosure agreements Alison had requested. Sampson agreed – he had no intention of ever leaking footage or photos from their stay to the public or the press, though he did know a few aficionados who would be quite interested in a private viewing. Sampson would have no qualms about indulging their interest, for a hefty price of course.

When the four finally reached their rooms, they were pleasantly surprised by the décor. The ceilings were painted with beautiful blue skies and billowing clouds, while the beds and bedding looked like they were straight out of a Victorian-era royal palace. Even for wealthy actresses, the level of luxury was enough to impress.

The only thing missing in the rooms were electrical outlets. All four actresses noticed this at around the same time, and they all exited their rooms to find Serena, who had waited for them in the hall.

“We have a no-technology policy here,” Serena explained. “We like to keep your mind at peace, rather than inundated with the constant distractions and stress of the digital world.”

That explanation made sense enough to the starlets, who raised no objections. Later that night, Serena would order maids to confiscate the phones, tablets, or any other electronic device the girls possessed. They could not be allowed to have any reminders of their old lives.

“Would you like to commence your treatment with our anti-aging skin cream?” Serena asked.

“If that stuff really worked, why would anybody ever get any older?” Zooey asked.

“Well, we might as well give it a shot, it’s not like have anything better to do,” Alison replied.

“I hope they serve snacks,” said Eliza.

“Yes, we will serve snacks, Eliza. And Alison, don’t worry. This stuff really does work wonders,” said Serena. What she kept to herself was that while the cream certainly was effective, it certainly didn’t help halt the aging process. Quite the opposite, in fact.

Serena walked them towards one of the spa rooms. Aside from the four starlets, the Fountain of Youth was free of guests, so wherever the women chose to go, they’d have the place to themselves. When they arrived, Serena quietly excused herself, and then headed towards the back room of the building where Sampson was keeping an eye on surveillance cameras.

“What are you bringing them for their snacks?” he asked, as soon as Serena walked in.

“We’re giving Zooey and Aubrey quiches, made from ostrich eggs – the biggest animal, and the highest calorie density per egg. Eliza will get a box of chocolates that will be presented as a special diet blend, though they are ordinary candies,” Serena explained. “Well, not quite ordinary. All our foods contain special additives that cause figure changes fast faster than normal.”

Sampson nodded and stared intently, looking at a screen showing Alison enthusiastically eating a bowl of something green.

“A kale and kelp salad,” Serena added. “With a very special vinaigrette, it just does wonders for a high metabolism like hers.” 

“I didn’t need to hear any explanation to know you had something planned,” Sampson said. “My trust in you was well placed.”

“I’ve been doing this for a long time,” Serena cooed.

Once their snacks were completed, the girls were instructed to lie down, with their eyes closed. They complied, and a team of spa employees, a group of young women in their early 20s, quickly got to work applying the dark green facial mask by hand and placing cucumbers over their closed eyes.

Alison complained that her girl’s fingers were rubbing the creamy stuff into her skin a little too vigorously, but the woman applying it pretended not to hear. Alison responded to this by trying to slap the woman’s hands away.

“Stop complaining, Alison,” Aubrey said. “After a few moments, it tingles really nice – though of course, their cream is wasted on me, since my skin is already perfect.”

Alison let out a long sigh and stopped struggling, and the young woman got back to work, coating Alison’s cheeks, forehead, and neck with the green facial cream.

“This…isn’t all bad,” Alison admitted, once the pleasant tingling sensation made its way down her back. 

What none of the girls knew was that the light tingling sensation was due to the partial breakdown of their skin cells. The cream made the skin dryer, and the cell changes mimicked the effects of aging. The women rubbing the cream made sure to pay attention to the areas around the eyes and mouth, to help ensure new wrinkles would begin to form.

The girls also didn’t know that while they were relaxing and allowing the skin-aging cream to soak into their faces, the hotel staff was busy confiscating and destroying their laptops and phones – their last connection to their former lives. They were also swapping out their clothing, including their bras and underwear, with similar garments in larger sizes.

“We find that the cream is best removed with running water. It’s getting late, so why don’t the four of you retire to your rooms, shower off the rest of the gel, and reconvene tomorrow morning?” Serena said, once she returned to the room.

“Sounds good,” Eliza replied. “Being full made me a bit tired.”

“One last thing,” Serena added. “I placed a special shampoo in your showers. It helps revitalize hair. It’s an essential product, especially with this dry mountain air. So I suggest you make use of it.” 

Each starlet had brought her own hair care products, but thanks to their drowsiness, and Serena’s confident and silky voice, they found themselves agreeing to it.

Each girl returned to her room and undressed. The four starlets were by no means identical, but they all shared common characteristics. They were each youthful looking beyond their ears, with impeccable, trim “Hollywood” physiques. Their youthful good looks made them the envy of ordinary women everywhere and even other women in Hollywood. They showered, washing off their face masks and dutifully applying their specialty shampoo. Zooey in particular enjoyed the tropical scent, and rubbed a larger than normal dollop of the stuff into her hair.

The rooms, including the bathrooms, were so dimly lit that none of the girls could get a good look at themselves in the mirror. The dimmer switch seemed to be stuck on one setting, and wouldn’t budge. 

“We hope you have enjoyed your first day here at the Fountain of Youth. Please, allow our relaxation music to lull you into a deep slumber,” came Serena’s words over the intercom. What followed was the music, which put each of the girls in an even drowsier mood that before. Soon, all of them had curled up in their beds.

To the four starlets, the music sounded like rhythmic hymns and noises from the rainforest – something one might find on a relaxation tape. What they didn’t know was that the music contained hidden messages added by Serena. Recorded at low volume and sped up so much that they couldn’t be understood consciously, they nevertheless registered on the subconscious level. The messages were new birthdays, new ages, and new memories. Ten years of information, ten years worth of time packed into a single night. 

Chapter Two:

The four starlets awoke feeling tired, and more than a little lightheaded. Each of them managed to stagger their way into their bathrooms, where they got to see their reflections – this time, quite clearly.

Each of the girls now looked quite different. All of them now sported new, faint-looking wrinkles. Alison had little furrow lines on her forehead, while Eliza had little laugh lines and the doughy start of a double chin. Zooey was starting to get crow’s feet and Aubrey had noticeable bags underneath her eyes. This wasn’t just what the stars looked like without their makeup, it was as if they had looked into a mirror at their future selves.

Wrinkles weren’t the only changes on the bodies of the four starlets. The slender, lithe physiques of which the starlets had been so proud weren’t quite so small now. Allison’s face and upper arms were quite soft looking, while Zooey’s thighs and butt seemed to carry most of her new weight. Aubrey’s breasts seemed a bit larger, but they sagged further on her chest, while Eliza seemed to be a little chubby all over. Even more startlingly, all of the girls had small streaks of gray running through their hair, with Zooey in particular showing large swaths of the stuff in the front.

None of the changes were noticeable enough as to render the girls unrecognizable. With the right makeup, the right baggy clothes, and perhaps a dash of Photoshop, each girl might be able to appear public photos and look more or less like her old self. 

“If they left right now, they just might be able to salvage some small shred their former lives,” Sampson remarked to Serena, as they both gazed at the monitors.

“But their stay here has just begun,” Serena reminded him, and then leaned into the speakerphone. “Breakfast time, my four gorgeous starlets. Get changed, and get ready to eat,” she said, and her words carried into their rooms.

Once the four actresses had put on their new clothes (all in the new sizes and fits perfect for their new bodies) they met in the hall.

“How are you feeling?” Zooey asked.

“Woozy,” Alison replied.

“Light headed,” said Aubrey.

“Hungry,” said Eliza, rubbing her tummy for effect.

“I feel like something is off, somehow, but I just can’t put my finger on it,” Zooey said, absentmindedly twirling a few strands of her gray-streaked hair with her fingers. 

“Do I look funny to you? Something seemed funny in the mirror,” asked Aubrey.

“You’re so vain, of course you think something looks off. You don’t have your halo,” Alison teased.

“Can we talk about this after breakfast? I feel starved,” Eliza said, as she anxiously rubbed her growling, puffy tummy.

The four agreed and made their way to a meal room, where plates of French toast, pancakes, waffles, crepes, and other delights awaited them.

“Oh, hell no,” Alison complained, as she saw the high-calorie foods. “How do you expect us to keep our figures on this stuff? Aren’t we supposed to shoot promos soon?”

As soon as she heard this, Serena made her way from the surveillance room towards the girls. She didn’t want any of them to start panicking. 

“Alison, if you are concerned about your figure, we have a workout planned for just after breakfast,” Serena said. That seemed to mollify Alison, who began to heap her plate with the irresistible food.

“Wait a minute,” Zooey said, just as Serena was attempting to make a discreet exit. “How did you know Alison was complaining?”

“Oh,” Serena replied, feeling a little off-guard. “I didn’t know, I just came in to check on you, and I saw that Alison’s plate was the only one that was empty. Lucky guess on my part, I suppose,” she said, thinking quickly.

“Huh,” Zooey replied, not entirely convinced. Serena withdrew, and the girls ate their breakfast in silence, punctuated only by Eliza’s remarks about how tasty everything was. Finally, Serena announced through loudspeaker that it was time for everyone to hit the gym.

“A workout?” Sampson asked. “Alright, what’s the catch?”

“These are some very special workout machines. I recently acquired them from a very exclusive, exceedingly difficult to locate gym,” Serena explained. “Like the face cream, they provide the opposite benefit that one might expect. And of course, the more one works out, the stronger their effect.”

“Oh? Marvelous,” Sampson replied.

Zooey made her way towards a treadmill, Aubrey found a butterfly press, Eliza waddled over to a thighmaster, and Alison hopped on an elliptical machine. A flat screen TV descended from the ceiling, and a program began that featured trim, young people working out and encouraging messages to “feel the burn.”

Guilt from their over indulgence at breakfast was one reason the girls pushed themselves to keep going. Another was good old fashioned competitiveness – no girl wanted to be the first to call it quits. They kept at it, working out until all of them could feel the burn.

“Normally, that burning sensation is caused by lactic acid,” Serena explained, as she and Sampson watched the girls exercise. “And it’s a sign muscles will be eventually strengthened. But these machines only induce the muscle fibers to break down.”

The girls kept working out, each one believing that they were helping to restore their bodies to their youthful state of firmness. In fact, each repetition was causing their arms and legs to jiggle a little more than the last. 

None suspected that by the time they woke up tomorrow, their bodies would be the softest they’d ever been. The burning sensation was their toned, hard-earned bodies softening. Soon, those muscles would be shadows of their former selves, and most of the existing muscle tissue will be converted into flab.

“As a reward for your hard workout, why not enjoy a trip to the steam room?” Serena said through the speaker. 

“Sounds great,” the starlets said, almost in unison, and Serena arrived to escort them.

“Ugh, I’m so beat,” Alison said as she walked down the hall towards the steam room. 

“My muscles are really aching from that workout, even this walk feels like a real effort,” Eliza complained, unaware that her muscles were already starting to break down.

“I guess we’re just not as young as we used to be,” Zooey added.

“No…I suppose you’re not,” Serene intoned. “But that’s why it’s so helpful to stay at an anti-aging spa like the Fountain, no?”

Aubrey, Alison, and Eliza nodded, while Zooey just nervously chewed on her lip.

Once they had reached the steam room, Eliza walked them in, then put the lights on a dimmer so they’d feel comfortable removing their clothes. Then she started the steam cycle, making sure that the door was tightly shut behind her before the steaming started.

Serena hadn’t bothered to un-dim the lights, so the girls only saw faint shadows of each other between the walls of steam. 

“This feels good,” said Eliza, reveling in feeling of the mist on her tired, worn out body. The starlets nodded in agreement – the steam felt surprisingly cool and very pleasant on their skin.

“I think Serena was right,” Aubrey said. “It was certainly a good thing that we got to go to this spa. I look perfect now and I don’t want to get another day older.”

“It’s sad but true, we are at that age. We don’t want roles to start disappearing because we’ve begun to look too old,” agreed Alison. “I’d stay in this steam room for a year if it meant I could turn back the clock.”

“I’m the oldest one here, so I need this more than anyone,” Zooey began, “but still, I’m skeptical that they really can do what they say. Won’t any of you feel guilty doing a promo for these people, if it turns out it doesn’t really work?”

“I’m sure it works, how else would they be able to afford a building this nice?” Eliza asked. 

“People are stupid if they blame us for our endorsements. We’re celebrities – only the gullible would expect us to understand how or if everything works,” said Alison.

“Even if it doesn’t actually reverse or halt aging, we’re having fun, right? We all deserve to stay at this relaxing and enjoyable spa, and getting our due is a good thing in and of itself,” Alison pointed out.

“Yeah, I guess you’re right. There can’t be anything wrong with rest and relaxation,” Zooey conceded.

The steam prevented the use of cameras in the surveillance room, but the hidden microphone still picked up what the girls were saying. 

“Eliza does raise a good question: how do you manage to survive if you aren’t getting repeat clients?” Sampson asked.

“What Eliza doesn’t know was that patrons of the spa are not our main source of income. Instead, stays are usually booked and paid for by innovative businessmen like you, Sampson, or husbands or boyfriends who want to see a change in their women,” Serena explained.

“This steam room’s not just rest and relaxation,” Sampson surmised. “I bet there’s a secret to this place.”

“Of course there is,” Serena replied as her face broke into a wide grin. 

The steam was imbued with very specialized hormones. Invisible to the naked eye, they nonetheless were busy interacting with the bodies of the four girls to effectively shut down their ovaries, and bring about the onset of menopause. As the four starlets aimlessly chatted, their opportunity to ever have natural children was rapidly and irrevocably fading away, and their bodies were preparing to transition themselves into middle age. 

“So, what’s happening to them?” Sampson asked, after a long pause.

“They’ll be having hot flashes tonight, mark my words,” Serena replied.

Chapter Three:

The starlets each awoke multiple times during the night, feeling hot and drenched in sweat. When morning mercifully came, they were exhausted and felt very drained.

When they managed to drag themselves out of bed and had a look in their mirrors, they found middle-aged women staring back at them. The delicate, hints of wrinkles that had decorated their faces just yesterday had deepened and spread, leaving full lines and noticeable creases on their faces. The shampoo, which all of the starlets had obediently continued to apply, had stripped out even more color from their hair. Not only was the hair affected, but the root was as well. The hairs were so drained of color that they’d never have it again, not even with hair dye.

Aubrey’s figure seemed to be significantly dumpier. Her breasts had deflated, sagged, and flattened a little on her chest, while the rest of her curves seemed to have vanished, replaced with a broad, bloated, shapeless figure.

Alison and Zooey had had each put on a moderate amount of weight. Alison’s face seemed fatter and greasier, and she had beefy upper arms that quivered at the slightest movement, such as brushing her teeth. Her breasts had grown, but they hung lower on her chest and pointed towards a puffier tummy. Zooey was starting to look decidedly pear-shaped, her lower belly growing larger, along with her much plumper thighs and increasingly jiggly butt.

Eliza had put on the most weight. Her face sported big round cheeks, and her shoulders seemed broader and rounder. Her entire frame seemed to shake a little with each step, and her biggest feature was her belly. It jutted forwards, dwarfing the size of her swollen looking breasts.

“Time for breakfast, my four starlets,” Serena cooed into the speaker. 

The four women groaned and slowly dressed themselves – their clothes having been replaced by new items more fitting for older women, including sweatpants for Eliza, “mom jeans” for Alison,  and a puffy, conservative green blouse of Aubrey.

As the girls gathered in the hall, their attention was drawn towards a member of the cooking staff who was passing by. His tight-fitting uniform showed off his muscular frame, and his boyish looks likely meant he was no older than 25.

The man passed by the starlets, each of whom smiled a little and twirled her finger in her graying hair. He didn’t even look up at them.

“Oh, I wish a young stud like that would take notice of me,” Alison complained. “Why aren’t I fit to look at?”

“Face it, all of us would be old enough to be his mother,” Aubrey reminded her.

“And we could stand to lose a few pounds,” Eliza groaned, as she shook her soft belly.

“If only he was a cougar hunter,” Zooey thought to herself, but didn’t say anything out loud. She just sighed with disappointment. In their primes, none of them would ever have to worry about finding a man – even other movie stars would be fighting over them. Now, even servants had to be admired from afar.

After another hearty breakfast, they were herded a small room and told to take off their clothes, in preparation for what Serena called a “soil rejuvenation journey.” 

“Time for the old mud bath, eh?” Sampson asked. “I was wondering when you’d have them do something like that.”

“You’ll love what’s in store for them,” said Serena.

The four starlets stared down at the mud pit with trepidation. The mud seemed to run and ooze, and occasional bubbles emerged from it with a sickening popping sound.

“Come on, girls, this is what your skin needs,” Serena cajoled them through the speaker. 

“I guess I’ll go first, if nobody else is feeling brave,” Aubrey said. She dipped her toe in at first, and then slowly descended into the mud, the slowly descended up to the level of her saggy cleavage.

Alison and Zooey shrugged, and each of them slowly slid in as well. Once they were mostly submerged, Eliza shouted “cannonball!” and leapt in. 

The mud was too thick for her three co-stars to move out of the way in time. A rolling wave of brown goo rushed towards them, and all they could do was cover their faces and cringe.

Eliza laughed heartily, causing her belly and her large, very soft breasts to shake. Alison and Aubrey chuckled a little, while Zooey was desperately trying to comb the brown mud splatters out of her white-streaked hair.

The dirt was specially formulated helps their skin develop age spots, as well as drain out some of their natural pigmentation. As the mud continued to soak into their skin, it became translucent, and a few more blue veins became visible.

“Come on, Zooey, if I can’t have fun at my age, when am I ever going to?” Eliza asked.

“I’m older than you, but I don’t feel that desperate,” Zooey replied a little snidely.

“Come on, she’s just trying to have a good time, don’t we deserve it at our age?” said Aubrey.

“I’m sorry, I just feel a little off today,” said Zooey. “I guess it’s all that sleep I didn’t get last night.”

“Hot flashes are the worst,” Alison said. “I bet this mountain air only makes them stronger.”

“Still, we should count ourselves lucky that we’re here,” Aubrey said. “Four washed up, middle aged women getting to star in a TV show. How amazing is that?”

“Yeah, you’d think they’d have some lithe, gorgeous girls in the prime of youth wandering down these halls, but they picked us,” Alison concurred. 

“Why do you think they did pick us?” Zooey asked. An uncomfortable silence hung in the room for a few moments.

“Because we’re awesome!” said Aubrey, and nobody disagreed. 

“Let’s have a mud fight!” she said, and started pushing and splashing against the other starlets. This time, even Zooey managed to laugh a little. 

“That’s right, get all that horseplay out of your system,” Serena said, as she watched the screen. “It’s the last time you’ll ever feel up for it.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Sampson asked.

“I forgot to mention one other element of the mud: it also helps reduce their energy levels. We don’t want them acting like young women, when we’re done with them,” said Serena. “Yes, rub that mud in, you’re only amplifying its effect,” she said, as Eliza bounced her belly against Alison and tried to smear mud on her face. She swore she could actually see some age spots starting to form before her eyes on the monitor.

The starlets felt drained and tired after the mud bath. All that horseplay, Serena suggested, had just worn them out. To rejuvenate, they were treated to massages.

Alison complained when she felt bony fingers kneading her thighs a little too roughly, but aside from that, the girls lay back and relaxed.

“It’s a special massage technique,” Serena explained to Sampson. The tough, bent-knuckle kneading of their smooth thighs helped develop some cellulite and helps loosen the skin from the bones, making it a little saggier.

“This is the life,” said Eliza, as expert fingers kneaded her exceedingly fleshy body. With each grasp of her flesh, her skin became a little looser and more creased.

“Well, maybe,” replied Zooey. “Do you have the feeling something isn’t quite right?”

“What would be more right than this massage? It’s fit for a queen, we’ve earned it,” Aubrey replied. “My thighs feel so warm and pleasant.”

When Serena had rejoined them, it was nearly time for bed.

“Can I have a paper and pencil?” Zooey asked Serena.

“Whatever for?” Serena asked.

“Oh, I had an idea for a song, just wanted to jot it down before it left my head,” Zooey said. 

“Of course,” replied Serena.

Late that night, after the brainwashing tapes had been played, Serena made sure to thoroughly search Zooey’s room. She had to make sure she wasn’t trying to write down any evidence of what was going on or attempting to contact the outside world through a letter. She didn’t find the paper anywhere, and in her frustration she slammed the door on her way out.

That was enough to wake Zooey up. With a yawn, she stretched, and started to pull herself up. When she righted herself, a carefully folded piece of paper fluttered from her cleavage.

The handwriting was shaky, but it was clearly her own. It said “My name is Zooey Deflannel. I am an actress and a songwriter. I am 54 years old. If any of this seems wrong, run for your life.”

Zooey didn’t remember writing the note. She certainly was an actress, and Zooey was her name, but she was 64, not 54. Her memories, though woozy, seemed to slip into focus the more mental energy she tried to muster. She was at a spa. She was helping out a sponsor. She was getting treatments – treatments that made her feel strange and tingled in ways that felt too good to be healthy. Something that seemed buried and almost forgotten seemed to be coming into focus. As she closed her eyes, she could see herself at 54, and then 44. Had she really been in her thirties when she arrived? What were they doing to her?

Zooey pulled herself out of bed as quickly as she could. This was quite a good deal slower than she was expecting. She threw on a bathroom and hobbled towards Aubrey’s room.

“Aubrey, wake up,” she said, her voice sounding froggy and low. 

“Ugh, what time is it?” Aubrey asked.

“No time for that now, we’ve got to get out of here. I think they’re trying to change our ages somehow,” Zooey said.

“You mean, make us younger? Isn’t that what they’re supposed to do?” Aubrey asked, sounding confused.

“No, I mean, just the opposite. Don’t you remember being younger when you arrived?” Zooey asked.

“No. Come to think of it, I did attend a similar spa in my 30s. Maybe that’s what’s tripping you up. Did you remember going to this kind of place when you were young?” Aubrey asked.

“Yes! That’s my whole point. I was here when I was young, and a few days later, I was…” Zooey started.

“Well, then, mystery solved. Goodnight,” Aubrey said, and turned over and went back to sleep. Before Zooey had hobbled out of the room, Aubrey had even started snoring. Zooey sighed, and made her way to the next room.

“Alison, you’ve got to listen to me. You’re in danger if you stay here. They’re trying to hurt us somehow,” Zooey said.

“I’m really tired, can’t this wait until morning?” Alison asked, yawning a little.

“No! They’re making us older, changing our memories,” Zooey tried to explain, her voice warbling a little as she spoke. “I don’t know. I just know we have to get out of here.”

“Think logically,” Alison began. “You’ve outlined a good science fiction story. But you don’t have any proof. Isn’t it more likely you’ve just had a bad dream or something?”

“I know something bad is going on,” Zooey insisted. “I had a vision, and I know it was real.”

“You may, but I don’t. A revelation made to you is not a revelation made to me. I’ll need to have my own ‘vision’ before I put stock in yours, and even then, I’d probably lean towards the simplest explanation as most likely to be true,” concluded Alison. “I’m going back to sleep.”

Zooey groaned, and headed out. She cast her eyes towards Eliza’s door, but then just shook her head. “No chance with that simpleton,” she mumbled to herself, and headed for the front door.

Serena had dozed off at her desk, and came to only when she heard the sound of footsteps on the marble walls alongside her compartment. She ran out into the hall as soon as she saw Zooey’s empty bed. Zooey was only a few feet from the door when Serena tackled her.

“Let me go,” she yelled as she tried to break free, but Zooey’s muscles had atrophied so badly that it was no trouble for Serena to drag her back to her bedroom and lock the door.

“I’m playing the voice track at full volume,” Serena yelled. First, though, she made sure Zooey have a much more difficult time trying to figure out her situation. Serena used the control panel to cause the lights to rise to near-blindly bright levels, and to flash repeatedly. This permanently damaged Zooey’s retina’s ability to focus, mimicking the effects of declining eyesight with age. She tried banging on the door, but the subliminal messages quickly lulled her into complacency and then slumber.

Chapter Four:

When Zooey finally rose, it was well into the morning. She rose and put on a dress and sweater fit for an old woman, and shuffled over to the mirror. Her skin was quite thin, with little hints of age spots. Under her dress, her thighs touched and were marbled with excessive cellulite and littered with little varicose veins.

She found a note on her mattress, but couldn’t make out what it said without her glasses, which oddly enough she couldn’t find anywhere. Zooey made her way to the breakfast hall, her letter in hand. Serena and the rest of the actresses were waiting for her.

“I’m glad you finally decided to join us, you slept right through my breakfast announcement,” said Serena.

“I couldn’t find my glasses, could you read this note for me?” Zooey said, handing it Serena.

“Yes…it’s a thank you note. For me. For running such a lovely spa, you’re welcome!” Serena said, giving Zooey a delicate hug as she crushed the note in her hand.

“Oh, your welcome,” Zooey said. She gazed around at her fellow actresses. Eliza’s hair was in a little bob, while Alison’s was short and stringy and Aubrey’s was in a long, thin braid. All of their wrinkles had become deeper and their white hair had begun to dominate their scalp. It was thinner and wispier than their old hair had been.

“You’re missing out on a real classy breakfast,” Alison remarked, as she crunched on a piece of bacon. 

“Yeah, reminds me of what they used to serve for breakfast, back in the good old days,” Aubrey agreed. Eliza didn’t add anything, as her mouth was full of food.

“What do we have on the agenda for today?” Zooey asked Serena, just as she was about to leave.

“Yoga and sauna,” she replied, and then excused herself.

When breakfast was over, the four little old ladies shuffled off to change for yoga class. 

“I lead this one myself,” Serena explained to Sampson.

“What’s it do?” Sampson asked.

“It’s kind of an anti-yoga. I had to hike around half of Tibet before I found a guy would teach it to me,” said Serena. “It sort of de-aligns the body with itself. Helps give the girls creaking bones, uneven gait, that sort of thing.”

“What keeps your bones from getting warped, too?” Sampson asked with an eyebrow raised.

“Oh, I can’t reveal all my secrets,” Serena said, batting her eyes. Sampson’s face contorted into an angry frown for a very brief moment, and then returned to a smile.

“Of course. Good luck,” he said.

The four actresses made their way to Serena’s yoga class. They looked as good as was possible for old women wearing spandex workout clothes. Eliza’s whole body seemed to jostle a little with every step, while Aubrey’s flattened, sagging breasts rocked side to side a little. The uniform rode up a little on Zooey’s massive butt. Alison’s flabby arms, which were exposed by the leotard, were saggy, soft, age-spotted translucent. They never seemed to stop quivering, even when she wasn’t moving them.

Serena first led the group in breathing techniques, and then had then sway back and forth with stretching. One by one, each yoga pose caused each of them to develop a case of creaking bones. Aubrey’s back groaned while she tried to reach her toes – a feat Eliza didn’t even attempt because she could barely see her toes over her massive belly. Alison’s hips creaked a little when she twisted side to side. Eliza’s knees popped and groaned while supporting her massive weight during a squat-like pose, while Zooey’s knuckles seemed to pop and go a little numb doing something like a beginner’s handstand. Serena smiled in particular at Zooey, knowing that by tomorrow morning she’d be developing a nice case of arthritis. 

“Alright girls, it’s been great fun having you here,” Serena said, once the class was finished. “Enjoy a trip to the sauna; it’s the only service you haven’t tried at our spa. Tomorrow you’ll take some promotional pictures in the morning, and then head straight over to the studio to start your show,” she said.

“This is a nice place,” Alison said, once they were all inside the wooden Sauna. “I think they were very generous to us, letting us try everything.”

“A-okay in my book too,” agreed Eliza. “I just wish I weren’t so tired, I’d love to go have another crack at those fancy-shmancy workout machines. I just want to look as thin as I can for the promos.”

“If they wanted thin people, I don’t think they would have cast us,” Zooey out. “They would have cast four young things instead of us four little old biddies.”

“I guess so,” Aubrey agreed. “I never would have imagined I’d get a leading lady role at my age. I feel so lucky.” All the actresses nodded and agreed with this statement.

“So?” Sampson asked. “What’s the secret? What have you saved for last?”

“The heat helps dry out the vocal cords, as well as the skin,” said Serena. “By morning they’ll have brittle voices and brittle skin to match. Their transformation will be complete.”

Epilogue:

The next morning, Sampson insisted on shooting the photos himself. Alison, Aubrey, Eliza, and Zooey had become old ladies. Their hair was now almost completely white, and their wrinkles had defined their dry skin. Everyone had them everywhere, but Alison’s forehead had a particularly prominent set of lines on her forehead. Eliza’s puffy cheeks helped minimize the effects of her laugh lines, but couldn’t hide the crinkles under her eyes. Aubrey’s neck looked saggy and wrinkled, while Zooey’s eye bags were very long and seemed to spill into her cheeks. 

Their walks were irregular thanks to their atrophied muscles and creaky, out of place bones, not to mention the extra weight they were carrying. All of their voices were sharp and warbled. Their clothes consisted of matronly dresses, old lady shoes, and ancient bobby pins. Their perfume smelled like a medicine cabinet.

“You’ve been such a dear,” Aubrey crooned as she said farewell to Serena.

“Thanks for taking such good care of us,” Alison added in a shaky voice.

“You’re such a sweet young girl,” Zooey said, her pinched, wrinkled, age-spotted fingers shaking with pain as she stroked the side of Serena’s smooth cheek.

“All finished, and with no evidence to boot” Sampson said, as Serena joined him in the control room. The girls had departed, they were on their way back to the studio to start the promos for the show. “You’ve done it, Serena. I don’t think anything is beyond you.”

“You flatter me,” Serena cooed.

“No really. What do you want to do next? Grow this clinic? Start another one? Where do you see yourself in ten years?” Sampson asked.

“Let me see,” she said, enjoying the chance to boast. “Serena, 42 years old, the owner of a chain of spas, helping women shed the burden of youth all over the world,” Serena boasted.

“Let’s keep going,” Sampson said, smiling a little. “Where’s your empire in 20 years?”

“Twenty?” Serena asked. “God, then I’m 52. Sounds so old,” she giggled. “But I’ll make do by acquiring a major beverage company and spiking the drinks, causing everyone who drinks it to be as old as me.”

“What about when you’re seventy? You help women become elderly, what do you have planned for your own old age?” Sampson asked, his grin growing wider.

“I…don’t know. I suppose if I’m 70, I could console myself by being the world’s richest woman…” Serena began, her voice trailing off. The glint in Sampson’s eye was unmistakable.

“What are you doing?” she asked, suddenly feeling in great danger.

“I think that’s probably good enough,” he said. He looked up at the hidden camera he had installed into the surveillance room, and gave a little nod. A moment later, two men wearing black body armor burst into the room and seized Serena.

Sampson didn’t even look at Serena. Instead, he was manipulating files on his laptop.

“Throw her in the mud bath,” Sampson instructed his men. “Remove her clothes first.”

“Wait,” Serena begged, after the guards had taken her to the mud pit and torn off her clothing. “Look at my body. If you toss me in there, you’ll ruin it. Surely we can come to an understanding?” she said, stroking one of the men’s faces seductively.

“Why do you think Sampson picked us for the job?” one of the men asked.

“We think you’ll look much better after that bath,” his partner agreed, and pushed her in.

“Why? Why?” Serena cried out as the mud enveloped her.

“I lied earlier, Serena. I said you carried this out without any evidence. But there was one piece of evidence: yourself. I couldn’t let a loose thread like that be left hanging, could I?” Sampson replied via the loudspeaker.

The guards exited, locking the door behind them. Serena was about to get out of the mud bath, but stopped when she heard something else from the loudspeaker. She began to hear her own voice: “I’m seventy,” she heard herself say. “I’m seventy,” she said again, this time much faster. “I’m seventy, I’m seventy,” she repeated over and over, faster and faster. Serena felt herself slip back into the mud. There was nothing she could do but surrender to the voice.

“Such a hypnotic voice,” Sampson said. “I doubt even you can resist it. Eventually, it will be all you know for sure. I’ll run you through everything this spa has to offer. Well, everything except the yoga, I couldn’t get that secret out of you. So console yourself with that, you’ll be the only old woman without creaky old bones,” he said with a chuckle. “If you’re good and you show me how to ruin your bones, maybe I’ll let you be a recurring guest character on the show,” he offered. Of course Serena ended up taking him up on it. What else could she do? 

THE END

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

The Candidate: An Age Progression Tale 

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 

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...

Trophy Cougar Wife 
Sherry is a trophy wife - a young little thing married to a rich older gentleman. But she has a resentful stepdaughter to deal with, and she feels unfulfilled compared to her successful husband. If only the roles in their relationship could be reversed...

The Transformation Mall (Various, Age Progression)

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 fat nerds, and much, much more. Read the first chapter Cougar Clothes, about an age-progression themed clothing store - online for free.
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