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Serena walked down the sidewalk with the kind of stride that suggested she owned it. She didn't, obviously. The city owned it. But Serena had never been particularly concerned with technicalities like that.

Her long black hair swayed behind her with each step, catching the afternoon light in a way that she was absolutely aware of. She'd checked. Twice. The black t-shirt and torn jeans were doing their job too; she looked like any other twenty-something out for a walk, which was exactly the point. The best part of being a witch wasn't the power. It was that nobody knew you had it.

Well, nobody who mattered, anyway.

Serena scanned the street ahead of her, dark eyes flicking from person to person like a kid browsing a candy aisle. That was sort of the benefit to being a witch with magic. You could mess with people. Not in a burn-their-house-down kind of way; Serena wasn't a monster. She was more of a... hobbyist. A recreational nuisance. And she loved messing with people. Genuinely, sincerely loved it. The way some people loved hiking or pottery or whatever normal people did on weekends, Serena loved watching someone's day take a sharp left turn because she'd whispered three words under her breath.

It was just so much fun!

Not that she'd ever been able to explain that to anyone. The few witches she knew were all so serious about it. Responsibility this, balance that. Serena had sat through exactly one coven meeting before deciding that organized magic was just as boring as organized religion. She preferred freelancing.

Serena slowed her pace as she passed a coffee shop, her eyes catching movement through the window. Some woman in a blazer was leaning over the counter, finger jabbing at the air, absolutely laying into the barista. The poor kid behind the register looked like he wanted to dissolve into the floor. Serena couldn't hear the words through the glass, but she didn't need to; the body language was doing all the talking. Pointed finger. Rigid shoulders. The classic I-want-to-speak-to-your-manager stance.

Serena stopped walking.

"Oh, you're perfect," she whispered.

Her fingers wiggled at her side, a lazy little flutter like she was playing an invisible piano, and she pushed a thread of magic through the glass without breaking stride.

Inside the coffee shop, the woman was mid-sentence when it started. Her chest swelled forward, slowly at first, her blouse tightening across the front as her bust began to fill out. The buttons strained; the fabric pulled taut between them, little gaps appearing where there hadn't been any a moment ago. The woman didn't notice immediately. She was too busy berating the barista about foam density or whatever her problem was.

The barista noticed, though. His eyes went wide, flickering downward for just a second before snapping back up to her face. He opened his mouth, closed it, opened it again. Nothing came out.

Her rear was next. Her slacks, which had fit just fine thirty seconds ago, were suddenly in a losing battle. Her hips pushed outward, the fabric stretching audibly; Serena could actually hear the creak of the seams through the window. The woman's backside swelled rounder, fuller, each cheek filling out the seat of her pants until the material was pulled drum-tight across her. The blazer rode up as her waist pinched inward by comparison, her body reshaping itself into something cartoonishly exaggerated. An hourglass that had no business existing outside of a comic book.

The woman finally paused. She looked down.

Serena watched her face go through about six emotions in two seconds. Confusion first, obviously. Then shock. Then her hands flew to her chest, which was still growing, her blouse now gaping between every button and showing a frankly impressive amount of cleavage that hadn't existed when she'd walked in. She grabbed the counter with one hand, stumbling slightly as her center of gravity shifted; her rear had grown heavy enough to throw off her balance, and her hips bumped the stool next to her, knocking it sideways.

"What the... what is..." The woman's voice was finally audible through the glass, high and confused. She twisted to look behind her and the motion made everything bounce, which only made her panic more.

The barista was frozen. Completely frozen. A cup of coffee sat in his hand, half-extended, forgotten.

Serena pressed her lips together to keep from laughing. The woman's bust had finally stopped growing; she was enormous now, her blouse holding on by what could only be described as sheer optimism. Her ass had rounded out to match, straining her slacks so tightly that Serena was genuinely impressed the seams hadn't given up entirely. The woman looked like someone had taken a caricature artist's fever dream and made it real.

Not that the woman seemed to appreciate the artistry.

She was clutching the counter with both hands now, staring down at herself, mouth opening and closing like a fish. The other customers in the shop were doing that thing where they were all very obviously staring while pretending not to stare. One guy in the corner had his phone halfway up before thinking better of it.

Serena finally let the grin spread across her face. She tapped the glass once with her fingernail, a tiny little tink, and wiggled her fingers in a wave when the woman's head snapped toward the window.

Then she turned and kept walking. She hadn't even made it half a block before the next opportunity practically fell into her lap.

Two women were standing on the corner, both in matching athleisure that probably cost more than Serena's rent, talking at a volume that suggested they wanted the entire street to hear them. Something about someone named Mackenzie and her "literally so tragic" breakup and how she "honestly deserved it" because she'd been "giving nothing for months." Their voices had that particular pitch; high, nasal, performatively shocked by gossip they were clearly delighted to be spreading.

Total airheads.

Serena's smirk returned. Sometimes, the jokes wrote themselves.

Her fingers wiggled at her side, and she pushed the magic out with a little more flair this time. She was feeling creative.

The first woman stopped mid-sentence. Her head, specifically the entire thing from the neck up, was swelling. It was subtle at first; her cheeks puffed out slightly, her face rounding, and she blinked a few times like she'd just had an allergic reaction to something. Then it kept going. Her head expanded outward, her features stretching across the growing surface like a balloon being inflated, which was essentially what was happening. Her blonde ponytail stuck out from the back of her increasingly spherical head at a comical angle.

"Um, Jayden?" Her friend was staring at her. "Your face looks, like... weird."

"What do you mean weird?" Jayden raised a hand to her cheek and felt it. Her eyes went wide. Her head was now roughly the size of a beach ball and still growing, her neck straining to support it. "Oh my god. Oh my GOD. What's happening to my face?"

"I don't... oh my god, I don't..." Her friend trailed off, because her own head had started. The swelling crept up from her jaw, puffing her cheeks out, then her forehead, her entire skull expanding like someone had hooked an air hose to her ear. She slapped both hands to her face, which did absolutely nothing. "JAYDEN. JAYDEN IT'S HAPPENING TO ME TOO."

Serena leaned against a lamppost and watched.

Their heads were getting genuinely large now, each one the size of an exercise ball and climbing. The women were stumbling, grabbing at each other, their necks barely managing the increasing volume. Jayden's ponytail was sticking almost straight up. Her friend's sunglasses, which had been pushed up on her head, popped off and clattered to the sidewalk.

Then their feet left the ground.

It was gentle at first. Jayden rose an inch, maybe two, her sneakers hovering just above the concrete. She looked down and screamed. Her friend followed a second later, lifting off the sidewalk like a helium balloon on a string, legs kicking uselessly in the air.

"WHAT IS HAPPENING. WHAT IS HAPPENING RIGHT NOW." Jayden was thrashing, arms windmilling, which only made her spin slowly. Her head was enormous, perfectly round, her features stretched comically across its surface. She was rising steadily; three feet off the ground, then five, then eight.

Her friend had given up on words entirely and was just shrieking, legs cycling like she was riding an invisible bicycle. She drifted sideways, bumping into a street sign, and grabbed onto it with both hands. "HELP. SOMEBODY HELP. I'M FLOATING."

"DON'T LET GO OF THAT," Jayden yelled from above her, still rising. She was a good twelve feet up now, her inflated head bobbing gently in the breeze. She made a desperate grab for a tree branch and caught it, dangling there with her massive balloon head tugging her upward. "OH MY GOD I'M GOING TO FLOAT AWAY. I'M LITERALLY GOING TO FLOAT AWAY."

"THIS CAN'T BE REAL. THIS ISN'T REAL." Her friend's grip on the street sign was slipping. Her head kept swelling, pulling harder, her knuckles white. A couple of pedestrians had stopped to stare, phones already out, mouths hanging open.

Serena watched Jayden dangling from the tree branch, legs kicking, her giant round head straining toward the sky like the world's most ridiculous parade float. Her friend was wrapped around the street sign now, hugging it with both arms and legs while her head bobbed above her like an oversized lollipop.

Not that either of them would float away permanently. Serena wasn't cruel. The spell would wear off in an hour or so; their heads would deflate, they'd drift back to the ground, and they'd have absolutely no way to explain what had happened to them. They'd sound insane trying.

That was the best part, really.

Serena found a bench on the corner and dropped onto it, crossing one leg over the other and leaning back like she owned the thing. She'd been at this for maybe twenty minutes and already the afternoon was shaping up to be one of her best. The Karen in the coffee shop. The two airheads currently clinging to street furniture somewhere behind her while their heads tried to carry them into the stratosphere. A solid run by any standard.

She sat there for a moment, just people-watching. That was half the fun, honestly; the selection process. Picking someone out of the crowd, sizing them up, figuring out what would be funniest. Serena had always thought of herself as something of an artist in that regard. The magic was the medium. The chaos was the canvas. The screaming was... well, that was just the applause.

Her eyes drifted across the street and landed on a woman standing near a bus stop. Goth. Full commitment, too; not the watered-down mall goth aesthetic that most people half-assed. This woman had gone all in. Black lipstick, black eyeliner thick enough to qualify as structural, fishnets running up both legs into a black skirt that stopped mid-thigh. Her top was some kind of corset situation, laced up the front, and her skin was pale. Really pale. Serena wasn't sure if that was makeup or genetics, but either way, the woman looked like she'd never been in direct sunlight and had strong opinions about keeping it that way.

Serena tilted her head, studying her. Something about all that paleness was doing something in her brain. The smooth white skin, the round face, the way she was just standing there looking vaguely annoyed at the world...

"You know what you'd look great as?" Serena murmured to herself, a grin spreading slow and wide across her face. "An egg."

It was so stupid. It was so incredibly, perfectly stupid that Serena almost laughed before she'd even started. The pale skin was right there. The round face. She was practically begging for it. Sometimes the universe just handed you material.

Serena's fingers began to wiggle.

The magic left her hand in a lazy curl, threading across the street between a passing cyclist and a woman pushing a stroller, invisible to everyone but Serena. It reached the goth woman and sank in, and Serena settled back on her bench to enjoy the show.

The first thing that happened was the woman's midsection. Beneath the corset, her belly began to push outward, slowly, like she'd just eaten an enormous meal. The laces of the corset tightened, the fabric creaking as the pressure built from inside. The woman glanced down, frowning, and pressed a hand to her stomach. She probably thought it was bloating. She probably thought she'd had too much coffee or something. Serena watched her rub her belly absently, still frowning, clearly filing it under "weird but ignorable."

It was not ignorable for long.

Her midsection kept swelling, pushing outward and sideways, her waist thickening as the shape of her body began to change. The corset groaned. The laces were pulled taut, the little X-patterns of string stretching wider and wider as her torso expanded beneath them. Her hips were widening too, her skirt riding up as her thighs pressed together, thickening, the fishnets beginning to strain. The diamond pattern of the netting stretched, each little square becoming a larger and larger diamond as the legs inside them grew.

The woman looked down again, and this time her frown became something else entirely.

"What the hell?" She grabbed at her stomach with both hands, feeling the taut, swollen surface of it. Her belly had grown round and firm, pressing forward like she was six months pregnant, and it wasn't stopping. "What the actual hell?"

Serena bit her lip to keep from grinning too wide. The woman's body was losing its shape now, the distinct curves of waist and hips and chest blurring together as everything swelled toward the same roundness. Her torso was becoming a single continuous dome, her shoulders pulling inward as her body expanded outward. The corset was fighting a losing battle; the laces were at their absolute limit, the fabric between them bulging obscenely, and then with a sharp snap-snap-snap they gave way one by one, the corset bursting open like a popped button and falling to the sidewalk in a heap of black fabric and broken string.

Beneath it, her body was smooth and round and very, very pale. The skin stretched tight and white over her expanding form, not a single blemish or mark on it. Serena had to admit, the paleness really was selling the effect. She looked like she'd been carved out of porcelain.

The fishnets were next. They'd been holding on admirably, stretching wider and wider as her legs thickened and merged with her swelling body, but there was only so much cheap netting could do against the laws of magic. The first one gave out along her left thigh with a loud snap, the broken strands curling away from her skin. Then another. Then a whole section ripped open across her right leg, and the tearing sound was audible from across the street. Piece by piece, strand by strand, the fishnets shredded apart, little black threads falling away from her expanding white skin like confetti.

"No no no no no..." The woman was grabbing at herself, trying to hold something in, but there was nothing to hold. Her body was swelling from the inside; her arms couldn't even reach around herself anymore. Her legs were being absorbed into the growing mass, her thighs pressing together and then merging with the roundness of her lower body as the egg shape took over. She stumbled, her balance gone, and sat down hard on the sidewalk, which only made it worse; her body settled into the oval shape more completely, her hips and rear flattening into the broader base of the egg.

Her skirt split up both sides. The fabric just couldn't stretch anymore; it tore open with a long ripping sound and fell away in two pieces, leaving her lower body completely bare and completely round. She was a smooth white dome from the waist down, her legs almost entirely gone now, just two little bumps where her knees had been, shrinking smaller by the second.

Serena crossed her arms and tilted her head. "Getting there," she murmured.

The woman's arms were next. They'd been flailing, grabbing at the air, trying to push against her own body as if she could force the swelling to stop. Her shoulders had already pulled tight against the sides of the egg; now her arms began to sink in, her body swelling up and around them, absorbing them into the mass. She fought it, fingers wiggling desperately, but inch by inch her arms disappeared. First the elbows, then the forearms, then the wrists; her hands stuck out from the sides of the egg for a few more seconds, fingers still grasping at nothing, and then they too were swallowed up. Gone.

She was limbless now. A giant, pale, smooth oval sitting on the sidewalk, rocking slightly from the momentum of her last struggle. Her body had to be at least five feet wide, maybe more, and it was still growing. The egg shape was perfecting itself, her form rounding out, the surface tightening and smoothing until there wasn't a single crease or fold or imperfection anywhere on her. Just white. Smooth. Round.

Then her hair began to fall.

It had been long and black, hanging past her shoulders, and it came out in clumps. Not painfully, from what Serena could tell; it just released, sliding off the top of her head and down the curved surface of her body like water running off a bowling ball. Black strands slipped down the white shell of her and piled on the sidewalk around her base. More followed, and more, until the last of it was gone and the top of her head was as smooth and pale as the rest of her.

The growth was slowing down. Serena watched the final inches happen; the egg stretched upward and outward, settling into its final proportion. Eight feet tall, give or take. Roughly five feet wide at the middle. A perfect, enormous, porcelain-white egg sitting on a city sidewalk with a pile of shredded black clothing around its base. The only thing that remained of the woman was her face; her features sat near the top of the egg, her black lipstick and heavy eyeliner still perfectly intact against the smooth white surface. Her eyes were wide, her mouth hanging open, her expression frozen somewhere between horror and complete disbelief.

She looked like the world's most goth Easter egg.

Serena almost fell off the bench.

"Oh my god," she whispered to herself, pressing both hands over her mouth. "Oh my god, that's so much better than I thought it would be."

The face near the top of the egg blinked. The woman's eyes darted left, then right, then down at herself. Or rather, down at the eight feet of smooth white egg that she had become. Her mouth worked silently for a moment, jaw opening and closing, and then sound finally came out.

"WHAT THE FUCK." Her voice echoed off the egg's surface, which Serena hadn't expected but deeply appreciated. "WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS. WHAT HAPPENED TO ME."

A man walking his dog stopped dead on the sidewalk. The dog sniffed the base of the egg curiously. The man stared up at the face near the top with an expression that suggested his brain had simply clocked out for the day.

"STOP STARING AT ME," the egg screamed at him. "CALL SOMEONE. CALL AN AMBULANCE. CALL... I DON'T KNOW, CALL SOMEONE."

The man pulled out his phone, looked at the egg, looked at his phone, and then looked at the egg again. He clearly had no idea what number you were supposed to dial when a woman turned into an egg on a public sidewalk. Serena sympathized. There probably wasn't a protocol for that.

Not that the woman's predicament was going to be permanent. The fishnets were a loss, though. Serena felt a tiny pang of guilt about the fishnets. They'd looked expensive.

Tiny pang. Very tiny.

More people were gathering now, forming a loose semicircle around the egg, phones raised, mouths open. Someone was filming. Someone else was poking the surface of the egg with one cautious finger, which made the face at the top shriek "DON'T TOUCH ME" with enough force to make everyone step back. The dog was still sniffing the base, tail wagging. His owner had given up on finding the right phone number and was just standing there, leash in one hand, staring.

Serena stood up from her bench, brushed off her jeans, and stretched her arms above her head. The afternoon sun was still warm. The streets were still full of people. Across the road, an eight-foot egg with a goth face and flawless eyeliner was screaming at a growing crowd of bewildered pedestrians while a golden retriever licked the spot where her feet used to be.

Perfect.

Serena walked for another block, turning the thought over in her head. The afternoon had been fantastic so far; she wasn't going to pretend otherwise. The Karen, the airheads, the egg. All hits. Every single one had landed exactly the way she'd wanted, and the egg especially was going to keep her smiling for weeks. She could still hear the faint sound of screaming behind her if she really listened.

But something was nagging at her.

She'd been deliberate about each one. Picking the target, reading the situation, crafting the perfect little ironic punishment. The loud woman gets an exaggerated body. The airheads get aired up. The goth becomes an egg. Clever. Funny. Satisfying. And also, if she was being honest with herself, kind of the same trick three times in a row with different wrapping paper.

Serena frowned slightly. She wasn't bored. She definitely wasn't bored. But she could feel the edges of a rut forming, and Serena had strong opinions about ruts. Ruts were for people who watched the same sitcom every night and ordered the same coffee every morning and thought "spontaneous" meant going to a different grocery store. Serena was better than a rut.

The problem was focus. She'd been too focused. Too controlled. Picking one person, designing one spell, watching one result. It was satisfying in the way that sniping was satisfying; precise, clean, one target at a time. But Serena had never been a sniper kind of person. She was more of a... fireworks kind of person. Chaos in every direction. Multiple things happening at once. The beauty of not knowing exactly what was going to happen until it was already happening.

Maybe what she needed was to stop thinking so hard about it.

She'd been curating. Selecting. That was fine for warming up, but the afternoon was in full swing now and she had magic to burn. What if she just... let it fly? Stopped picking targets and started picking a direction? Faster, messier, more random. Less artisan bakery, more confetti cannon. The thought made something fizz in her chest.

"Okay," she said to herself, cracking her knuckles. "New rules."

Serena spun on her heel, finger out, pointed like a gun at the first person her eyes landed on.

No thinking. No planning. Just bang.

The woman was maybe ten feet away, walking in the opposite direction. Black, forties, wearing a denim jacket over jeans, with the kind of expression that said her day had already been long before Serena had entered the picture. She was carrying two grocery bags and a purse that was sliding off her shoulder, and she kept hitching it back up with a sharp jerk of her arm. Stressed. Tired. Somewhere to be.

Serena's finger twitched.

The spell hit her like a shockwave. There was no slow build this time, no gradual creep of swelling starting at the midsection; the woman's entire body puffed outward all at once, instantaneous, like an airbag deploying inside her. One second she was a normal woman carrying groceries. The next second she was round. Her denim jacket blew open, the buttons popping off in rapid succession, pinging off the sidewalk as her torso ballooned outward in every direction simultaneously. Her jeans split up both legs before Serena could even blink; the seams gave out with a sound like tearing paper, the denim peeling apart as her thighs and hips surged wider. Her arms flew outward, forced horizontal by the sudden inflation of her sides, her sleeves riding up as her arms thickened into puffy cones.

The grocery bags hit the ground. An orange rolled into the gutter.

"WHAT—" was all the woman managed before her cheeks puffed out and the word died in her inflated face. Her body was still expanding, rounding out, her features sinking into the growing sphere of her form. Her purse strap snapped. The purse joined the groceries on the sidewalk. Her feet were barely touching the ground; the inflation had lifted her onto her tiptoes, her body so full of whatever the magic had filled her with that gravity was losing the argument.

Then she was up.

Her shoes left the concrete with a soft scraping sound, her swollen feet dangling beneath the massive round shape she'd become. She rose fast; faster than the airheads had, faster than Serena had expected. Three feet, six feet, ten feet in the span of a few seconds, her inflated body catching the breeze and drifting sideways over the street. Her denim jacket was in tatters, hanging off her in strips, flapping in the wind like little flags. Her jeans were gone below the knee, the remaining fabric stretched across her expanded lower half like denim paint.

"Mmmmmph!" The woman's mouth was puffed too tight to form words. Her eyes, wide and panicked, darted around wildly as she rose above the roofline of a parked delivery truck. Her arms and legs, such as they were, wiggled uselessly; stubby inflated limbs sticking out from the sphere of her body, doing absolutely nothing to slow her ascent. She looked like a parade balloon that had broken free of its handlers. A very angry parade balloon.

Someone on the sidewalk screamed. Not the woman; she was too puffed up to scream. Someone else. A pedestrian who had looked up from his phone just in time to watch a round denim-clad woman float past him at roughly the speed of a lazy cloud.

Serena lowered her finger.

That had taken maybe four seconds. Start to finish. Four seconds from normal woman to human blimp drifting over the street. The groceries were still settling on the sidewalk; the orange had come to a stop against a fire hydrant. The purse sat there like it was waiting for someone to come back for it.

Not that its owner was in a position to do that. She was currently about thirty feet up and rising, spinning slowly in the breeze, her tattered denim jacket streaming behind her. Serena could hear muffled sounds coming from her; not words exactly, more like the furious humming of someone who had a lot to say and no way to say it.

Serena stared up at her, watching her drift. The woman caught a crosswind and floated over a row of brownstones, rotating gently, her stubby arms waving.

"Okay," Serena breathed. "Okay yeah. That's the speed."

Serena turned and fired again.

A preppy college student was standing maybe fifteen feet away, scrolling through her phone with the kind of disinterested thumb-flicking that suggested she hadn't found anything worth looking at in the last twenty minutes but wasn't about to stop trying. Polo shirt, pink, collar popped. White tennis skirt. Blonde hair in a high ponytail pulled so tight it was practically a facelift. She had a Starbucks cup in her other hand and a tote bag over one shoulder that probably said something inspirational on it.

Serena's finger twitched.

The girl's polo shirt exploded forward. Her chest and stomach surged outward in a single violent puff, the polo stretching for maybe half a second before the seams along her sides blew apart with a sharp ripping sound. Her phone flew out of her hand and clattered to the ground as her arms were shoved outward by the inflation of her torso, her sleeves splitting as her arms puffed up thick and round. The Starbucks cup crumpled in her grip as her fingers swelled, iced coffee spraying across the sidewalk before the cup popped out of her bloated hand entirely.

"What the FUCK—" She looked down at herself, at the smooth taut sphere her midsection had become, her polo shirt reduced to a stretched pink collar around her neck and nothing else. Her tennis skirt held on for another second, riding the swelling curve of her hips, and then it simply rolled off her like a rubber band sliding off a balloon. Her legs were thickening, pressing together, her sneakers creaking as her feet puffed inside them.

Then she was rising. Her sneakers left the ground and she screamed; a real scream, high and sharp, the kind that made pigeons scatter. She kicked her legs, which were rapidly becoming useless little inflated stubs, and grabbed for anything within reach. There was nothing within reach. She was four feet up and climbing.

"MADISON! MADISON HELP ME!"

Serena glanced at the friend. Madison, apparently. Standing right next to where the preppy girl had been, frozen, mouth open, one hand still extended like she'd been about to show her friend something on her own phone. She was dressed almost identically; different color polo, green, same skirt, same ponytail. They probably thought they looked cute matching. Serena thought they looked like a two-for-one deal.

She wiggled her fingers at Madison.

Madison didn't even get a word out. Her body ballooned outward with the same violent speed, her green polo bursting at every seam simultaneously, her skirt launching off her inflating hips like a champagne cork. She was rounder than her friend in seconds, her body puffing into an almost perfect sphere as her limbs were absorbed into the growing mass. Her ponytail stuck straight up from the top of her head as she rose, spinning slowly, her mouth frozen in a perfect O of shock.

The two of them drifted upward together, rotating gently, bumping into each other about twenty feet up. The impact made them both bounce slightly and drift apart, which made the first girl scream again. Madison was silent; she'd gone past screaming into the kind of shock where the brain simply stops filing reports. They floated there, two inflated college students in the remains of their matching outfits, drifting slowly in the same direction like the world's most ridiculous pair of lost balloons.

Serena was already turning.

Her blood was singing. Every nerve ending in her fingers was alive, the magic flowing through her like electricity, like music, like the best drug she'd never taken. The planning and deliberation from earlier in the afternoon felt like a different lifetime. This was what magic was supposed to feel like. Raw. Fast. Messy. The chaos wasn't something she was creating; it was something she was unleashing, and the difference was enormous.

A woman was climbing out of a minivan across the street. Soccer mom. Serena could read it instantly; the denim shirt with the sleeves rolled up, the capri pants, the oversized sunglasses pushed up on her head, the general aura of someone who had seventeen things on her to-do list and had accomplished four of them. She was reaching back into the van for something, probably a purse, probably one of those purses that was really more of a duffel bag.

Serena pointed.

The woman was still bent over reaching into the van when the spell hit. Her rear end inflated first, swelling outward so fast that it bumped the van door wide open. She yelped, straightening up, and that's when the rest of her caught up. Her stomach surged forward, her denim shirt buttons firing off like tiny projectiles, pinging off the side of the minivan. One of them hit the side mirror. Her chest followed, ballooning outward, the shirt falling apart as the fabric ran out of stretch. Her capri pants split up the back with a loud tearing sound, the seams surrendering as her hips and thighs expanded beyond anything the fabric could handle.

"Oh— oh my god— oh my GOD—" She was grabbing at the van's door frame, clinging to it as her body inflated around her, her feet starting to lift. The van rocked slightly as her buoyancy pulled against her grip. Her fingers were swelling, getting fatter, her grip loosening; she held on with white knuckles for another second, two seconds, three, and then her puffy hands slid free and she was up.

She rose fast, clearing the roof of the minivan in seconds, her tattered denim shirt flapping around her like a cape. Her sunglasses fell off her head and landed in the van's open door. She kicked her inflated legs and spun in a slow circle, drifting over the street, mouth open in a continuous wail that Doppler-shifted slightly as she rotated.

Serena didn't watch her go. She was already scanning, already moving, the magic crackling at her fingertips like static electricity. The sidewalk was busier here; she'd wandered into a commercial stretch, more shops, more foot traffic, more targets. Her eyes jumped from person to person, not evaluating, not selecting, just looking for the next one that her gaze happened to land on.

A parking enforcement officer was standing next to a sedan, writing a ticket. Serena almost laughed. A cop. She'd never hit a cop before. The woman was maybe thirty-five, stocky build, brown hair pulled back in a tight bun, wearing the standard uniform; dark pants, light blue shirt, the little vest with all the pockets. She had one of those handheld ticket-printing machines and was punching in a license plate number with the focused intensity of someone who genuinely enjoyed her job. Her patrol cart was parked a few feet away, the three-wheeled kind that looked like a golf cart's less successful cousin.

Serena aimed her finger and fired.

The officer's vest was the first casualty. Her torso swelled outward and the vest simply popped open, the velcro strips tearing apart with a loud ripping sound as her midsection inflated beneath it. The vest hung off her shoulders for a moment, flapping, before the continued expansion of her body shrugged it off entirely. It fell to the ground next to the sedan's front tire.

The ticket machine clattered to the pavement. The officer looked down at herself, at the rapidly expanding sphere of her stomach pushing through her shirt, buttons straining, and for one perfect second her expression wasn't fear or panic. It was annoyance. Pure, professional annoyance. Like her body inflating into a giant ball was an inconvenience on par with a parking meter jamming.

Then the buttons went. They popped off in a rapid sequence from bottom to top, each one pinging away as her body surged outward. Her shirt flew open, revealing the smooth taut surface of her swelling torso beneath her undershirt, which was stretching valiantly and losing. Her pants split along both outer seams simultaneously, the dark fabric peeling apart as her legs thickened and her hips blew outward. Her duty belt held on longer than anything else; it creaked and groaned, the leather stretching around her expanding waist, the holster and radio and handcuff case all pulling apart from each other as the circumference they were trying to contain grew larger by the second. Finally the buckle gave out with a sharp snap and the whole belt fell away, the gear clattering to the sidewalk in a heap.

The officer's feet left the ground.

"This is NOT happening," she said. Her voice was flat. Firm. The voice of someone who wrote tickets for double-parked delivery trucks and did not have time for whatever this was. She was rising steadily, her body now a massive round shape in a stretched white undershirt that was rapidly becoming insufficient, her arms and legs puffing into stubby cones. Her bun was still immaculate. Serena respected that.

She rose above the sedan. Above the parking cart. Above the meter she'd been writing the ticket for. The half-printed ticket was still in the machine on the ground, fluttering in the breeze. The officer rotated slowly as she climbed, her face cycling in and out of view; each time it came around, her expression was exactly the same. Flat. Annoyed. Unimpressed. She looked like she was mentally composing the incident report she'd have to file about this.

"Dispatch is going to hear about this," she called down to no one in particular, her voice getting fainter as she drifted higher. "This is going in the report."

Serena snorted. She actually snorted, pressing the back of her hand to her mouth, her shoulders shaking. The cop was thirty feet up and still talking about paperwork. That was maybe the funniest thing that had happened all day, and the day had included a goth egg.

She looked around. The street was starting to get chaotic in the best possible way. People were stopping, pointing up, pulling out phones. Somewhere behind her, one of the college girls was still screaming. The soccer mom was a distant round shape drifting over the rooftops. The cop was floating above her parking cart, slowly rotating, bun intact, expression unchanged. The sky above the street was beginning to look cluttered; round floating shapes at various altitudes, some still rising, some caught in crosswinds, all of them trailing scraps of clothing and muffled sounds of distress.

It looked like someone had released a bunch of balloons at a parade. Very large, very angry, very confused balloons.

Serena paused mid-stride, chewing her lower lip.

The inflation was great. She wasn't going to pretend it wasn't; watching people puff up and float away was objectively hilarious and she would never get tired of the visual. But she'd been doing it the same way for the last four people in a row. Point, puff, float. Point, puff, float. The speed was right; the randomness was right. The mechanic was getting stale.

She needed a new delivery system.

Serena leaned against a mailbox and thought about it. The end result could stay the same; she liked the floating. The floating was good. But the path to get there needed something. Some kind of buildup. A journey. Right now it was like skipping to the punchline without telling the joke. Funny, but missing something.

What if she made them feel it first?

The thought hit her like a spark and immediately caught fire. Arousal. She could make them aroused. Not a little, not a pleasant warmth; a full, rolling, building wave of it, climbing and climbing until they couldn't take it anymore. Like a fuse burning toward a firework. They'd feel it building, they'd try to fight it, and the moment they tipped over the edge and gave in, the moment they actually climaxed... boom. Balloon.

Serena's grin was so wide it hurt her face.

"Oh, that's evil," she whispered to herself. "That's really, really evil."

She loved it.

Her eyes swept the street and landed on a girl coming out of a vintage shop about twenty feet ahead. Asian, mid-twenties maybe, wearing a pair of loose denim overalls over a striped crop top, one strap unclipped and hanging. She had short hair tucked behind her ears and was carrying a paper bag with something in it, probably a record or a book or whatever people bought in vintage shops. She looked relaxed. Calm. Completely unprepared.

Serena pointed.

The magic left her finger in a different shape this time; not the blunt shockwave she'd been using, but something slower, something that curled and wound its way across the distance like smoke. It reached the girl and sank into her, and Serena crossed her arms and settled in to watch.

The first sign was subtle. The girl slowed her walk. Just slightly, just a half-step of hesitation, like she'd remembered something she'd forgotten. She blinked. Her lips parted. One hand drifted to her stomach, pressing flat against the denim of her overalls, and Serena watched her fingers spread there, pressing in. She didn't know why she was doing it. The magic was starting low and deep, a warm pulse that the girl probably mistook for a cramp at first, or hunger, or the phantom flutter of a skipped heartbeat.

Then it grew.

The girl stopped walking entirely. She was standing in the middle of the sidewalk now, paper bag clutched against her chest, her free hand still pressed to her lower belly. Her breathing had changed; Serena could see it from here, the rise and fall of her chest quickening, her shoulders lifting. Her cheeks were flushing, a warm pink spreading across her face, and her eyes had gone slightly unfocused. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, pressing her thighs together, and Serena saw her jaw tighten.

She was figuring it out. She could feel what was happening to her, the heat building between her legs, the pulse of arousal climbing steadily from a simmer toward something much more urgent. Her brow furrowed. She squeezed her thighs tighter, took a sharp breath through her nose, and started walking again. Faster this time. Determined. Like she could outrun it.

She couldn't outrun it.

Serena watched the girl make it about ten steps before she faltered again. Her knees pressed together mid-stride and she stumbled, catching herself on a parking meter with one hand. The paper bag crinkled against her chest. Her face was fully flushed now, her lips pressed into a tight line, and Serena could see the muscles in her jaw working as she clenched her teeth. Her hips shifted; an involuntary little rock that she immediately tried to suppress, straightening up, squaring her shoulders, taking a long controlled breath.

She was fighting it. Serena loved that part. They always fought it.

The girl let go of the parking meter and kept walking, but her stride was different now. Shorter steps. Thighs pressed close together. She was gripping the paper bag so hard the top of it was crumpled in her fist. Every few steps her breath would hitch and she'd freeze for just a moment, a tiny full-body pause, before forcing herself forward again. A woman passing her on the sidewalk gave her a strange look. The girl didn't notice. She was entirely focused inward, all of her attention directed at the battle she was losing inside her own body.

Serena tilted her head, watching the girl's face. Her eyes were glassy. Her lower lip was caught between her teeth, bitten hard enough to blanch the skin. The flush had spread down her neck, disappearing beneath the collar of her crop top. Her free hand had moved from her belly to her hip, fingers digging into the denim of her overalls, gripping like she could physically hold herself together.

She made it to a bench and sat down hard, pressing her knees together, her whole body rigid. The paper bag was crushed against her chest like a shield. Her breathing was ragged now; short, sharp inhales through her nose, long shaking exhales through her clenched teeth. She was trembling. Serena could see it even from across the street; a fine vibration running through her entire body, her muscles taut, her spine straight, every ounce of her willpower focused on a single objective.

Don't come. Don't come. Don't come.

Serena watched her hold it for another ten seconds. Fifteen. Her knuckles were white on the edge of the bench. Her thighs were clamped so tight together that her whole body was shaking from the effort. A sound escaped her; a tiny, strangled whimper that she immediately bit down on, her teeth sinking into her lip. Her hips rocked forward once, involuntarily, and she made a frustrated sound in the back of her throat and gripped the bench harder.

Twenty seconds. Twenty-five. Her eyes were squeezed shut now. Her face was crimson. The tendons in her neck were standing out. She was shaking her head in tiny little motions, the smallest possible "no," like she was negotiating with her own body.

She lost.

Her mouth fell open. Her back arched. Her hand flew from the bench to her thigh, fingers digging in, and the sound she made was loud enough to turn heads; a gasping, broken moan that she clearly hadn't meant to let out and couldn't have stopped if she'd tried. Her whole body seized, rigid, every muscle locked, her hips rocking forward against nothing as the climax tore through her.

And then she inflated.

It happened at the peak, at the exact crest of it, her body puffing outward in a single massive surge. The overall straps snapped simultaneously, the metal clasps pinging off in different directions. The denim ballooned outward and split along every seam, falling away in panels as her body swelled beneath it. Her crop top stretched for a fraction of a second and then tore straight up the middle, the striped fabric peeling apart as her torso expanded into a smooth round dome. Her legs thickened and merged with the swelling mass, her arms puffing outward, the bench beneath her creaking and then tipping sideways as her body became too large and too round to sit on anything.

She rolled off the bench and onto the sidewalk, still swelling, still round, the last scraps of her overalls falling away as she inflated into a perfect sphere. Her short hair stuck up from the top of her head as her body rounded out, her features still frozen in the expression she'd been wearing at the moment of climax; mouth open, eyes half-lidded, face flushed.

Then her feet left the ground.

She rose slowly at first, still trembling, still making small breathless sounds as the aftershocks rolled through her inflated body. The paper bag finally fell from her swollen hand, its contents spilling across the sidewalk. A vinyl record. It rolled in a lazy circle and toppled over. She drifted upward, rotating gently, her face cycling through the tail end of the orgasm and the dawning realization that she was now a giant floating ball, and Serena watched those two things collide in her expression in real time. The flush of pleasure twisting into confusion, the half-lidded eyes snapping wide, the open mouth shifting from a moan to a gasp.

"Wh... what..." Her voice was breathy, shaking, still thick with what had just happened to her. She looked down at herself; at the enormous smooth sphere she'd become, at the sidewalk shrinking below her, at the bench she'd been sitting on getting smaller and smaller. "What happened to me... what IS this..."

She was thirty feet up before her voice faded to a murmur, drifting over the rooftops, still trembling, still flushed, her face near the top of her inflated body wearing an expression that couldn't decide between post-orgasmic daze and absolute terror.

Serena pressed both hands over her mouth and squeezed her eyes shut, shaking with silent laughter. Her shoulders heaved. Her chest hurt. That was the one. That was the best one of the entire day. The buildup, the fight, the surrender, and then the immediate, instantaneous puffing. The look on her face. The sound she'd made. The vinyl record rolling in a sad little circle on the empty sidewalk.

Serena opened her eyes, wiped them with the heel of her hand, and let out a long, satisfied breath.

"Oh, I'm keeping that one," she said.

Serena was practically vibrating. The arousal fuse was the best idea she'd had all day, maybe all year, and she wasn't about to let it go after just one use. That was a prototype. A proof of concept. She needed to run it again, see how it worked on different people, watch how different women fought it in different ways. Because they would fight it. They always fought it. And they would always, always lose.

She scanned the street ahead of her, bouncing slightly on the balls of her feet. The sidewalk was still bustling despite the growing number of round shapes floating above the neighborhood. Most people hadn't looked up yet; they were buried in phones, locked in conversations, sealed in their own little worlds. Serena appreciated that about city people. Willful obliviousness made her job so much easier.

Her eyes caught a pair of women stepping out of a restaurant about half a block ahead. Business lunch. Had to be. They were both in black pantsuits, the sharp-cut kind that said "I have opinions about quarterly earnings," and they walked in sync the way people do when they've spent three hours across a table from each other discussing strategy. The one on the left was taller, maybe five-ten, with auburn hair pinned up in a twist and a leather portfolio tucked under one arm. The one on the right was shorter, curvier, with dark brown hair cut to her shoulders and a pair of reading glasses pushed up on her head. Both of them had the clipped, efficient posture of women who sent a lot of emails with the word "deliverables" in them.

Serena raised both hands this time. One pointed at each of them.

Both fingers twitched simultaneously.

The magic arced out in two curling threads, winding through the pedestrian traffic like twin snakes, and hit both women at the same moment. Serena dropped her hands and leaned against the nearest building, settling in. This was a two-screen show and she didn't want to miss a frame of it.

The taller one felt it first. Or at least, she showed it first. She'd been mid-sentence, gesturing with her free hand, making some point about something that probably mattered a lot to her five seconds ago and was about to matter not at all. Her hand froze mid-gesture. Her mouth stayed open but the words stopped. She blinked rapidly, three or four times, and her hand drifted down to her side, fingers curling. She took a breath that was just slightly too deep, just slightly too controlled, and Serena watched her swallow.

Her partner noticed. "Rachel? You okay?"

"Fine." The word came out clipped. Too fast. Rachel adjusted her grip on the leather portfolio and kept walking, but her stride had changed. Shorter. Tighter. Her jaw was set in a way that suggested she was concentrating very hard on something that had nothing to do with where her feet were going. "I'm fine. What were you saying about the account?"

"I was saying that their timeline is—" The shorter woman stopped. She stopped walking, stopped talking, stopped everything. Her hand flew to her lower stomach, pressing flat against the front of her blazer, and she let out a tiny sound through her nose. Just a sharp little exhale, barely audible. Her eyes widened.

"Janet?" Rachel turned back to look at her. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing." Janet's voice was strained. She dropped her hand from her stomach and squared her shoulders, falling back into step. "Nothing, I just... cramp. It's nothing. The timeline, right. They want to push to Q3 but I think that's..."

She didn't finish the sentence. Her breath caught, a visible hitch in her chest, and she pressed her thighs together mid-stride. The motion was small but Serena caught it. Janet's hand was back on her stomach, fingers spread, pressing in like she could push the feeling back down.

Rachel wasn't watching Janet anymore. Rachel had her own problems. The warmth had climbed past the point of ignorable and was settling into something insistent, something rhythmic, a pulse that was syncing with her heartbeat and getting stronger with each throb. She shifted the portfolio from one arm to the other, then back again. Her free hand went to the back of her neck, pressing against the skin there, and Serena saw her fingers trembling. Her cheeks were flushing. She walked faster.

"We should... we should get back to the office," Rachel said. Her voice had dropped half an octave. She was controlling it very carefully, each word measured and placed. "I need to... there's something I need to..."

"Yeah." Janet's agreement came out breathy. She was falling behind, her steps getting shorter, her knees pressing together with each stride. Her reading glasses slid off her head and she grabbed for them, missed, and let them fall. She didn't pick them up. She couldn't bend over right now; Serena could see that calculation happen in real time across Janet's face. Bending over was not an option. "Yeah, let's go. Let's... yes."

They walked. Side by side, both stiff, both flushed, both fighting the exact same battle without knowing the other one was fighting it too. Serena almost cackled at that. They were three feet apart and each one thought she was alone in this. Rachel's chin was lifted, her expression professionally neutral in a way that was clearly costing her enormous effort. Janet had abandoned neutrality and was just trying to keep her legs moving in the right direction.

Rachel broke first. Or rather, Rachel's composure cracked first. She stopped walking and leaned against a lamppost, one hand gripping the metal, the other pressing the leather portfolio against her chest like a barrier. Her breathing was visible now; Serena could see her ribcage expanding and contracting beneath the blazer, fast and shallow. Her eyes were closed. Her lips were pressed into a thin white line. The flush had spread from her cheeks down her neck, disappearing into the collar of her blouse.

"Rachel?" Janet's voice was thin. She'd stopped too, a few feet away, arms wrapped around her own midsection. She was rocking. Barely perceptibly, but she was rocking, a tiny rhythmic shift of her hips that she probably wasn't even aware she was doing. "Rachel, are you... are you feeling..."

"Don't." Rachel's voice was tight. A warning. Don't ask. Don't name it. If nobody names it, it isn't happening. "I'm fine. Just give me a... just one second."

Janet nodded. Her jaw was clenched so hard Serena could see the muscles jumping beneath her skin. She turned away from Rachel, staring fixedly at a storefront window, seeing absolutely nothing in it. Her reflection stared back at her, flushed and glassy-eyed. Her hands were fists at her sides. Her thighs were pressed together so tightly she was visibly shaking from the effort.

Serena watched them. Two professional women in matching pantsuits, standing ten feet apart on a public sidewalk, each one locked in a private war with her own body and losing by the second. Rachel's grip on the lamppost was white-knuckled. Janet's fists were trembling at her sides. Neither one was looking at the other. Neither one could afford to look at the other, because looking at the other meant acknowledging what was happening, and acknowledging what was happening meant giving it an inch, and giving it an inch meant it was over.

Rachel's hips moved. A single involuntary roll, her pelvis tilting forward against the lamppost, and the sound she made was so small and so strangled that Serena barely heard it from across the street. She bit down on it immediately, her teeth sinking into her lower lip, her eyes squeezing shut. Her hand on the portfolio was shaking. The leather was creaking under her grip.

Janet was worse. Janet had given up on standing still and was pacing in a tiny circle, three steps one way, three steps back, her arms crossed tight over her chest, her chin tucked down. Every few seconds her breath would catch and her whole body would seize for just a moment, a full-body clench, before she forced herself to keep moving. Her pacing was getting smaller. Her steps were getting shorter. She was running out of room to move because moving was becoming too dangerous.

"I need to sit down," Janet said. Her voice cracked on the last word. "I need to— I can't—"

"Don't sit down." Rachel's eyes were still closed. She knew. She hadn't looked at Janet, but she knew, because the same thing was happening to her. "If you sit down you'll— just don't. Stay standing. Breathe."

"I'm trying to BREATHE." Janet's voice jumped half an octave and she pressed both hands over her mouth, horrified at her own volume. Her face was crimson. Her body was shaking. She was standing with her legs crossed now, one ankle hooked behind the other, like a child trying not to wet herself. "I can't... Rachel, something is wrong, I can't stop it, I can't..."

Rachel opened her eyes. She looked at Janet. Janet looked back at her. For one second they stared at each other, two women in identical pantsuits, both flushed, both trembling, both teetering on an edge that neither of them could name out loud. The recognition flashed between them; you too. You too.

Janet went first.

Her knees buckled. Not all the way down; she caught herself, legs bent, one hand flying to a newspaper box for support. Her mouth fell open and the sound that came out of her was raw and helpless and completely involuntary, a long shuddering moan that she couldn't have swallowed if she'd tried. Her hips rocked forward, once, twice, her whole body arching, and her free hand clawed at the front of her blazer, grabbing fistfuls of fabric.

Rachel lasted exactly two seconds longer. The sound Janet made broke whatever dam Rachel had been maintaining; her hips ground forward against the lamppost and she let out a gasping cry that turned into a whimper, the portfolio clattering to the ground as both her hands gripped the metal pole, her body curling around it as the orgasm tore through her.

They inflated simultaneously.

Janet's pantsuit blew apart first; the blazer buttons fired off in a spray as her torso ballooned outward, her blouse stretching and splitting, her pants seams ripping from ankle to hip as her legs swelled and merged into the growing sphere of her body. Her hand was ripped free of the newspaper box as her arms puffed outward, her fingers swelling into useless stubs. She was round in seconds, her body a massive sphere in the tattered remains of her black suit, her face still frozen in the expression of climax; mouth open, eyes squeezed shut, cheeks burning red.

Rachel was right behind her. The lamppost groaned as her expanding body pressed against it, her suit jacket splitting up the back, her blouse exploding open, her pants shredding as her hips and legs ballooned outward. The lamppost actually bent slightly before her swelling body rose above it, her feet leaving the ground, her inflating form lifting free and drifting upward. Her hair came loose from its twist and fell across the surface of her rounded body, auburn strands splayed across smooth taut skin.

They rose together. Side by side, just like they'd walked, two enormous round shapes in the scraps of matching pantsuits, drifting upward over the street. Janet was spinning slowly, her face cycling between post-orgasmic daze and dawning horror each time it came around. Rachel was slightly higher, still climbing, her hands and feet reduced to tiny bumps on the sphere of her body. The leather portfolio sat on the sidewalk below them, open, papers fluttering in the breeze of their ascent. Janet's reading glasses glinted on the concrete nearby.

Somewhere around thirty feet up, they bumped into each other. The collision was gentle; they bounced softly apart, rotated, drifted back together. Janet's eyes opened and found Rachel's face across the curve of their touching bodies.

"Rachel," Janet said, her voice small and breathless and floating. "What just happened."

Rachel didn't answer. Rachel was staring at the ground below them, at the growing crowd of people pointing up, at the other round shapes already dotting the sky above the neighborhood. Her mouth opened and closed. The professional composure she'd maintained through the entire ordeal had finally, completely, totally collapsed.

"I'm putting in for PTO," she said faintly. "I'm putting in for so much PTO."

Serena doubled over. She had to brace her hands on her knees, laughing so hard that no sound was coming out, just silent heaving breaths, her shoulders shaking, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. The PTO line. The PTO line killed her. She was going to think about that every day for the rest of her life.

She straightened up, wiped her eyes, and took a long, steadying breath. The sky above her was getting crowded. Round shapes at various altitudes, some still rising, some caught in thermals, all of them trailing scraps of clothing and muffled sounds of confusion and distress. The street below was starting to buzz with chaos; people stopping, pointing, filming, some running, some just standing there with their mouths open trying to process a reality that had stopped making sense about fifteen minutes ago.

Serena surveyed her work, hands on her hips, grinning up at the sky.

Oh, she couldn't wait to do this again.


Afterword

Thank you for reading! If you're interested in similar stories, please feel free to check out the rest of my work and leave a review about what you thought! If you would like to give me feedback personally or send ideas for things you'd like to see, feel free to email me at: 




louisbakerwriting@gmail.com


Books By This Author

Instructions Not Followed: An Erotic Body Inflation Story

Cathy, Amy, and Chantelle were just looking for a shortcut. After years of failed diets, celery juicers, and vibrating belts, Cathy thinks she’s finally found the answer on an obscure wellness forum: Gas Away. It’s a supplement designed to target bloating and water retention from the inside out. The bottle has one very clear warning—do not consume with alcohol—but after two and a half bottles of Trader Joe’s Sauvignon Blanc, the warning feels more like a suggestion.

What starts as a rhythmic fizzing in their stomachs quickly turns into an experimental afternoon they’ll never forget. As the pills bond with the wine, the "de-bloating" effects go into overdrive, but not in the way the label promised. Instead of losing weight, the trio begins to expand, their bodies becoming light, buoyant, and impossibly round.

As their jeans shred and their living room becomes too small for three inflating spheres, the women find themselves trapped in a feedback loop of mounting pressure and overwhelming sensory arousal. Stretched to their absolute limits and lighter than air, they must navigate a surreal, euphoric transformation where every new inch of growth brings them closer to a breaking point they aren't sure they want to avoid.

In this erotic tale of body inflation and accidental transformation, three best friends learn that when you ignore the instructions, the side effects can be explosive.

Too Fat To Care: An Erotic Weight Gain Story

A mesmerizing journey from restraint to total surrender.

Trixie is a woman defined by edges. An artist who meticulously counts every calorie, she lives a life of rigid discipline and sharp angles. But when a mysterious, strikingly beautiful woman steps out of a black car and utters three simple words—"Come with me"—Trixie’s carefully constructed world begins to dissolve.

Taken to an elite restaurant called Hunger, Trixie finds herself seated before an endless parade of the richest, most decadent food she has ever encountered. What starts as a confusing encounter quickly spirals into a provocative and surreal exploration of appetite and submission. Under the gaze of her enigmatic companion, Trixie is encouraged to shed her inhibitions, her rules, and eventually, the very constraints of her clothing.

As the meal progresses, Trixie’s body begins to change in ways that defy logic, expanding to fill the space around her until she is no longer the girl who ran four miles every morning. In this hallowed space of butter, truffle, and cream, she discovers that the ultimate pleasure isn't found in control, but in the overwhelming, blissful weight of letting go.

Experience a transformative tale of sensory indulgence, where every bite is a step toward becoming something vast, soft, and extraordinary.

Blueberry Lovers: A Blueberry Transformation Story

One piece of gum. Two secret fantasies. A living room that’s about to get very crowded.

Katie and Lucy have always shared a private obsession with the impossible: the idea of swelling into massive, juice-filled fruit. When Katie surprises her partner with a legitimate, lab-sealed pack of experimental G-Tech gum, the fantasy finally becomes a reality.

Lucy is eager to go first, hoping to finally outsize her curvier girlfriend. But as the experimental formula takes hold, she discovers that becoming a human blueberry is far more intense—and arousing—than any roleplay. As her skin turns a deep indigo and her body swells to fill the room, Katie finds herself unable to resist the delicious temptation of her partner’s new, juicy form.

However, the experiment comes with a side effect neither of them anticipated. After Katie indulges in the sweet juice of her transformed lover, she realizes she’s beginning to change, too. With both women rapidly expanding toward the ceiling and their limbs disappearing into rounded orbs, they face a frantic race to call for help before they become completely helpless, house-sized berries.

Experience a lush, sensory-filled tale of transformation, expansion, and the sweet, sticky consequences of getting exactly what you wished for.
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