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“Tasha, you working hard, or hardly working?” asked Ruprecht with a wide grin.

“I’m not sure what you mean, I always try to work very hard, and today, I’ve managed to—” Tasha started.

“Well, whatever you’re working on, finish it later,” he continued, before taking a huge bite of the sprinkle-encrusted chocolate bar he was holding. “Mmm, you just gotta try this!” he said with his mouth full.

“You want me to finish my work later so I can…eat chocolate with you?” Tasha asked.  She bit her lip a little and tried to hide her disgust. “Thanks for the offer, but, sorry, I have a regimen for my meals, and that means I can’t really do indulgences, so…” 

“No, no, no, it’s not about that,” he said. “You’ve got to help me check Leland’s financials, see if we can get some dirt,” he said, rubbing his hands together. A towering, hefty star-nosed mole in a pinstriped suit, Ruprecht was gunning for the recently-opened partner position in the firm, and this big case was his best shot. He wasn’t Tasha’s boss, but he did have nearly a year of seniority on her. 

“Of course, I’m happy to help,” said Tasha.  She flashed a big, artificial smile. “Just, ugh...you know…”

“What?” Ruprecht asked, sounding vaguely annoyed. 

“Just...make sure you, you know…ugh…mention that…um…” Tasha stammered, after swallowing hard. 

“You want me to put in a good word for ya with the partnership committee? Consider it done! I’ll give you all the credit!” 

“Oh, thanks a bunch!” said Tasha. A tiny monkey, Tasha was the exact opposite of Ruprecht. She was short, petite, and nearly childlike in her proportions. About the only way she and Ruprecht looked alike was their impeccable grooming standards. Tasha’s fur, like Ruprecht’s, was very short, fine, sleek, without a single hair out of place.

“Of course,” Ruprecht assured her. “Thanks for doing me a solid on this. My army buddy just got shore leave, and I promised I’d take him to a strip club tonight. See ya!”

Tasha nodded, then pulled out a napkin from her purse and vigorously scrubbed away the tiny fleck of chocolate that had flown out of Ruprecht’s mouth and landed on her desk.  Then, she started on his work.

As the hours passed, the other employees at the firm slowly filed out the door behind her. She was so quiet and sat so low in her desk that most didn’t even notice her as they left. The last person to walk out turned the lights off behind her, but Tasha didn’t voice an objection. If she said something, she thought, then they’d just feel bad that they turned the lights off on her. 

She didn’t get up to turn them back on, either. Although she had to squint, she was capable of working just by the light of her monitor, so why waste the firm’s electricity just for one person?

When she finished all her research, it was nearly 6 AM. She barely had enough time to head back to her apartment, take a shower, wash her hair, and get to court in time.

~

“Ruprecht, I just got a call— Leland is settling! How the hell did you know that bastard Leland was cooking the books?” asked Leslie, a senior partner. A hunched over, grey field mouse, Leslie wore thick glasses that made her eyes look much larger than they really were.

“I pulled an all-nighter,” Ruprecht said, grinning from ear to ear. 

“We’ll remember this during the partnership committee,” she said.

Tasha heard this conversation from her desk. Confrontations solve nothing, she repeated to herself over and over. She nervously gnawed on her lip. The only thing to do was continue to work as hard as she could, not complain about anything, and hope she’d be noticed next time. She sat and silently worked on her own tasks, despite her frustration and her exhaustion. 

When at last she was home, Tasha delicately removed her pantsuit, hanging it up so that it was perfectly spaced between the others. Then she took a shower, vacuumed the carpet, and put on her face mask. After that, she was ready to collapse on the bed and sleep, but just as she closed her eyes, her phone rang.

“Candy, how are you?” Tasha said, trying to sound cheerful and alert. She didn’t have much time to make friends with her work schedule, so it was incumbent upon her to do all that she could to keep the few she had. That meant she didn’t want to appear rude by saying she was just about to sleep.

“Ugh, darling, so awful. Ted’s been on the warpath again, and I just gotta talk someone’s ear off about it!”

“Fire away!” said Tasha, as she sat back up and made herself a cup of black coffee to combat her fatigue. She also pulled out the second half of the rice bar she’d started during breakfast, and joylessly nibbled away at the flavorless little morsel.

~

“I just think there’s no excuse for that, you know?” said Candy. “Anyway, probably been talking your ear off about me, huh?” 

“No, not at all,” said Tasha, trying her best to suppress a yawn. Candy had spoken non-stop for over three hours, pausing only occasionally to request affirmation. 

“What about you? How’s your job going? Make partner yet?” Candy asked.

“No, not yet…but, that’s not a bad thing, they have this seniority system, so...” 

“Not yet, why not? You certainly work hard enough,” said Candy. “You gotta be more confident, girl! Show them you mean business. They’ve got to promote you, or lose you.”

“Sure,” Tasha said passively. 

“Ugh! Ted’s calling me. Gotta go. Love ya!” she said, and hung up.

Tasha’s eyes closed, but she couldn’t rest. She was still gripped with punishing fatigue, but the pot of coffee she’d slucked down so she could stay awake left her feeling jittery and unrestful. She kept replaying Candy’s advice over and over in her mind. 

Be more confident. 

How does one ‘be’ more confident, she silently wondered. Confidence seemed like an organic trait—one had it, or they didn’t. 

Did people who seem confident make a decision to pretend, at first? Do they fake it until they make it? Is it all just an act? Is it possible to become less confident while pretending to be more confident? 

Why isn’t playing by the rules, keeping your head down, not making waves, and having a healthy sense of humility seen as desirable? Wouldn’t the world be better off if more people were like that?

~

“Excuse me, pardon me...sorry about that,” Tasha said, as she ducked and dodged her way through the supermarket, moving aside quickly whenever anybody approached. Her throat swelled up and her lungs tightened just at the possibility of being in somebody’s way. The aisle she was trying to reach, which carried her diet yogurt, was blocked, so she decided just to wait until it cleared out. 

Foot traffic was especially slow today thanks to the plethora of shopkeeps hawking free samples. 

“Try Primal Body Spray!” said the one closest to her, a husky lion with a shaggy, neon green mane. He held up a can adorned with a crude drawing of a jungle, alongside a raised, furry fist. In small letters at the bottom of the can, it read “Bring out the animal within.”

“No, thank you,” she said quietly, and slowly started to shuffle away. She’d seen the chest-thumping, macho ads for that stuff on TV. Who was their target audience, she wondered, and were they really stupid enough to believe it could do what it said it could?

“It’s guaranteed to make you feel more confident,” said the lion. Was that how unconfident people decided to feel more confident about themselves? Taking their cues from a slick marketing campaign, giving themselves some kind of placebo to trick themselves into feeling better?

What the hell, she thought, what’s the worst that could happen? She took the sample mini-can, and she sprayed it onto the paper test strip cautiously. It carried a pungent, heady odor, somewhere between the smell of her favorite aunt’s banana nut bread in the oven and a campfire in the woods.

“Like it?” asked the salesman. Tasha replied with just a shrug. What was she doing in this section, again? Oh yeah—getting yogurt.

“Hey, let me squeeze past you here,” Tasha said, making her way through the crowd. When her hand reached for the diet yogurt, her nose wrinkled up a little. She gagged just imagining trying to force the repulsive, flavorless goo down her throat. Instead, she grabbed a container of rice pudding, and then gingerly made her way back.

“Good brand,” said the lion behind the sample counter as he spotted Tasha returning with the pudding. “My favorite.”

Tasha glanced back at the crowd that she’d just soldiered through. Normally she’d have a panic attack just considering wading her way through that. Could it be that this…Primal Body Spray...really did what it promised?

“I’ll take a can,” she announced proudly, grabbing one off of the counter and placing it into her basket.

“Great! Sure you don’t want two?” asked the man behind the counter. Had he merely not being paying attention, or was he just greedily trying to ‘upsell’ her, Tasha wondered.

“I said I’ll take a can,” she said, scowling a little.  The man looked a little stunned. “I’m sorry, that was out of line,” she said. What was with her today? She decided to grab two more cans, just in case she’d hurt his feelings.

~

When Tasha finished driving home, her phone beeped an email at her.

“Hey Tasha, need you to do me a solid and finish going over the Leland settlement. Looks good as-is; he’s offering a lot, but just want to make sure. I gotta drive my uncle to a rehab center—long story. Anyway, thanks for always being a team player!”

Coming in on her day off? Finishing up other people’s work? Neither was out of the ordinary for Tasha. She shrugged and headed back out the driveway, not bothering to unpack her groceries. If anything was perishable, she’d eat it at her desk, she decided. 

When she pulled out the pudding, though, she felt foolish for having bought it in the first place. What on Earth had convinced her to partake in such an indulgence? That wasn’t like her. She’d rather eat nothing—and let the pudding spoil—than cheat on her strict dietary regimen for no good reason. 

Her stomach growled as she pushed on with the work, combing through and itemizing Leland’s offer. Hunger she could deal with—it was something she experienced and ignored on a daily basis—but soon, Tasha was beset with an array of concerns far more difficult to dismiss.

Her slacks started to feel a little tight, which was unusual. They were her favorite pants, and were always comfortably snug. Her leg started twitching from the constriction, causing her desk to shake a little and messing up her otherwise flawless penmanship as she took notes on the forms. Damn, she thought—she’d have to print them out again and start over.

When she was finishing up her third attempt, she saw a drop of sweat from her forehead fall and land on the paper.

Tasha knew she was probably alone at the office—it was a Saturday, after all—but she didn’t want to take any chances looking unkempt or worse, smelly. She didn’t bring her work purse today, so no emergency perfume. In fact, all she had was that Primal Spray stuff she’d picked up at the store. 

She sprayed a bit on her forehead.  The can issued a comforting hissing sound.  She patted the sweet-smelling stuff on her face.

Just then, she heard footsteps behind her. 

“Tasha, what are you doing here on a beautiful Saturday evening?” said Leslie, leering up at Tasha with her giant eyes.

“I...uh…” Tasha hesitated. She didn’t want to tell her that she was helping Ruprecht with his work—what if it got back to him and he was upset? Then again, she didn’t want to lie to her boss, either. If she discovered her deception, then she’d be upset...

“I’m waiting,” said Leslie, tapping her toe.

“Well, what are you doing here on Saturday?” Tasha countered, and then covered her mouth. Why would she talk back to her boss like that, she thought to herself. Had she lost her mind? “Leslie...I’m so…so…”

The senior partner silenced her with a wave of her hand. “I come by here on occasion just to see who’s doing a little extra work. I thought I might find Ruprecht, since he’s been trying so hard lately and I know he wants to make partner,” she mused, stroking her chin. 

For a few moments, silence ensued. Leslie glared at Tasha, while Tasha merely looked down at her feet.

“Since you’re not going to tell me why you’re here...give me that,” Leslie said, snatching the forms from out her hands. “You’re...going over the Leland case? Why?”

“Just as a favor to Ruprecht,” Tasha said quickly. “He had to be out of town so…”

“Well, did you find anything, or was it a waste of your time?” Leslie asked. 

Tasha froze. It was the first time a senior partner had asked her for an opinion on anything. Should she just parrot Ruprecht's view that the settlement was fine, and admit to wasting her time, or should she contradict him and risk creating a conflict? Once again, it was a no-win situation. More sweat started pouring down her brow, and she could feel the Primal Spray stinging her eyes. 

“The settlement looks good,” said Tasha. “Too good,” she added, after giving it some more thought.

“Too good?” Leslie repeated.

“Yeah—why is he being this generous in his opening offer? He’s ready to go to court, and then as soon as he finds out we’ve got the dirt on him, he caves just like that and offers us the moon?”

“What are you saying?” asked Leslie. 

“We should reject this offer—and any other offer. If he’s this desperate for us to settle, then that means he thinks he’ll do even worse if we bring up what we’ve found in court. Let’s take this all the way,” Tasha said.

“That’s really what you think?” Leslie asked.

“Yes,” Tasha said, her heart pounding. 

“Then I’ll make that recommendation to the clients,” said Leslie. “And if they go for it, I want you as lead counsel.”

“Not...Ruprecht?” Tasha asked. It was his case, after all. What right did she have to take it from him?

“Ever hear of the phrase 'you snooze, you lose'?” Leslie asked. “You put in the work, you’ve earned it. I bet you were the one that found the dirt on Leland, too, eh?”

She just couldn’t admit to that—Ruprecht would be caught in a lie! What would he think of her for betraying that trust?

“Yes, Ma’am,” she found herself saying. 

~

When Tasha was home, her heart was pounding a mile a minute. Nothing about that interaction made sense, she thought as she threw out the pudding. That’s when she saw the Primal Spray. Had that been the cause of all her risky backtalk, her betraying her co-worker? It was supposed to make her more confident, and she had to have a set of brass ovaries to act like that. She threw her three cans of Primal Spray into the trash, too, for good measure. 

But as soon as they’d left her hand, Tasha regretted her decision. She was probably going to be lead counsel on a case next week. Where would she get the confidence for something like that? Just thinking about it was causing her breath to come in short little spasms.

Reluctantly, she reached into the trash to retrieve the cans, then carefully wiped them down with disinfectant.

~

“What’s this I hear about you replacing me?” Ruprecht bellowed at Tasha the moment she stepped foot into the office, despite her attempt to slink in with her head low and avoid attention.

“Leslie said…” Tasha began softly.

“Leslie thought I was amazing before today! How am I supposed to make partner if I can’t even keep my own case? You better watch your back, Tasha. You’re not the team player I thought you were.”

Tasha tiptoed back to her desk and placed her head on her keyboard. She tried her best to keep her crying quiet .

“Hello, there,” said Leslie, rapping on her desk a few moments later.

“Uh...yes?” said Tasha, straightening herself back up.

“Chin up, child. You’re in court in an hour.”

~

Tasha headed to the bathroom for her final freshening up. Aside from the cut of her pants being a little too tight and her thighs feeling quite constricted, she looked in tip-top shape, like always. That left just one decision. To use Primal, or forgo it?

After the pain she’d caused to herself and to Ruprecht, it felt irresponsible to use it. But she knew that the firm was counting on her, and if she lost Leslie’s support, who would she have to count on? The choice was obvious.

She sprayed the stuff on her arms, reveling in the smell for a moment as she closed her eyes. When she opened them, she noticed that some of the fur on the tops of her hands were standing on end.

At first, she thought the spray had simply congealed around the light, fine fur, making it stick up, like hair gel. But when she used water to try to pat it down, it wouldn’t stay down. They felt different, too, firmer somehow. She tried to use her eyebrow tweezers on them, but they wouldn’t come out.

“Damn,” she spat, as she gave up on the tweezers. She placed her hand over her mouth. Had she really said such a word at the office? Even if it was just while she was alone, and in the bathroom, it felt like a terribly dangerous precedent. 

~

“Congratulations, Tasha,” said Leslie. “You’ve done the impossible.” The entire firm—save Ruprecht, who was still sulking—congratulated her with a hearty round of applause.

The Primal Spray had worked like a dream. She’d been an aggressive bulldog in court, confidently calling out Leland’s lies and objecting to his team’s every motion. 

She’d won the day, and the judgement was twice the size of Leland’s generous offer. And since the case went to court, the firm collected 40%, rather than 30%.

“Tomorrow, we’ll have an interview to discuss that partnership slot,” said Leslie. 

Partnership? Partnership!?

~

“Hey, Candy, guess what?” Tasha said into the phone, as soon as she got in the car to go home. She let several drivers pull in front of her as she exited the parking lot, fearful of inadvertently causing an accident or inconveniencing someone who was in more of a hurry than she.

“So glad you called, darling! I can’t wait to talk your ear off about my good for nothing husband! Do you know what that brute thought would make a good anniversary present?”

“Actually, this is big news,” Tasha said, ignoring the question.

“Heh, you’re telling me. Tickets to a boxing match! Can you believe it? I sure can’t. That ought to be the crime of the century, thinking of that as romantic,” said Candy.

“No, I meant, what I wanted to share was big news. I’m up for consideration as partner!” said Tasha excitedly. But she was greeted with dead silence. “You know, partner?” she said. “You wanted me to go for it, be more confident?”

“Sure, wonderful,” Candy said in a flat, sarcastic tone, after several more seconds of waiting. “You didn’t have to rudely interrupt my news to tell me about it, though.”

“But I didn’t interrupt you.  Actually, you were the one that—” Tasha began.

“Oh, my gosh, look at the time. I’ve got to go.”

“Oh...when should I call you...?”

“Bye!” said Candy. 

Click.

A car, which was tailgating Tasha, repeatedly flashed its brights and tried to urge Tasha forwards through the parking lot. She sped up a little, but the car didn’t let up, continuing to flash her and nearly brushing up against her rear bumper.

Tasha’s mind was busy replaying the conversation. What had possessed her to be so rude to Candy? Would Candy stop being her friend? As anxiety gripped her, Tasha could feel the grip of her sweaty palms slipping on the steering wheel. 

Tasha pulled out the Primal Spray, and gave herself another quick burst. That ought to help calm her nerves, she thought.

Tasha put her hands back on the wheel, which now felt dry, and she resumed her ruminations on her problems. Why had Candy been so rude to her? After all the time Tasha had invested listening to her problems, Candy couldn't take the time hear her out? Did Candy even deserve a friend like her?

The person tailgating behind her flashed their brights again. She was going the speed limit inside the long lot. Why should he want to make her miserable just to try to get them both to break the rules, and possibly endanger others in the process? If she let this go, he’d just keep being unsafe, until someone got hurt.

Tasha slammed on her breaks, causing the car to rear-end her. It wasn’t an act of retribution, she told herself, it was a public service. Of course...if it was an act of retribution...then it felt damn good.

Who was the driver, she wondered as she got out. Oh, no...it couldn’t be...

“What the hell was that?” Ruprecht shouted as he got out of the car. “First you steal my promotion, then you deliberately fuck up my car? Are you trying to destroy my life!?”

“I’m so sorry,” Tasha sobbed. “I don’t know what came over me.”

~

Of course, that was a lie, Tasha thought to herself on the way back. She knew exactly what had come over her. 

Primal. 

That stuff was dangerous. She’d intentionally caused a car accident over something trivial and pointless. What’s worse, it wasn’t just road rage. In the heat of the moment, she’d rationalized her actions as justified. Even thinking back on what she’d done, it had a ring of logic to it in her mind. 

That was precisely what made her shift in attitude so alarming. If she could justify her behavior, then she might not even recognize it as a mistake the next time it happened. She’d already destroyed her closest collegial relationship, and pissed off her closest friend. Where would that end?

This time, Tasha couldn’t wait until she got home to throw it away. And she didn’t want the cans anywhere close by when she did toss them—she didn’t want a repeat of her earlier performance of digging through the garbage. It certainly felt odd to plan against herself like this, but what choice did she have?

Tasha rolled the window down and defiantly chucked the can from her purse out the window, then chucked the one in her car too. That finishes that, she thought proudly.

A few moments later, she heard a siren wail. Oh, my, God! Tasha thought, trying to hold in a scream as her mind ran through the worst-case scenarios. Had a cop really just seen her litter? She never littered! She always recycled! Why, oh why was the universe turning against her like this? 

“License and registration, ma’am,” said the cop, a portly wolverine. Getting ‘ma’amed’ was the last straw. 

“Look, I’m having a really tough day,” Tasha began.

“You’re going to be having a much worse day if you don’t give me the damn license!” he barked.

Tasha handed them over. “You sure this is you?” he asked, raising his eyebrow and looking at the woman in the picture. 5 foot 1, 97 pounds. The petite monkey in the picture didn’t at all resemble the stouter, husky ape sitting on front of her…

“I know I look different, but it’s because of the cans!” Tasha said.

“What cans? Show ‘em to me,” he said, trying to sniff for beer.

“I had to throw them out!” she shouted. “They were making me crazy!”

“Crazy or drunk? What kind of…”

“The Primal body spray cans!” she said. “They messed up my figure, my mind, everything! That’s why I chucked them out just now…”

“You threw cans out of a moving vehicle?” he asked, his eyebrows raising.

“Yeah...isn’t that why you pulled me over?” she asked.

“I pulled you over because you’ve got a busted tail light.”

The incident in the parking lot. Of course. How could she have been so stupid?

“But I’ll have to give you a citation for that, too. It’ll be a hefty fine!” he said.

“Ugh...fuck me!” she said.

“Watch your tongue or I’ll add obstruction of justice to the list of charges!”

~

When Tasha returned home, she felt exhausted and miserable. Her clothes felt tight and drenched in sweat, and her makeup was ruined with all the tears she’d shed. The good news that had happened today—winning the case, being up for partner—seemed so far away and distant that it hardly mattered.

Tasha decided to take a shower, but when she peeled off her pantsuit, she was in for an unpleasant surprise. Her thighs, which had been chafing against her pants all day, looked a little thicker, and quivered as she pulled off her leggings. Tasha also noticed that firm, strange looking hair that had stood up on the tops of her hands had spread to her wrists, too. Thicker and more unruly than her ordinary fur, it seemed to have a life of its own.

She pulled out scissors to try to trim it away, but it wouldn’t cut the hair, no matter how hard she squeezed.

What could be causing this, she wondered? A virus, a hormonal imbalance? She looked online after the shower, but couldn’t find any specific cause. And why had her legs gotten fatter? She hadn’t given into temptation and started overeating. 

Although, if this was the result of self-discipline, then why bother?

~

The next morning, Tasha nearly slept through her alarm. She couldn’t be late, not today. Her partnership meeting, that was the only thing still going good in her life—she couldn’t mess that up, not for anything.

As she scrambled to dress herself, Tasha made a horrific discovery: the third can of Primal, on her vanity counter. Of course. She’d bought three of those fist-adorned cans, because of that stupid salesman’s insistence. If only she could have given him her fist in return…

Once again, Tasha contemplated throwing out the Primal, but once again, she hesitated. Sure, she’d gotten in trouble with her colleague, her friend, and a police officer. But she’d also stood up for herself, gotten noticed, won a case, and was up for a promotion. Was that trade-off really so bad?

As confident as she felt in that courtroom, she knew she wouldn’t feel that same level of confidence in the partnership meeting. Not unless she had a little...help. She had to use it again, she realized. If she didn’t aggressively try to get that job, she’d be stuck working with Ruprecht for who knows how long. That wouldn’t do.

Tasha, clad in her bra and underwear, looked into her eyes in the mirror. “This is the last time,” she promised herself. Like a substance abuser who had to have one last fix, Tasha picked up the can with shaking fingers. She held the nozzle down and sprayed across her shoulders and under her arms. 

As she glanced back at herself in the mirror, she noticed a few tiny, curly hairs peeking out from her underarm. Those hadn’t been there a few moments ago, had they? She ran her fingers across them, and they, too, felt strong and thick, which meant they’d probably be immune to her scissors as well. She pulled out a clipper that she usually used to trim her head hair. But when the device encountered her underarm hair, it sputtered and smoked. A couple of bright sparks leapt out, then the motor slowly ground to a halt.

Was this the result of the Primal Spray? There was only one way to be sure. She grabbed the can and hit her other underarm. This time, she could actually see the little hairs sprouting up over her fine fur as the spray hit. Her arm and shoulder looked a little fleshier, too, she thought. She put her arm down and saw her flesh crease ever so slightly. 

Her heart began to speed up. 

“Oh...my…” Tasha said. Whatever this was, it didn’t appear to be wearing off. And if it was having this kind of a cumulative effect on her body, what was it doing to her...her…

She couldn’t even finish that terrible thought. Besides, she didn’t have time. She was going to be late for the partnership meeting. Tasha put her suit on—which now didn’t fit quite right in the left shoulder—grabbed her purse, and ran out the door.

~

“You’re four minutes late, Tasha,” began Leslie. The rest of the partnership committee sat behind her, dutifully studying her. “And it looks like you forgot to comb your hair,” she added. “Any explanation for this?

Had she really? Damn, she thought, that must have meant she skipped her morning shower, too. At least she had her Primal-inspired charm, right?

“I may not look the best, but I nailed that case yesterday, didn’t I? Do you want a winner or do you want a magazine model?” she asked, her confidence building.

“Fair enough,” said Leslie. “But you are much less experienced than other potential partnership candidates. We’ve already discussed it, and what we think is best is holding the slot for you, but waiting another year, so you’re a bit more seasoned. It will mean long nights and many weekends, Tasha, but we know you’re a strong candidate for this position.”

It was an offer—but, just like the one from Leland, it was going to be rejected. She’d show them how skillful she was by demanding to be treated with the respect she deserved.

“So, you’d have me continue to do top-notch work for you for a year, during which I know I’ll be heavily scrutinized, and then maybe you’ll make me partner, or maybe you’ll just take it away from me at the last minute, like you did with Ruprecht.”

“Well…” Leslie demurred.

“And if I keep winning cases, I won’t earn a dime of that, since I won’t be partner. Sounds like a great plan—for you guys. Counter offer: make me partner now, or I walk,” said Tasha.

“You’re putting me in an uncomfortable position, Tasha,” said Leslie. “I suppose that…”

“It’s the same position I’ll put anybody else in who goes up against us,” Tasha bragged. “I’ll bust their skulls!” she said, slamming her fist down on the table, producing a far louder banging sound than she anticipated.

As soon as she did, she could see the others nervously muttering the each other, and her adrenaline fueled ego trip came crashing back down to Earth. Tasha’s hand hurt, and she could feel the weird, uncomfortable new hair as she rubbed her hands across each other. 

Why did she say that, she wondered, and why did she have to say it that way? 

Tasha fidgeted as the chatter continued. At first, she felt anxiety because she desperately wanted to know what they were saying about her. Soon, though, she simply felt bored. Her leg twitched into overdrive, and she could hear the seam in her pants tearing ever so slightly.

“I’m sorry, Tasha,” said Leslie, at last.

What did that mean? Why weren’t they going for her act? When she’d accused them of trying to exploit her, she’d just been trying to show how tough she could talk. Was it really possible that her tough talk was true, that they really did want someone to do a partner’s worth of work just on the prayer of a promotion?

And what was that supposed to mean? 'I’m sorry'? Leslie sure as hell wasn’t sorry! 

But did Leslie mean that she wasn’t getting the promotion, or that she was fired? If she wasn’t fired, she couldn’t imagine she would be promoted later. Was she supposed to make herself suffer for the sake of some dim hope things might work out? Was she supposed to be nice to them for the same dim hope that they’d give her a good reference somewhere else? 

How much more did they expect her to endure with just a smile on her face?

“Screw you, I’m going home,” she blurted, grabbing her purse and strutting out of the office. As she melodramatically stomped out with her exaggerated gait, the little seam near the top of her pant leg was worn away further still, until it gave way completely, exposing the rounding curve of her ass and a patch of her tight-fitting, one-size-too-small underwear.

~

Tasha floored it as she drove out of the parking lot, winging a car who was backing out. This time, she didn’t stop to see who it was.

She didn’t have a plan, or at least not a long term one. All of her work contacts were at this firm, her first legal job. Her closest friend, Candy, was pissed at her. She wasn’t particularly close to her family. Tasha didn’t know where to go from here, and couldn’t imagine anyone would want to help her get there.

So, absent a long term plan to get her life back on track, she decided to splurge a little on herself. A night of indulgence, before she looked for a job in earnest. Why not? She’d been working herself to the bone at the firm, and then before that, she’d been going crazy with bar prep, law school, LSAT prep, undergrad, SAT prep…

She stopped by the grocery store, eager to get some organic kelp chips, her favorite comfort food. But by the time she was back in her car, she’d returned with sour-cream-and-onion flavored potato chips instead. 

~

As soon as she started filling the tub, she realized the one thing she forgot: bubble bath.

“Crap…” she murmured. A bubble bath took her right back to childhood, and she just couldn’t stomach putting on clothes and going back to the store. Surely she had to have one spare bottle around here, somewhere...right?

She yanked open the mirror-door medicine cabinet, catching a fleeting glance of her upper arm quivering just slightly before the mirror swiveled out of view. No bubble bath there. She looked under the sink—nothing. Just a few soaps, lotions and conditioners. 

Near her dressers and vanity? Nothing there except...her can of Primal. At least she’d smell nice in the bath, she thought. 

But when she sprayed herself, greenish yellow foam and bubbles immediately formed near the surface of the water. Maybe it worked as a bubble bath, too?

Tasha wondered whether it was a good idea to keep using it after all the trouble it had gotten her into. She started to ponder the pros and cons. Today was supposed to be her last day, wasn’t it? So why would she expose herself to more of this, willingly, just to enjoy a nice bath? Did she have so little respect for herself, so little confidence, that she was willing to sacrifice her future for the sake of her present?

On the other hand, now, she had nothing left to lose. Why bother trying to protect herself from the mistakes she’d already made? If Primal hadn’t really doomed her, then she had nothing to fear. And if Primal had already sealed her fate, why not at least enjoy the ride?

Tasha slipped into the tub, careful to keep one hand out of the water so she could touch her potato chips without them getting soggy. 

She closed her eyes. The water felt good, and the little bubbles created by the Primal felt soothing against her skin. If only, Tasha thought, she could melt away into this tub of warm water forever.

As she opened her eyes again and absentmindedly noshed on her chips, Tasha could see the little hairs sprouting up from her other arm, the one dangling in the water. She’d almost forgotten the damage Primal had done to her underarm. She considered getting out, but instead, she merely buried her arm further under the water. If she didn’t have to watch it happen, well...out of sight, out of mind, right?

Her hand brushed against the inside of her surprisingly soft thigh as she did so, and she felt a sudden longing that she hadn’t felt in ages. How long had it been? Physical and mental exhaustion had forced her to deny herself so many times that, over the years, she’d forgot what desire itself felt like.

Now she remembered again. How had she allowed herself to go without for so long? 

As she began to satisfy her desire, her mind spun for something to think about. Names and faces floated through her mind with disinterest. For some reason, the only thing that seemed to stick was her memory of this morning, applying her Primal. It was a terrifying thing to watch herself be...altered...like that, but still, it was transfixing. 

Would she get stares if she wore a short shirt and raised her arms? Would people point, or whisper? She’d never been so impolite as to do that to others, but she’d kept her own appearance as immaculate as possible because she couldn’t bear to be the object of scorn or derision in the eyes of others. Now, perhaps, it would be impossible to prevent that. Impossible to prevent all that attention, all those disapproving glances…and perhaps, now that she was bathing in Primal, things would only be accentuated...

Tasha closed her eyes and imagined her underarm blooming with hair, much more so than there actually was. She yelped a little as she climaxed, pressing her feet against the side of the tub. She could see tiny little hairs sprouting on the tops of her toes, and seeing them come in only made her orgasm last longer.

Tasha basked her in sweet afterglow, her hands rested contentedly on her tummy, which felt soft, warm, and spongy. She kneaded her new flesh for a few moments, and it felt as through her tummy was bloating up even further as she did so. Tasha felt another naughty tingle and realized, if she wasn’t careful, she’d be in here all night.

Finally, Tasha forced herself to stop, and the reality of what she’d done slammed against her mind. How could she have allowed herself to fantasize about something so terrifying? She gingerly pulled herself out of the tub and wrapped herself in a towel before looking down. She couldn’t bear to see what the rest of her body looked like, at least, not yet…

~

The next day, Tasha’s alarm woke her up at 5:15 AM, her usual time, but she felt too tired to hop out of bed. Why didn’t she remember to turn it off if she wasn't going into work? 

So she just groggily kept hitting the snooze button on her phone, each time more irritated with the thing than the last. Finally, she threw it against the wall, cracking the screen, but also causing the battery to fall out of the back, which was her intended goal. The ringing, mercifully, ceased.

It was nearly 10 AM when she managed to pull herself out of bed. Tasha yawned and stretched as she did so, stretching her muscles. It was the first decent sleep she’d had in what felt like years.

That relaxed, well-rested tranquility lasted all of two seconds, and then Tasha got a look at herself in the mirror. 

“What the...fuck!?” she spat. 

The changes she’d noticed had only accelerated. The little hairs she’d noticed sprouting under her arms had only grown longer and thicker, and they twisted together in a curly, mangy mess. Her lower tummy had started to gain some of the hairs, too—Tasha felt scared to peek inside her underwear. The rest of her fur looked a little longer, heavier, and darker. 

Tasha’s face looked strange, too. The delicate almond shape seemed altered, somehow. Her cheeks were larger, and as she yawned again, she could see that her jaw seemed wider, and with a larger range of motion. Her teeth looked a bit bigger, as well.

Tasha’s body also looked different. Her breasts were straining against her bra, the band cutting into her skin while the tops of her breasts were riding high and full in their cups, something she wasn’t used to. Her arms looked longer, her shoulders wider. Her tummy wasn’t quite flat anymore, having gained a fuller, fleshier look. She tried inhaling and exhaling, and was surprised at how far she could stick it out. 

What the hell was in that Primal stuff, Tasha wondered? Should she see a doctor? If she did, what would she say? That Primal Body Spray, a very popular product, caused mental and physical changes? That the product really did do what it claimed it could? If that was the case, why wasn’t this product already in the news, subject to recalls and lawsuits? Surely she would have heard about that…

Whatever was going on, Tasha decided, she’d figure it out for herself. She didn’t need a man in white coat to tell her she was nuts, on top of the rest of her problems.

What she needed to do was find a way to get her life back on track. But how was she going to do that? After all that had happened, it was hard to feel confident in her ability to make sound decisions. 

How ironic, Tasha thought to herself, resisting the urge to physically bash her head against a wall. She’d gotten herself into this mess because she’d wanted to become more confident, and now she still needed more confidence. 

Perhaps, she thought, trying to get a quick fix was the problem. Perhaps an old-fashioned solution would be in order, she thought.  The corners of her puffier cheeks turned up in a grin as she contemplated a new plan.

She was so enamored with hew new idea that she nearly ran out of the house in nothing but her bra and undies, stopping only when her hand was on the doorknob. That would have been embarrassing, she thought with a throaty chuckle. She felt a little tingle imagining what they would have said about that. Would it technically have been obscene? Would she have been stopped by the police? What if it had been the same officer as before…?

No time for that, she thought, shaking her head. She couldn’t afford to lose focus. She threw on a T-shirt and jeans and then headed out, running down the street towards her destination. 

She was nothing if not determined, Tasha told herself, and nothing was going to slow her down.
 

~

Well, that wasn’t quite true. She stopped at a coffee shop to get a something called a Kawaii Dream. She didn’t ask what it was, but the picture promised she would be “drinking a better tomorrow, today!” That was enough to get her to order it. 

After Tasha had been waiting for her drink for about thirty seconds, the boredom reached soul-crushing levels. As she nervously paced the coffee shop, she started to have a few second thoughts about her order. Tasha certainly didn’t need the extra calories, she thought, after the havoc Primal had wrecked on her body, though those effects were certainly fun at certain times, she remembered. Although, trying out new products with provocative slogans had involved unexpected consequences…

While she was busy walking and thinking, she accidentally stepped on the toes of someone waiting in line.

“Hey!” she cried out.

“Ugh...sorry…” Tasha murmured halfheartedly, before returning to her mental dilemma, which she didn’t get the chance to finish.

“Tasha, order ready!” When Tasha saw that it had whipped cream on it, of course she had to taste it. And it was delicious. In fact, she decided, she ought to have a muffin to go with it...

~

When she approached the bookstore next door, her intended destination for her trip, Tasha was dismayed to find a sign that read “no food or drink allowed inside.” But her extra-large smoothie was still mostly full.

She wasn’t quite sure how to respond to that. Should she just throw her drink away? After all, it was a calorie bomb. Perhaps this sign was literally a sign to quit while she was ahead. 

Alternatively, maybe she could just take the drink inside. Maybe they wouldn’t notice or care enough to complain. 

She didn’t want to waste her money, especially when money was tight. But she didn’t want to break the rules, either…

Only one way out. Tasha lifted her drink to her lips and started chugging it, gulping down the cold, frothy, milky fruit drink rapidly. Somehow it tasted even better when it was taking up her entire mouth. Little streams of excess liquid made their way down her cheeks and chin, which Tasha tried to wipe up with her napkin, but it tore in the attempt. Instead, she just used her extra-furry forearm instead, happy that her new extra hair was good for something.

Tasha felt a bit of brain freeze, but that wasn’t going to stop her from eating her muffin, an oversized, cranberry-and-walnut-encrusted beauty. She peeled away the paper, and then ate the bottom first, saving the best for last.

When there was nothing left but the top, Tasha had eaten so much that her puffy tummy was now peeking out from the bottom of her shirt fairly prominently.

“Nice muffin top,” said a young man on a skateboard, eyeing her as he rolled by.

Had Tasha understood what he meant, she might have experienced dismay or possibly excitement. But Tasha assumed he was talking about her actual muffin top, which she held in her hands with excitement as she prepared to savor the last part of her snack. 

She held the bag carefully under it, to catch any crumbs that fell. Several did, and once her muffin top was finished, she shook the bag of crumbs over her head. Not all of them landed in her mouth; a few of them lodged into the fur around her face, neck, while a cranberry lodged in her breasts, but Tasha didn’t notice. Her mind was already one step ahead. Finally, it was time to shop for some books.

~

When Tasha reached the self-help section, she saw a series of titles which all sounded like alternative titles for the same book. “The Eleven Habits of Highly Powerful People, The Secret: It’s Believing in Yourself, Confidence for Insecure Dummies…”

If these books presumed she wasn't confident that her choices would lead to success to start with, how could they expect her to pick which book was right for her? 

Actually, there was only one, real choice, Tasha thought. She opened her arms wide, taking advantage of her expanded wingspan and shoulders, and grabbed the contents of the entire shelf in one, huge armful.

As Tasha walked up to front of the store, she cursed under her breath. There was already somebody waiting in line. Plus, one of the crumbs from her muffin had fallen into her belly button, and it was itching like mad. She’d do anything for a scratch, but where was she going to put these books without them falling over?

“Excuse me?” she asked the man in front of her, a slender alligator in a business suit, who didn’t appear to have anything to buy. “Can I cut ahead? I have kind of a...life emergency going on here.”

“Well, ugh...you know, sure...but I’m just holding the space for my wife,” he said. “We’ll see what she says when she comes back.”

When his wife, a plump komodo dragon, returned, she stared at Tasha with disdain, her hands on her hips.

“I believe my husband was saving this slot,” she said snidely. “Can’t you just get to the back of the line?”

Tasha had tried to be polite, she thought to herself, and it had gotten her precisely nowhere.

“Well, I’ve got a crisis of confidence and an itchy navel. Tell you what, if you can take care of both of those, I’ll go back,” Tasha said. 

The woman looked from Tasha’s face, to her plump tummy and crumb-catching belly button, and then down at her own feet, her jaw slack and her eyes bulging. 

“Next,” said the cashier to the woman in front of her, but it was Tasha who trudged ahead, dumping all of the books onto the counter.

“Finally,” she said with relief, her arms killing her. She started scratching her belly button furiously as soon as she could. As she glanced down, she noticed the dried cranberry wedged between her boobs as well. She pulled it out, and then popped it into her mouth. 

“That’ll be $196,” said cashier behind the counter, whose expression went unnoticed by Tasha.

“No wonder Amazon’s destroying you guys,” Tasha grumbled. But then she came up with a plan: She’d just return the books that sucked a few days later.

Armed with that 'savings,' Tasha felt justified in spending a big on a massive snack-shopping run. She had to keep her energy up for her reading, after all. She got several bags of cheese curls, a few salamis, and a big container of that pudding she’d thrown away earlier. She just couldn’t go without knowing it tasted like. To keep herself going, Tasha bought several cases of energy drinks.

~

One Day Later

Tasha was sound asleep on the sofa, her legs spread wide. One was dangling down near the floor, the other was propped above the top cushion. The strain on her shorts from the pose and the increased girth of her thighs had proved too much for them, causing them to fray down the middle, exposing the modest forest of hair around her panties. 

Above that, her happy trail covered tummy spilled over her pants. With each long, slow breath, it rose and fell dramatically, and seemed to push itself a little further out of the confines of her T shirt, which was now woefully inadequate for covering her.

Dozens of books were strewn around her in a haphazard fashion. All of the books contained smudges and smears of grease and cheese dust, rendering them non-returnable. 

Tasha had tried to eat and drink her way to staying awake, but they did little good as the night grew long and the books grew increasingly boring. So, in her desperation, she’d turned to the only substance that she knew that could fulfill its promise: Primal. Whatever problems she’d caused herself with Primal, she decided, would be fixed via the confidence and decision-making skills Primal was going to help her learn from the experts.

Her notepad was next to her. In it were details about each book’s core message. The number of stains increased, while the quality of the penmanship decreased as time went on and her use of Primal increased. 

The content of her notes themselves also seemed to grow more disjointed. The first page of her notepad had an outline of the content of each chapter of the book, in bullet tree form. 

The Eleven Habits of Highly Powerful People. Habit 1: Plan your goals - create an outline of what’s important in your life and decide how you want to achieve that. Outline should contain concrete reasons for why each item is important to you and then create a solution…

The second page, reviewing the second book, contained a few key phrases from the book, along with Tasha’s own analysis of what they meant:

The Secret: Believing in Yourself. The author frequently exhorts the reader to perform “positive affirmations,” like saying “I am a lily among the weeds.” Won’t such affirmations ring hollow to the truly insecure? If one’s already too insecure to perform them and that’s the first step, where to go from there? Isn’t listing goals—mentioned both in the previous book and this one—a form of negative affirmation, reminding yourself of what you haven’t achieved?

By the third page, it wasn’t immediately clear which book, if any, she was responding to:

This one’s title admits that the author believes her audience to be idiots, and the natural consequences of such an assumption are dripping from every page. The message is only a slightly more complicated version of ‘don’t worry, be happy.’ Frankly, the advice given raises more questions about the state of publishing than it does about how to live life…

The rest of the pages were far less legible, and contained a spattering of invented, multisyllabic words, like neohappyism and idiosyncratitillation, as well as smudges, emojis, doodles, and of course, splatters of Primal spray.

When Tasha finally awoke, she wiped a river of drool from her mouth. As she pulled herself into a sitting position, her sofa groaned a little from the weight and her shorts tore even further. They were now only connected by their elastic waistband, all but hidden by her queen-sized muffin top.

She thumbed through her notebook.

“I can work with this,” she said, nodding a little and stroking her rounded chin with her thicker fingers thoughtfully.

~

“Goals: New Job, new friends...boyfriend?” Tasha said aloud as she wrote them down. “Why I want them...need money, want companionship...horny?” she spoke the last word with a little whisper, giggling a little as she did so, and causing even more of her rounded tummy to spill over her waistband. 

“Solutions: job hunt, meetups, online dating,” she said. 

“Last step: positive affirmations,” Tasha said. “I’m going to get a job, I’m going to make new friends, and I’m going to fall in love.” 

Going through the steps felt a little silly, and her earlier concerns certainly hadn’t been ameliorated. Still, Tasha couldn’t deny that on some level, she actually did feel better. 

~

“So, in your own words, tell us, why do you think you’d be a good legal consultant?” 

“Efficiency,” Tasha said, nodding knowingly at her interviewer, a stuffy-shirted dingo-dog with a staid tie and suspenders. For several moments, they made eye contact, but said nothing. Tasha’s grin slowly widened.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” he replied. “Can you elaborate?”

“Well, was trying to go with the efficiency thing, didn’t want to use too many words and over describe it, might defeat the purpose,” Tasha said, scratching at her elbow. Tasha hadn’t bothered to get fitted for new formal clothes, so she’d worn her old suit, which was obviously more than a size too small. 

As she scratched at herself, a tear formed between her shoulder and the rest of her arm, exposing not only her softer flesh but also the course, thicker body hair that had been sprouting up all over. It poked through the tear, like dark blood seeping from a wound. In fact, her arms stuck out so far that her suit now looked more like a suit-colored T-shirt. 

Tasha took the man’s silence as lack of understanding, rather than shock at her mangy appearance.

“You see,” Tasha continued, “You may have noticed that I’m not particularly well dressed. But I can make that work for you. I don’t prioritize useless rituals. You won’t have me billing extra hours. My hard work ethic is built upon what others would call laziness—I only do what’s important. That's what I mean by efficiency,” she concluded, then let out a small belch. “Woah, excuse me!” she said, in a singsong voice.

“Ugh…we’ll keep your file and notify you if a position opens up, in the meantime...please show yourself out.”

~

What was the problem there, Tasha wondered? Not confident enough? She’d have to use some more Primal for the next one.

Oh well, at least she now had plenty of time to get to her next activity: a sewing circle. First, though, she had to change out of her tight-fitting, torn business clothes. Why, she wondered, did offices ask people to dress like that? Once she found a firm that could appreciate her, she’d require everyone to dress comfortably, she thought.

The first piece of clothing Tasha tried on at home, a T shirt, ripped the moment Tasha tried to force her arm through it. Her blouses similarly tore and snagged, and her nylons ran just trying to squeeze her larger feet through them. In her frustration, she smashed her first against the closet door, causing it to fly back towards the wall. The resulting slam made one of the door’s hinges pop loose from its bearings.

“Damn, none of this fits,” she said. “Guess I’ve got to...go shopping.”

She said the words with contempt. Who wanted to wait in long lines for overpriced crap, just to look like everyone else? 

~

“Nope, guess that one doesn’t fit, either. Have it in a bigger size?” Tasha asked, pulling the shoes off and tossing them in rest of the pile of discarded, too-small footwear.

“That’s our biggest women’s shoe. If you’d like, I could bring you something from the men’s section…” said the salesperson, an exceedingly short chipmunk whose name tag read “Finley.” With their lilting squeaky voice, side-swished short hair, and scrawny frame, Tasha couldn’t tell if they were male or female. 

“Which aisle do you shop for your shoes in?” Tasha asked, in an attempt to be coy about asking the gender question, before giving herself a little spritz of Primal. 

“Actually, I just started working here. Haven’t really shopped for my own shoes yet,” Finley replied.

“No, no, no,” Tasha said, rolling her eyes. “I meant, are you a boy or a girl?” Tasha asked, loudly enough that a few other customers turned their heads to look.

“Um...I’m a boy,” Finley replied, his big chipmunk cheeks growing red. “Guess it’s the name, huh? Kind of androgynous, I know.” 

“That’s not the only aspect of you that’s androgynous,” Tasha said with a shrug that nearly destroyed what was left of her suit.

“I see,” he said, glancing down. “Do you want me to help with the shoes, or…”

“Nah, you probably gotta get busy putting back all those shoes I couldn’t fit into,” she said, pointing at the shoe mountain behind her. “I’ve bugged ya enough,” she said, playfully ruffling his hair and then wandering on her own to the men’s department. 

Tasha found a pair of steel-toed hiking boots that fit just fine. Upstairs, she found a baggy flannel shirt that felt nice and soft against her thicker fur, and an oversized pair of sweatpants that she figured would be great for growing into.

As she was preparing to head to the checkout line, her phone beeped at her. Her sewing circle had already started—she was late to meet her new friends. And the line was huge! She could feel herself sweating as she contemplated what to do. The uneasiness unnerved her, and she pulled out her can of Primal and gave herself a quick spritz.

Then, Tasha saw Finley wander past her, putting away more shoes. “Hey!” she shouted, flagging him down. Then she reached into her purse, and thrust a hundred dollar bill into his hand. “Put it in the register for me, and keep the change!” she said, before tucking her head down and barreling out of the store, then getting in her car and driving off as fast as she could.

~

Tasha stopped in front of the house that supposedly was holding the meetup, and changed into her new clothes. A dye pack had exploded in her sweat pants, giving her rear end a big, dark splotch. 

"Damn," she said, rubbing it for a moment. “Ok, my affirmations – what were they again? I’m great, I’m wonderful, everybody likes me!”

When Tasha pushed the door open, it hit the back wall with a loud bang. Then, she squeezed through the narrow doorway, her broad shoulders brushing against the frame just slightly. 

After that, Tasha lumbered forwards. Thanks to the size of her gut, she didn’t see what was beneath her, and she tripped on a pile of shoes stacked near the doorway. She arrested her fall only when she grabbed ahold of ahold of a curtain near a window, which was pulled from its bearings and clattered to the floor. Tasha tried to reattach it, but as she stepped onto the window sill to gain more leverage, the sill itself popped out of place, causing Tasha to lose her footing and nearly tumble to the floor yet again.

“I’m Tasha, here for the sewing circle meetup, sorry I’m late,” Tasha shouted as she made her way into the living room, where the rest of the women sat in a sewing circle. In the center of the circle was a table containing a few teapots and dry-looking thin crackers. The women varied in age, species, and height, but they all were slender, dressed conservatively, and stared up at her with cold eyes.

Tasha wasn’t paying attention, though, because she was busy rooting around in her purse, surprised by what she wasn’t finding.

“Oh, damn it! I forgot my yarn and needle! I’ll have to go back to my house and get it,” Tasha said. It wasn’t all bad, she thought, at least she could bring back some real snacks. “I’ll go grab something from Burger Bop while I’m out, you gals want me to bring you anything?”

The silence was deafening, but Tasha continued to wait.

“Take a seat, Tasha,” a spindly shrew said, finally. “I have an extra pair of needles and some yarn you can borrow.” 

The rest of the women shifted their angry glare towards the shrew, annoyed that anyone would help a disruptive presence stick around, but unwilling to give voice their discontent. 

“Hey, great!” she said. She sat down on a thatch chair, but the flimsy material groaned with her weight and the legs seemed to wobble as nervously shifted back and forth.

“I’ll just, uh...sit in the floor, I guess,” she said, pushing the chair against the wall and plopping down the carpet. She saw that all the other women had taken their shoes off, which explained the pile at the door. 

Tasha pulled off her shoes and tossed them over her shoulder towards the door, but thanks to the unfamiliar size and musculature of her arm, she wildly overshot, causing her steel-toed boot to fly right into the window. With no curtain there, it smashed right into the glass, causing it to fracture.

She barely noticed that, though, because after she took her socks off, Tasha was busy rubbing her toes onto the shag carpet. 

“Wow, this carpet is great!” she said. “So soft. You must vacuum all the time, right? I could never do that. Maybe I should, though. Hey, whose house is this?” 

“Sylvia’s,” said the shrew, pointing towards a gopher-girl on the opposite end of the room. “But knitting is usually quiet time,” the shrew added softly.

“Oh, okay,” Tasha said. “I’ll shut up now, then. My bad! Guess I got here a little too late to hear all the rules, huh? You see, I thought I had plenty of time, but then I had to go shopping to get some more clothes, and…”

Tasha continued to drone on, and the other sewers started to look at each other. They wondered who would be the one to politely show Tasha the door. Nobody wanted her there, but nobody really felt comfortable forcing the issue, either.

When she finally realized nobody was listening to her, Tasha felt a glimmer of awkward self-consciousness. It wasn’t pleasant, but she knew the way to get rid of it: Primal. She reached into her purse and sprayed some on her hands, rubbing the liquid behind her neck and on her itchy tummy.

Several of the sewers wrinkled up their noses at the assault on their senses—the sound of the spray can, the wafting smell of Primal, and the uncomfortable sight of Tasha rubbing and scratching at her spongy belly under her shirt. But they continued to say nothing.

As soon as Tasha was finished, her stomach noisily growled. Damn, she thought. Hungry already? She just ate!

But the only food in front of her was tea and crackers. How was she going to get full on that?

“Got anything else for nibbles?” Tasha asked, leaning forwards, placing her elbows on the table. “No? Ok…” she said. She reached for a tea cup and poured the pale, weak tea from the put into the delicate, small ceramic vessel. She took a cautious sip, and her mouth wrinkled with disgust at the milquetoast taste. 

“Ah!” Tasha said, seeing a tiny pot of honey. She pulled out the honeycomb dipper inside, leaving a snail trail of honey as she pulled it closer to her cup. Then, she dunked the dipper inside her cup, stirring vigorously and causing tea to slosh over the sides of the cup, creating a ring of warm liquid on the hand-stitched white tablecloth. 

Tasha tasted it again, but it still wasn’t sweet enough for her liking. So she turned the tiny tea jar upside down, using the honey dipper as a scooper to drain out all the remaining honey into her cup. 

“Guess I finished that one off,” she mumbled as most of the remaining honey oozed into her cup. She grabbed the jar and thought about throwing it out, but she didn’t want the waste the last few drops of the honey inside, which weren’t reachable with the dipper thanks to the curvature of the jar. Tasha tried shaking it out, and when that failed, she held the dipper upside down and used the narrow end of it to scrape out the last few morsels.

Unfortunately, the bottom of the dipper was still laden with honey, which stuck to Tasha’s hands after she held it. There weren’t any napkins, so Tasha tried to wipe the honey off on the tablecloth. The honey seemed to bind the fur on her hand to the cloth, and when she used the other hand to pull herself free, she painfully tore a few of her new hand-hairs in the process.

“Argh!” she yelped, once again arousing everyone’s attention. “My hand got stuck because the honey...ah, forget it,” she mumbled. She brought her hand to her lips and noisily started to lick off the honey, using her larger, longer, and flatter tongue, which succeeded in spreading it around on her hand and forearm, while only removing some of it.

She grabbed a handful of crackers with her other hand and munched on them five at a time, her giant bite creating a cascading spray of crumbs that landed on her, the sticky tablecloth and disappeared into the shag carpet. The crackers were exceedingly bland and quite dry, so she decided to wash it down with the thick slurry of tea and honey in her cup. 

Before she drank, she dimly remembered that there was supposed to be a proper way to lift the cup. How did the rest of them do it, she wondered, glancing around. None of women happened to be drinking tea at the moment, and quite a few were staring right at her. Something about pinky fingers, right? 

Tasha’s thicker fingers wouldn’t fit into the cup’s handle, so instead, she lifted it just with her pinky finger. Yes, that must have been it, she thought triumphantly. She grinned widely as she gulped the tea down, feeling all the confidence and poise of a proper lady.

As the liquid hit her stomach, Tasha’s frame began to expand. Her shoulders grew wider, fitting the fit of her super-sized over shirt perfectly. Meanwhile, her breasts swelled outwards and popped the top button, while her tummy began to puff up and widen, pushing out the bottom of her tucked in shirt.

“Alight, time to knit,” she said aloud, picking up the needles and yarn with her large, sticky, crumb-encrusted hands. She sneezed a little, but still felt mildly stuffed up afterwards. She tried to use her finger to root around for any misplaced boogers, but couldn’t quite reach. So instead, Tasha tried it with the knitting needle. Bingo!

She opened her mouth to share her satisfaction at clearing her silences, but instead of words, she unleashed a massive belch.

~

“So, I’m at the coffee shop, where are you?” texted Vince, the date she’d met online.

“I’m in the parking lot, coming in now,” she replied, spraying herself with more Primal for good luck and then heading towards the building.

When she got there, Vince, an athletic cheetah, opened the door for her. What a gentleman, she thought. When she sashayed on through, though, his face fell.

“Hiya!” Tasha said with enthusiasm as she plopped down on one of the bar stools next to him. Her weight caused the stool to slide backwards a little as she sat on it, creating an unpleasant sound as the metal scraped against the floor.

Tasha scooched back and forth, trying to make her butt feel comfortable on the cold, flat metal surface. Her movements caused her plump body to shake, and her breasts threatened to pop out of her flannel shirt, which now looked like it had shrunk in the wash.

“You don’t really look much like your picture,” said Vince, as he looked her up and down. Her flannel shirt only had one button done in the middle, exposing her cleavage, but—less invitingly for him—also showing off her bulging, hairier belly below that.

“Oh, yeah,” she said. “I’ve changed a little recently, didn’t really feel like wasting valuable time taking new pictures.” 

“Well, maybe you should,” he said, and he got up, and left without saying another word.

“Hey, where are you going?” she asked. When he didn’t reply, she yelled after him, “You don’t know what you’re missing!” 

His only reply was to start running.

“Pffh, what a loser,” Tasha growled. Still, as much as she was loathe to admit it, he had a point. Accurate pictures meant accurate information, and if she wanted to avoid a time-wasting repeat of what just happened, perhaps it was best for her to put a more accurate version of herself onto the site. 

Tasha made a goofy grin as she took a few selfies with her phone, and uploaded them. Then she ordered a couple of Kawaii Dreams and headed home.

~

“So, after I uploaded my new picture to the site, I stopped getting messages. That’s why I decided to try this speed dating thing,” Tasha explained.

“I see…” replied the athletic okapi seated in front of her. “Yeah, I’m gonna be honest with you, you’re not what I’m looking for—I usually prefer someone a little more feminine. Sorry.”

Tasha rolled her eyes. “Why are you sorry for liking what you like? You insecure about it or something?”

“Well, what I meant is…”

“Whatever. Good thing I’ve got two more dates after this,” Tasha cut him off.

Still, she thought, after that, a little confidence boost seemed appropriate. Tasha dug into her purse and applied some more Primal. The length of her forearms increased, causing her hands to inadvertently knock over the candle in the center of the table. 

~

“What would you say you look for in a woman?” Tasha asked the tall, slender diamondback rattler seated in front of her. “’Cause the last guy I talked to said I wasn’t it. Just trying, to you know, feel you out, as it were,” Tasha explained.

Her date nervously rocked back and forth for a few moments.

“Um…actually, I’m gay,” he said, thinking quickly. “I got into the wrong group by mistake.” 

“Really, now?” Tasha asked, scratching her head and arching her eyebrow in skepticism. “The previous guy said he was looking for someone more feminine. Well, then, what do you look for in a guy? Are big muscles your thing?” she asked, as she applied another dose of Primal and then flexed provocatively. Her bicep started to swell as she did so, growing from the size of a peach to a large coconut, the thick fur on her arms becoming darker and longer in the process.

“Eh…no…”

~

“So, sexy man, wanna just get out of here, go back to my place, and get busy?” Tasha said, to the hefty gazelle seated across from her.

“No!” 

“Just kidding! Well, not really. Kinda wanted to use that as an acid test. First guy said he wasn’t into me, second guy actually had the nerve to pretend he was gay to feign disinterest,” said Tasha. “What would you say are your three favorite things about me?”

“What!?”

“Just kidding, again!” Tasha said with a snort. “Can you imagine if I was serious, there?” 

“Yeah, this is the last date, so I’m just going to…go home now,” he said, slinking away from his table and into the parking lot.

~

Some Weeks Later

“Welcome to TGI Monday’s!” Tasha said to the patrons that walked in, a young pair of slender deer. “Come on and have a seat right here.”

“Actually, could we have a booth, please?” asked the woman.

“Sure, sure.  Wouldn’t want to have an uncomfortable chair for that narrow little butt of yours,” said Tasha as she guided them over. The woman wasn’t sure what to think.  Was that supposed to be a joke? An insult? An insult disguised as a joke? It certainly wasn’t funny.

“So, can I get you anything to start you out?” 

“Two root beer floats,” said the man. 

“Ok,” said Tasha. “I’ll be right back,” she added, and turned around and headed for the kitchen.

Tasha’s frame had proven too big for even the largest-sized shirts and pants, so instead she wore the apron-style uniform on its own over her bare fur. She wore a second apron on her back, which flared up like a cape whenever she moved too quickly. A few safety pins held the outfit together.

“Where’s your smile, Tasha?” said her manager, a slimy salamander, as she entered the kitchen and placed the orders into the queue.

“I…uh…I dunno,” Tasha admitted. 

“I saw that interaction. You’ve got to be more chipper and smiley. People come here for the atmosphere more than the food, and it’s your job to set that. I know it’s your first day, but try being more confident, okay?” 

“That, I can do!” Tasha said, her smile finally returning, and her manager left.

Tasha pulled out her can of Primal from her purse, shook it up, and gave herself a good spray. Then, she noticed that the order of root beers was ready. They were in oversized, chilled mugs and had several generous scoops of root-beer flavored ice cream on top. Seeing the fizzy drink made her mouth water and her stomach growl, and mind her mind desperate to come up with some rationalization for stealing one.

They’d ordered two root beers for two people, Tasha thought. Wouldn’t they be better off just getting one and sharing it? Much more romantic, she thought. And her boss did tell her people came here for the atmosphere…

Tasha heisted for a moment. Was this the right call? Should she ask her boss? Then again, her boss did tell her to be more confident…

“I’m confidently making this decision myself!” Tasha said, giving herself another spray and then grabbing one of the floats and starting to guzzle it down. As she drank, her lips began to change shape, swelling and growing plumper. Her cheeks grew larger as if to support them, and as she gobbled up the ice cream, the features of her face were twisted and contorted by her more bestial appearance.

But when Tasha finished off the float, she was still thirsty. Even worse, she was suddenly worried she’d made a mistake. She’d done interview after interview, with no luck. Had she really risked all that for a root beer float? 

Perhaps, she thought, another spray of Primal would clear things up, she thought, as she reached into her purse and sprayed again.

She had indeed made a mistake, Tasha realized. What if instead of romantically sharing the float, they fought over it? After all, it was so delicious that just having one—let alone, half of one —couldn’t possibly be enough.

There was only one thing to do to be fair: drink the other one. That way, they’d have nothing to fight over, right?

Tasha didn’t waste another moment thinking it over. She grabbed the other glass and downed it. 

As she drank, the fastener holding together her apron top burst open, exposing her growing, bulging, furrier belly.

“Here are your drinks,” said Tasha, as she set down the two empty glasses in front of the couple.

“Uh…did you drink those?” said the man, as he eyed the ice cream on Tasha’s thick lips.

“Why, yes, I did!” she said. “That’s very astute of you to notice,” she added with a big smile.

“Why!?” asked the woman.

“Well, you see, at first, I thought drinking one would put you in the mood—to share, I mean. But then it was so tasty, I thought you’d have a real row. Oh—actually, that might have been great! Make up sex, and all that!” 

“For your information, we’re brother and sister!” the woman said loudly.

“Oh!” Tasha said. “Do…do your parents know about the two of you?” she asked in a hushed voice.

“I’d like to see the manager!” said the man.

“I’m glad you’re so satisfied that you’d like to tell my boss about it, but that’s not necessary,” Tasha said grinning wider, and then let out a long, wet burp which exposed her larger teeth and massive gums and blew back the man’s hair.

“Tasha!” said her boss, walking up. “Go wait in the back until I get this sorted out!”

~

Tasha walked home with her wide shoulders furrowed, kicking empty cans and knocking over newspaper stands wherever she found them. If the customers were so happy, why was she fired? She’d been let go right after winning a big case at her old firm, too. 

The world just didn’t make sense anymore. But at least she knew that she wasn’t the problem.

“I’m a…hibiscus flower in the desert,” she said aloud, trying to remember the positive affirmation from the self-help book she’d read. “I’m a…clover in the swamp?”

When Tasha tried to kick a particularly well-grounded newspaper stand, her momentum sent her flying forwards, falling onto the cement. Her fat somewhat cushioned her fall, but it was still painful enough that she yelled out a string of expletives upon landing.  When she pulled herself upwards, she saw the bright lights of a casino off in the distance. 

“The Lucky Clover,” she said. “It must be a sign!”

~

Tasha’s bucket of chips represented her severance pay from her waitress job, as well as everything she had left in the bank. Her big hands were sweating as she held the bucket, causing it to slosh back and forth as she walked, and causing a few chips to tumble out. 

Tasha quickly leaned down to grab them, in the process nearly tripping a drink server. She needed a little boost, she decided, if she was going to play to win.  She decided to spray some Primal, and walked up to the Roulette wheel. 

“Put all my money on black!” Tasha said, shaking the bucket onto the table and causing her larger breasts to jiggle a little. Sure enough, the wheel came up black. There was a titter of polite applause. Tasha pulled out her bottle of Primal and gave it a kiss before spraying more.

“Everything on black again!” she said. She watched the ball as it spun, and brushed her messy hair out of her eyes. Her fingers rubbed against her thicker, nearly-merged eyebrows. 

It came up black, again. This time the crowd, growing larger, roared in approval. But now she faced a choice. Go black again, because it’d been lucky, or was it overdue for red? Or was she overdue to quit while she was ahead? She’d already quadrupled her chips, wasn’t that enough? 

She sprayed herself with Primal one more time, hoping it would give her the courage to walk away with her money and her head held high. She held down the nozzle a little longer than usual. The hair under her arms grew exponentially, longer and thicker than any hair that had grown there before. It was so thick that it prevented her arms from resting flush against her sides when she put them back down. 

She had to bet again. She knew that. But red or black? She looked at the color of the Primal can for a clue.

“Put all my money on…green,” she said, and the wheel spun. Green!? There wasn’t even a green, was there? Oh, fuck, she thought—what had she done!?

The wheel spun and fell on…the green zero.

“What payout is that?” 

“Zero split is 17-1,” said the operator.

“Seventeen to one, hear that?” Tasha shouted to the crowd, smashing the side of the table for emphasis, and causing her chips to slosh around inside noisily. They hooted and hollered for what seemed like forever.

“You seem pretty confident, miss. Another bet for you?” said the operator.

“Nah, I’ve got more than just confidence over here. I’ve got self-control. I know when to walk away,” she said. “Cash me out!” she said, eliciting more cheers. “Champagne for everyone, on me!” Tasha said. “And I’m hungry, too! What kind of snacks do you have? Any caviar?”

~

Tasha stretched her arms and yawned as she woke up in the Presidential Suite. As she pulled herself out of the luxurious four-poster bed, she saw the indentation her heavy form had made in the mattress. She swore she could see the contours of her big butt cheeks near the middle!

As she pulled herself out of bed, she slipped on a leftover tray of room service food. Tasha tried to regain her balance by grabbing one of the posts of her bed, but it broke off in her hands like a twig. As she fell forwards with the long pole in her big hands, it swerved forwards and knocked into the flat screen TV on the table, which then teetered and fell backwards. It landed with a sickening crunching sound. 

“Damn,” Tasha said. She nearly swore again when she looked at the clock, 1 PM. “Better get out of here before I’m billed for a second day,” she grumbled as she started to dress herself.

When Tasha pulled on her shirt, the seams started to fray, and when she pulled her arms together to button it, she inadvertently flexed her broad back, causing it to tear down the middle. Her sweat pants, which long ago started feeling more like tights, hardly seemed like an option. 

Instead, she went to the closet, which had a huge row of plush, fancy-looking bathrobes. Those would have to do, she thought as she shrugged – that action causing what was left of her shirt to fall down at her sides in tatters.

Tasha selected the largest one, which fit her comfortably. The soft plushness of the fabric felt fantastic. Glancing again at the clock, Tasha quickly gathered her belongings and left—not bothering to comb her matted hair or wipe the dried drool from her cheek. The one thing she remembered was her daily affirmation: “I’m awesome, that’s that!”

She settled up at the front desk, after which nothing was left from last night’s winnings – and they didn’t know about the bed and the TV yet.

But Tasha’s disappointment only lasted a moment, for as soon as she’d finished there, her phone buzzed.

“You’ve got a blind date match!” read her email.

Tasha was more than a little surprised. Ever since she’d uploaded more recent photos, she’d stopped receiving new messages from guys altogether. So she’d signed up for the 'blind date' feature, which would match her up with available guys in the area, sight unseen, based on some computer assessment of their profile. She hadn’t been matched for anyone at first, so she’d all but given up on the service. 

Tasha ran her hands through the soft, rich, velvet-like fabric of the robe, crediting it with her good fortune, and then made plans to meet. 

~

“So, where are you?” she texted.

“Near the mall’s entrance,” her mystery date texted back. When Tasha got there, she didn’t see anyone who might be her date. Just a very old woman, a couple of tween girls, and a smallish chipmunk. A boy, a girl? Could go either way…

Wait...wasn’t that the shoe salesperson?

“You’re...Tasha, right?” he asked, approaching her. She was far bigger and taller than he remembered, with longer, messier hair and thicker, curlier fur. But there was no mistaking her nonetheless.

“Yeah, yeah! You’re...don’t tell me...Felicity?” she asked

“Finley,” he said, his voice falling a little as she glanced downwards.

“Oh, Finley. Well, at least I knew it started with an F. And that it was a girl’s name,” she said proudly. Finley’s only reply was to slouch his tiny shoulders, making him appear even shorter than he already was. 

“Guess you weren’t expecting me, huh? What are the odds?” asked Tasha.

“Well, the web site has ten million users nationwide, and the city’s population is about two million, so if you extrapolate from…”

“So, did the suits get angry about my little mad dash out the door?” Tasha interrupted.

“Well, uh, they did, a bit. But that’s okay.” he said nervously as he thrust his hands into his pockets. “I’m sure wherever you had to go in such a hurry, it must have been important.”

“I was going to a sewing circle. I wanted to try to meet new friends,” Tasha explained. “Actually, a couple of days before I got my blind date alert thing, I signed up to try a painting class for tonight. You know, try and take another stab at the whole ‘friend’ thing. I figured after we grab a quick bite together, you might wanna join me,” she proposed.

“Sure! I...actually like painting, not that I’m that good at it or anything,” he said, glancing towards his feet.

“Let’s grab some nachos, I’m starving,” Tasha said, pointing towards the Mexican place at the end of the aisle. Finley started to saunter towards the place, but Tasha wasn’t comfortable with such a slow pace during a time of such great hunger. So she grabbed him by the hand and started jogging towards it.

When they approached the entrance of the restaurant, Tasha suddenly realized exactly what to do to make a good first impression, remembering how Vince had opened the door for her on their date. 

She let go of Finley’s hand and charged forwards. Other shoppers quickly hopped out of the way, cowering as they saw such a large woman hurtling towards them. Then, she pulled open the door for him. 

Most of the other guests were running away or waited in stillness, so after a few moments of hesitation, Finley walked through the open door.

“Ugh...thanks?” he offered weakly. 

“No problem,” she said with a wide grin. Tasha flopped down in an open booth seat. The table shook a little and the salt shaker fell over. Finley gingerly sat down opposite her.

"So, Tasha, that’s an interesting, uh…outfit you’ve got on,” Finley said.

“Oh, yeah. The clothes I got from your store don’t really fit anymore, so I got this from a fancy casino! It’s an amazing story, but…we’ve got to order first, I’m starving. The nachos are great here, how many do you want?” Tasha asked.

“How many individual nachos? What counts as a nacho? I mean, if you get them stuck together…” Finley trailed off as Tasha started laughing and slapping the table, causing it to shake.

“No, no, no. Not how many nachos, how many orders?” she clarified.

“Oh, uh, I’m not super hungry. We could probably split one,” he suggested.

“Welcome to Alberto’s, what’ll you have today?” asked their waitress, a heavyset polar bear.

“Three jumbo sized nacho platters, with extra sour cream on each one,” Tasha said. As the waitress began to walk away, Tasha shouted “...and extra guacamole!”

~

“You know, after I tried becoming a waitress, I thought I might not enjoy going out to dinner the same, but Alberto’s is an exception. Isn’t this delicious?” Tasha said, in between bites. The nachos were over-stacked with huge amounts of beef, beans, salsa, melted cheese, green guacamole, and olives, all smothered in a white sea of sour cream. 

She was using both hands to stuff them down her maw, barely bothering with chewing. Grease from the cheese soon coated her hands and face, while little flecks of the sour cream became lodged in her furry face.

“Pretty good,” Finley said, after taking the smallest chip from the plate closest to him and nibbling on it.

“That’s it?” Tasha asked. “Come on, you can do better! I wanna see those cute little cheeks of yours get big!” 

“Well…” Finley hedged.

“Come on, you didn’t even get any cheese on that bite. Here!” she said, grabbing a larger bite and shoving it towards his mouth. 

Finley opened his mouth to object, but that was all the opening she needed to stuff it down his mouth. He wasn’t prepared, and started coughing.

“Uh-oh, he’s choking!” Tasha said, rushing over to his side of the table and vigorously slapping his back. 

“I’m fine, I’m fine,” Finley tried to say, but his soft spoken words became softer still in between her body-shaking back slaps.

“Do you need water? The Heimlich? Mouth to mouth?” she said, leaning closer.

“I’m fine! I’m fine!” he insisted, louder, this time.

“Okay, if you’re sure,” she said, eyeing him closely. “I’ll sit here with you, just in case.”

“That’s not necessary, but…” Finley began, but the more he thought about it, the less he minded it. “...it is very nice of you. Lately, I’ve kind of felt like the world might let me choke, if it was unseemly to save me. Do you know what I mean?”
 

“Oh, totally. Myself, lately I’ve been feeling like I’m down to my last nacho,” replied Tasha, as she resumed eating.

“Ah, the last nacho. The last chance, the final shot, the lack of permanence reflected in the lives of…oh,” Finley said, looking down the plates and realizing that the last nacho comment wasn’t just a metaphor. Tasha looked at it longingly, but then handed it to Finley, letting him eat it at his own pace. 

She was right.  It was delicious.

When the check came, Finley reached for it faster, but Tasha slammed her hand down over his so hard that the salt and pepper shakers wavered, and then toppled. 

“No, no, no, I got this,” she insisted. 

“I’m sorry,” said the waitress replied, when she returned with Tasha’s card. “Declined.”

“What!?” Tasha bellowed. “How dare you!?”

“It wasn’t me, Miss, it was…”

“I’ve got it, it’s okay,” said Finley. 

"I'll get you next time,” she said, grabbing him around the shoulder and giving his cheek a noogie.

~

This was going great, Tasha thought to herself, once they were in Finley’s car and headed towards the art class. To seal the deal, just a quick boost of Primal. Tasha pulled it out of her purse, and the can sputtered, and then fell silent.

“Oh, no! Oh, fuck, I’m all out!” said Tasha. “Mind if we run to the store really quick?”

“To get more Primal?” he asked. Tasha nodded rapidly.

“Actually, I use that stuff, too. I felt pretty relieved when I saw you with a can. I guess I wasn’t the only one sucked in by their impossible promises, eh?”

“They’re not impossible, this stuff really does work! Don’t I look different to you? You know, bigger, hairier then when we first met?”

“Maybe,” Finley said with a shrug. “I mean, I’m not the best one to ask, since you were already quite a bit bigger and hairier than me when we first met, so I don’t exactly have a good frame of refere—”

“Do you have any with you?” Tasha asked.

“There’s a spare can in the glove compartment.”

Tasha’s eyes grew wide when she saw the can. “Thanks so much! Oh, I could just kiss you!”

“Well, uh...nobody’s stopping you there…” he replied. Tasha leaned in and gave him a big smooch on the cheek. Her lips felt very warm, wet, and soft against his.

When Tasha sprayed the Primal at herself, though, she didn’t feel any different. She held out her arm and placed the nozzle near one of her less-hairy segments, and sprayed it continuously.

“Woah, guess you really love it, eh?” he said, his eyes burning from the fumes.

“It’s not working,” said Tasha nervously. “It’s not making my hair grow! It must have been only in the promotional cans,” said Tasha. “Let’s go back to the market, see if they still have ‘em.”

“Sure, why not,” Finley said with a shrug.

~

“The Primal guy, is he here today?” Tasha asked.

“Excuse me, what are you looking for?” said the customer service rep, an elderly skunk with a sneer.

“The guy that gives out free cans of Primal body spray!”

“We don’t have that.”

“Well, what about other branches? Do you know where he is?”

“I’m sorry, we’ve never done a promotion for Primal. I don’t believe they give out free cans. Never seen anything like that.”

~

If that wasn’t a promotion for Primal, then what was it? Whatever it was, it meant there was no way to get more of them, Tasha thought, as she and Finley walked to the car.

“Well, at least you tried, right?” he asked.

The thought of no more Primal sent a chill down Tasha’s spine. She shook her last Primal can one more time, and sprayed it on herself. A last, dying gasp of spray issued forth, before turning into an empty hiss. Where the spray landed, Tasha’s fur stood on end. 

Her mind jolted into overdrive. If only the promotional cans did the trick, then that meant...

“We’ve got to turn around,” Tasha said. “It might still be there.” But Finley wasn’t moving, so Tasha grabbed the wheel and caused the car to swerve off the road into a wheat field.

“What the…hey!” Finley shouted, but Tasha quickly pulled the car back on the road, going the other way.

“Sorry, there’s no time to lose!” Tasha exclaimed. “We’ve got to get to the intersection of 7 and Bloomfield.”

“Alright, you going to tell me what’s going on?” Finley asked.

“It’s too hard to explain,” Tasha said. “And you probably wouldn’t believe me anyway. But you will, once we get there.”

“What exactly is the ‘there’ that we’re looking for?” asked Finley, more confused than ever been still curious to find out what exactly was going on.

“There!” Tasha said, pointing to the roadside. 

“Where?” Finley asked. “I just see a dirt road and some trees!”

“Pull over, pull over!” she shouted at the top of her lungs.

“Okay, okay!” he said, slamming on the breaks. Tasha flew forwards, her seat belt not enough to prevent her breasts from slamming against the car.

“You okay?” he asked.

“I will be,” a dazed Tasha murmured as she took off the belt and got out of the car. “At least one of them has to be here, somewhere…” she kept repeating over and over.

“I might be able to be of some help, if only I knew what it was we were looking for,” Finley said, as he stepped out of the car to stare at Tasha rooting around in the dirt and through the fallen leaves.

“For Primal, of course!” she exclaimed.

“Why would there be cans of Primal here?” he asked.

“Because I threw them away here,” she explained.

“You threw them away—outside?” Finley asked. “Isn’t that, you know...littering?”

“That reminds me! I’m due in court tomorrow!” she said, chucking fistfuls of dirt and leaves behind her as she ran through the ditch.

“If you threw them away, why do you want them back?” Finley asked.

“So I can feel confident!”

“Why didn’t you want to be confident before?” 

“Did your previous questions really help make this situation easier to understand?” Tasha asked.

“Well...no, not really,” Finley replied,

“Then what makes you think more questions will help?”

“I...dunno,” Finley replied, feeling a little embarrassed. “I guess, you know, there’s the abstract Enlightenment era-principle that the pursuit of knowledge is a worthwhile endeavor in and of…”

“Oh...my...God! Fuck, yes! I found one!” Tasha cried out, holding the can in her fist above her head.

“You found a can of Primal?”

“Yes, yes!” she shouted. “You want a hit of this?”

“I’m good,” Finley said. “But, you help yourself.”

Help herself Tasha did. She sprayed Primal on herself triumphantly, rolling around in the dirt as she did so. “I found it, I found it!” she shouted, over and over again. 

~

When Tasha returned to the car, her forehead smashed against the top of the door as she got in.

“Fuck! See that? I’m taller now, and this stupid car won’t fit me,” she grumbled. She found more evidence for her theory when the seat belt wouldn’t quite go over her huge gut. She sucked in, in order to get it to buckle, but one she exhaled, the fastener that held the buckle in failed, and the buckle went flying back, hitting her in the face.

“Damn, my eye,” she shouted as she punched the car in frustration, causing the little knob to turn on the radio to fall off.

“Don’t worry about that,” Finley said quickly, before she’d apologized. “I don’t much listen to the radio anyway.”

~

“Okay, so who here would like to explain why we’re doing a still life of the fruit basket?” asked the instructor, as Finley and Tasha walked into the art class, which had already begun. Three students proffered their answers:

“Because it’s easy?”

“Because it’s open to interpretation?”

“Because it’s to pay homage to a classic painting of Modigliani?”

“Very good! All of those could be correct,” said the instructor, a long-haired, slender llama. “In art, there are no right or wrong answers.”

“Actually,” Finley whispered to Tasha, “the Still Life with Fruit is a classic of Caravaggio, not Modigliani, so, technically, there is such a thing as a wrong answer…”

“Good one!” Tasha said in a booming voice, before giving him a high five. 

“Let’s try to keep unsolicited interruptions to a minimum, so we can focus on our creativity,” said the instructor. 

“Of course, our apologies,” Finley said, as Tasha snorted derisively.

~

“Ugh, this sucks,” Tasha said, looking at her canvas. “At least they should let us paint donuts.” Nothing about her art felt right—the entire medium felt restrictive and boring. Nobody was paying attention to her, while she was bored, staring at an uncooperative canvas. 

“I didn’t want to be the first one to speak but, but I must say, I concur,” replied Finley, as he tilted his head slightly and gazed into his empty canvas. “Try as I might, I can’t seem to find a way to make this subject more compelling.” 

Tasha glanced around at the other artists, and saw a menagerie of furrowed brows and frustrated frowns. Nobody seemed to be happy with what they were creating, and the teacher was little help when asked for intervention, preferring to, as she put it “allow the student to grow from the experience of failure.”

The unartful lines on the canvass seemed to taunt her, and Tasha shouted “I’m done with this!” before smashing her fist through it. 

There was a moment of stunned silence; Tasha was beginning to get accustomed to that sound.

“Well, if you’re done, perhaps you can go? So you don’t disrupt the rest of us, that is…”

“Wait a minute, done painting, disrupt the rest of us...that’s it!” Tasha shouted, before running towards the center of the room.

“I’ll never be a great painter, but perhaps I can be a wonderful subject,” she announced, before pulling off her shirt and tossing it behind her,  It landed on the instructor. She tore off her bathrobe and posed proudly for the audience.

~

“Wow, that was just...wow,” Finley repeated. “I can’t believe you really did that! I never would have had the balls to try something like that, not in a million years!”

“I can’t believe they threw me out! Those idiots don’t know that they’re missing. Who wants to paint fruit all day?”

“Not me,” Finley said. 

“It’s too bad, though, that you didn’t get to finish your picture. I would have liked to see how you drew me,” said Tasha.

“I certainly hope that I could have done you justice,” said Finley. 

“Well...let’s go down to the arts and crafts store, pick up some paint and canvas, head back to your place and...ya know...finish the job, if you get my meaning,” said Tasha, licking her lips and arching her eyebrow.

“Yeah, I got it…” Finley said softly, but Tasha didn’t hear.

“Eh? Eh? Finish the job?” she repeated, giving Finley a playful elbow.

“Ow,” he complained, nearly doubling over from the force of the impact.

“Aww, poor thing. Want me to carry you to the store?”

~

“I thought we’d never get through that line!” said Tasha. 

“We only waited for about two seconds, before you announced we were buying the canvas for naked art and then everyone got out of your way,” Finley reminded her.

“Two seconds too long,” Tasha grumbled. “It would have been faster to just grab ‘em, hand them money and run, but I didn’t want to embarrass you again,” she said, hitting her head as she tried to duck down low enough to step through the door of Finley’s apartment. 

The foundations of the building seemed to shake a little as Tasha’s thick skull made contact with the wall, but she quickly shook off the impact—sending flecks of dirt and food through the air in the process—and then stepped inside.

Quaint, hand-carved oak was everywhere, from the decorative spirals on the door to the fancy clocks and miniature stacks of shelves 

“Hey! Wait ‘till I shut the door!” Finley cried out, trying to push it closed as Tasha yanked her top off.

Tasha slammed it shut with her butt, and then Finley got to work setting up the paint and easel. She struck a heroic pose, flexing her arm and gazing up at the sky like a superhero.

After only a couple of minutes though, Tasha began to feel itchy, bringing her fingers around and scratching her butt.

“Hey!” Finley said. “No moving, throws off my frame of reference.”

“Okay, okay,” Tasha agreed. A few minutes later, her stomach growled.

“I’m hungry,” she said loudly.

“After that big dinner? That’s a joke, right?”

“No! I’m hungry!” she said, stomping her foot repeatedly and causing the floor to shake.  

“Hey! Keep it down up there, you maniac!” an elderly neighbor's voice shouted. 

“God, she’s annoying,” Finley said as he rolled his eyes. “Ok, ok, sorry,” Finley called out more loudly.

“If she’s bothering you, why are you apologizing to her?” Tasha asked.

“Shh...I’m trying to concentrate,” Finley said.

“Ok, but before you do that, can you get me a sandwich?” Tasha asked. 

“What!?”

“You said I wasn’t supposed to move,” Tasha reminded him. “And in case you didn’t hear, I’m hungry,” she bellowed, pounding her chest with her fists.

“Hey! I said keep it down!” said the voice.

“If you want to come up here and make me the sandwich, I’ll gladly shut up!” Tasha shouted back.

“Fine! Fine! I’ll get you the sandwich!” Finley said, rushing to the kitchen.

~

“More mustard! More. More. More. Do you have another bottle?” Tasha asked.

“Nope...sorry,” Finley asked, squeeze the bone dry bottle on top of the overstuffed, colossal sandwich. “I don’t like mustard, so…”

“So why do you have any on hand if you don't like it?” Tasha asked.

“Well, I don’t usually have company over, but on the off chance that…”

“Why would you apologize for not having more if you weren’t expecting me?” Tasha interrupted.

“Well, I suppose that it’s an issue of courte—” he began, as he handed her the sandwich.

This time Tasha interrupted him with a huge, loud crunch. The layer of pickles she’d insisted he add made this the noisiest sandwich he’d ever prepared.

“Mmmph…” she groaned. “You make a mean sub, Finley,” she said with her mouth full, bits of bread, mustard and lettuce falling out and landing in her fur next to the leaves and dirt from the roadside.

Finley quickly returned to the canvas.

When she was done, she asked, “Watcha got there?”

“Meh, I don’t know, it’s not very good,” Finley hedged. “Let me start over, so I can show you something I’m proud of.”

“Fuck that, I wanna see it now,” she said, grabbing the easel and turning it around to face her. 

Tasha’s eyes went wide as she saw herself in a half a dozen poses at once, courtesy of extra limbs stacked on top of each other. Her legs were poised, but additional legs were stomping on the floor. One arm was flexing, another smashing her breast, another feeding herself a sandwich, and another scratching her ass. Her robe, which once fit her comfortably, now tightly hugged her frame, showing off her expansive cleavage, as well as all the creases from her stomach and the ripples on her shoulders. 

The darker, thicker, curlier hairs that grown over her usual fine, soft, short fur were obvious everywhere – her armpits, upper thighs, happy trail, forearms, and elsewhere. In many places, it had become so dense that it crowded out her normal fur entirely.

Since she’d ‘discovered’ herself a few weeks ago in the tub, mental projections of her transformation had been her main trigger, and this painting was like a gold mine. She slowly pressed her thighs together rhythmically, not caring if Finley was watching.

“Pretty fucking rad,” Tasha said as her grin grew wider. “You’re like a modern day Picasso or something, right?”

“Well, I don’t know if I'd quite go…”

“You gotta sign this!” Tasha said. “I bet after your death, it’ll be worth a billion bucks!”

“I mean, I guess I...wait, after my what!?”

“It’s the coolest painting I’ve ever seen! And not just because it’s of me—although of course, that helps. If you don’t believe your own potential, then I’ll buy it from you,” Tasha said. “I’ll pay you later,” she added hastily, remembering her financial difficulties.

“Or, I could just give it to you, if it means that much to you,” Finley said with a shrug.

“You’re the sweetest,” Tasha said, reaching over and pulling her arm around him.

“The sweetest? Well, that could be overstating…” Finley hedged.

“Don’t disagree with me. You’re the sweetest! Ever!” Tasha said, squeezing his narrow, delicate-looking shoulders tightly.

“Okay! Okay! I’m the sweetest!” Finley agreed. “You happy?”

“Yes! Tickle tickle!” she said, reaching under Finley’s shirt.

“Cut it out!” he cried, amid squeals of high-pitched laughter.

“Ok, I’ll stop,” Tasha said, reaching her hand a little lower, until it slipped under his underwear.

Finley’s breathing quickened. Tasha’s hand was so big and so strong that her touch generated as much fear as there was excitement. 

“You ok, little man?” she asked.

“Ah...hah,” he said, through gasps. “I’m just a little...surprised.”

“About what?” she asked.

“I didn’t know if you...liked me that way…” Finley sputtered. “Usually, to girls I’m just…the quirky little friend,” he added.

“Guess you’ve been hanging around the wrong kind of girl,” said Tasha. 

Finley stepped closer to Tasha and tried to stand on his tip toes to kiss her, but she was too tall for that. She started to lean down and Finley closed his eyes and pursed his lips, expecting a kiss. 

Instead, she placed her arm around his butt and lifted him upwards, her other hand still inside his pants. He had to hunch his shoulders to avoid hitting his head on the ceiling.  He wrapped his arms around her thick neck.

“Such a cutie,” Tasha said, removing her hand from his pants and rumpling his wavy hair. In the process, she smeared it with bits of food and his own precum. At the same time, she squeezed his rear and pressed him a little closer into the side of her body, his crotch grinding against the side of her massive breast.

Finley winced with a mixture of pleasure and discomfort, gnawing on his lower lip with his prominent upper teeth.

“Where’s the bedroom?” Tasha asked in a sing-song, suggestive tone, and started walking around before waiting for an answer.

“It’s…well…” Finley hedged, worrying that it would be inadequate for their needs.

After pushing open the door and spotting the short, impossibly narrow cot, Tasha said, “Don’t tell me that’s your bed.”  She snorted.  “That’s barely a bench!” 

Tasha sat down on it as though that’s what it was and plopped Finley on her big, warm lap.  His head gently rested on her breasts.

“Enjoying the view?” she asked him.

“Well, yeah…” he said, before she squeezed him, hard.  She pressed him closer against her and buried his head so deep in her cleavage that he was up to his ears in boobs. When she pulled him free, he was red-faced and panting, but also grinning widely.

Tasha stood up again, and then, with a few well-placed yanks, she tore away what was left of her own clothes. It was the second time he’d seen Tasha naked that evening, but it was the first time he’d actually got a good look. The first time, he’d covered his eyes, unable to take in such an outrageous spectacle. Secretly, though, he’d wanted to look. Now that Tasha was stripping just for him, he allowed his eyes to feast upon her greedily, as if to make up for his prior missed opportunity. 

Tasha dropped the bits of torn fabric from her powerful fists as she strutted towards him. Her huge belly swayed back and forth as she did, giving tantalizing glimpses of her full, thick pubic hair. She paused only for a moment, to reach into her purse and give herself a quick spray of Primal, for good luck. Then she turned back towards Finley and bounded towards him at an increased pace, before leaping onto the bed.

It crashed under her weight with a sickening crunch. Finley actually breathed a sigh of relief – they were lucky, in his view, that they hadn’t crashed all the way through the floor.

Finley nervously fidgeted and tried to grind his body against hers. He didn’t know what he was doing, especially with a woman her size. Tasha was more experienced and far more confident, but as she pushed and pulled on his torso, she found her belly kept getting in the way of their coupling.

Finally, Tasha had an idea. She picked up Finley’s tiny feet with her own, massive hand-like feet, and effortlessly dangled him above her like a little doll.

Trying to lower him, though, proved a little more taxing. Tasha still wasn’t used to the size and strength of her new legs, and so Finley moved down in herky-jerky motions, eventually getting pushed headfirst into her furry crotch.

Tasha couldn’t see Finley’s head over the dome of her big belly, but she could feel him get to work. She giggled with delight as his tongue lapped at her, and then groaned with satisfaction as she climaxed quickly. 

After she pulled him free, Finley’s hair was matted, his face was wet, and he was clearly out of breath.

“Having fun?” she asked. Then, not waiting for a reply, she pulled him towards her face. She kissed him hungrily, enjoying her taste on his lips, then licked at his ears. Meanwhile, she reached behind him and guided his tiny butt towards her cleavage, pressing him against the furry, sweaty valley between her breasts. She slapped his butt a few times, partly to increase the friction for the sake of his pleasure, but mostly for her own amusement. He squealed a bit, just like she’d hoped he would, before he came all over her.

“Me tired now,” Tasha said. She let out a roaring yawn before she started snoring. Finley curled up into a ball on top of her huge tummy, resting his head in the big valley of her bellybutton, and went to sleep, too.

~

Some Weeks Later

“Let’s see ‘Predator vs Solar Flare' next week,” said Tasha.

“Can’t,” said Finley, “gonna be out of town.”

“Taking a trip without me, eh? Who you gonna go see? What’s her name? Tell me!” said Tasha, reaching out and ticking Finley under the chin.

“No, no, I’m not seeing a girl,” Finley protested.  He attempted to bat her large hands away.

“A boy, then? Wow, Finley, I didn’t know you swung both ways,” Tasha teased, ticking him even harder.

“No, I don’t…no…Tasha, quit it a minute?” he said, and she finally relented. “I’m going to visit my family. You know, for Christmas?” he said, when he managed to get air back in his lungs.

“Oh, cool! I can’t wait to meet ‘em!” she said, before bounding off of the bed, grabbing a suitcase, and then starting to stuff it with handfuls of dirty clothes.

“Well, I wasn’t sure I was going to invite you,” said Finley. “I mean, I’d love to have you there and all, but…”

“But…what?” Tasha asked, abandoning her clothes and hopping back onto the bed. “Spit it out,” she said when his reply wasn’t forthcoming. Tasha then gave him what she intended to be an encouraging pat on the back, but it ended up knocking him off of the bed entirely.

“I don’t think you’ll like them,” Finley said, after Tasha pulled him back up with her tail. “They’re very judgmental. I feel like I never have permission to disagree with them. Plus, they’re kind of…prim and proper. You know. Boring and all that.” 

“They probably just need to loosen up, and I can’t think of anybody better to help them with that then myself,” Tasha said. “I’ve certainly helped you loosen up, haven’t I?”

“Well, yeah, but…” Finley hedged. “But about the trip, I really don’t think it’s a good idea. I mean, I don’t want you to think I’d be embarrassed by you, but…”

“What? No, of course I wouldn’t think that.”

“Oh, well, that’s a relief,” said Finley, exhaling deeply.

“Great, then I’ll go back to packing! I’ll bring my lucky robe!” she said, jumping back off of the bed again. This time, she pulled the sheets with her as she stood up, and Finley flopped over from the sudden motion. 

~

“I’m hungry,” said Tasha. 

“We ate right before we left the house,” Finley grumbled.

“I said I’m hungry!” she repeated with greater volume, rubbing her head against her burgeoning belly for effect. 

“We’ll eat when we get there. It’ll be a big family dinner,” Finley explained.

“But that’s in like, hours!” Tasha complained. “Let’s stop for ice cream!” she added, pointing to an '81 flavors' shop up ahead.

“I don’t like being late to my parent’s house…” Finley protested, but Tasha grabbed the wheel and steered the car towards the off-ramp.

“Hey!” Finley protested, but it was no use.

“I’ll be better company once I’ve eaten. I’m doing this for your sake,” she said.

“Alright, alright,” he conceded.

~

“Wow, look at that, Finley! Any toppings you want!” she said in a reverential whisper as pointing to the sign. “What are you gonna have?”

“I’ll just have a few bites from yours,” he said with a little shrug.

“A few bites from mine!?” Tasha said, before nearly doubling over from laugher. She had to brace herself on a stool, which groaned as one of the metal legs bent slightly. “Finley, honey, you know there isn’t going to be any left over after I’m through with it!”

“I’m have the triple scoop…that’s the biggest, right?” Tasha asked. The woman behind the counter, a ladybug with coke-bottle classes, nodded ploddingly. “OK! Banana-nut, cookie dough, and icy garcia.”

“Which toppings would you like?” said the server, pointing towards an array of about three dozen tubs that contained various accoutrements.

“Everything!” said Tasha.

“Maximum three toppings.”

“What!?” Tasha said, her voice full of such ardent indignation that both Finley and the server jumped a little.

“Maximum…three…toppings,” said the woman, a little slower. 

“But…but the sign said any toppings!” Tasha shouted, placing her hands on her hips.

“Yeah. Any three.”

“That’s…false advertising!” said Tasha. “I’m a lawyer! I could have this place shut down.” 

Finley closed his eyes, wincing a little at the upcoming confrontation.

“Don’t care, I’m not the owner, I just work here,” said the woman with a little shrug. “You can pay 25 cents extra per topping if you want more.”

“Thank you,” said Finley, assuming the worst was over.

“No!” Tasha shouted, slamming her foot down. The motion caused her swollen breasts to nearly leap out of her robe.

“It’s the principle of the thing! I want what I want, and I want it now!” Tasha growled through gritted teeth. Finley knew from his experience making her a sandwich that talking her out of wanting everything on it would be an exercise in futility. 

Not only was the confrontation troubling Finley, but he knew the longer it went on, the later they’d be to his parent’s place—creating another likely conflict. And yet, his usual approach to conflict, quietness and appeasement, seemed totally ineffectual. What could he do?

Maybe he’d been thinking about this all wrong. What would Tasha do if she was trying to intervene here?

Finley opened his wallet and pulled out a twenty dollar bill. He headed for the cashier’s counter.

“Finley, I said I don’t want pay extra…” Tasha began. 

“I’m not paying extra,” Finley said, dropping the twenty into the tip jar. “I’m tipping in advance of our excellent service.”

“Excellent service?” Tasha asked in a mocking tone. 

“Yes. You were about to give my girlfriend here whatever toppings she wants. Weren’t you?” Finley asked, looking right at the server.

“Yeah, sure,” she said with a little shrug. “All the fixings, coming right up.”

“Yay!” Tasha exclaimed, jumping up and down. The shockwaves the impacts produced caused the stool that she’d dented earlier to topple, falling towards the next stool over and causing a chain reaction.  All of the stools in the row noisily clattered to the floor.

The ice cream cone was packed first with a layer of syrups: chocolate, white chocolate, caramel, and strawberry. On top of that sticky mess were placed six different kinds of ground sprinkles. Finally, the heavier items, like dried apple slices, gummy bears, and raisins were packed on. Bits and pieces fell as she moved it to the counter.

Finley paid for the ice cream, while the server muttered “stupid gorilla,” under her breath.

“Gorilla? Where?” Tasha said, turning behind her.

“Let’s just eat,” Finley said, encouraging her to sit down. She did, but as soon as she tried to lift the cone to her face, the waffle pastry cracked from the strain of the weight.

Of course, that didn’t stop her. She lifted the melting, sticky, gooey mess up to her face and started aggressively biting into it. Shards of waffle cone and sprinkle sprayed everywhere as she did so. In a surprisingly short amount of time, she’d consumed it all. Then, she used her long, thick tongue to start slurping and sucking up any of the crumbs or melted ice cream that had fallen onto her hands and her wrists – of course, being motivated by hunger, not cleanliness. 

“I did it!” she said, standing up and pumping her fist in the air, nearly hitting the ceiling. As Finley stared up at her, he thought it wasn’t surprised that she was being mistaken for a gorilla. Her fur patterns, as well as her heft and the broadness of her skull certainly gave her the look of the species. 

Yet, even for a great ape, Tasha had become extraordinarily large, a fact which became more apparent as Tasha slowly sauntered closer to Finley. As her breasts pressed against his back, he could tell that each of her breasts had grown nearly as wide as Finley’s torso. Her arms, wrapping around him, contained large, chunky swaths of musculature which were then drowned in flab. 

Tasha’s thumb and forefinger stroked the sides of his face lovingly. Tasha’s hands had grown so large and so unwieldly in a world designed for smaller people that she’d gotten into the habit of doing many everyday tasks, like opening doors or grasping the handle of a pot or pan, with just those two fingers. The habit occasionally carried over to other tasks where it wasn’t strictly necessary, thought it wasn’t as though Finley minded. 

Finley reached behind himself and buried his hands in Tasha’s soft, warm, furry gut. The fat easily yielded to his fingers, then swallowed them up as he reached deeper to feel the firm muscles underneath. The new, thicker fur she’d sprouted on her lower belly slightly tickled his arms and wrists in a good way, like his scratchy but beloved childhood wool blanket he saved for especially cold winter days.

“Ready to go?” he asked. 

“One more ice cream for the road, then yeah.”

~

“Nervous?” Tasha asked, as they drove up to the house at the edge of the forest. She pulled out her can of Primal and gave it a spray for a few seconds before it sputtered out. Oh well, she thought.  She felt plenty confident already.

“Kinda,” Finley admitted. “I wish I had your confidence,” Finley added with a wistful sigh.

“But you do have my confidence!” Tasha insisted. “I’m very confident in you!” she said, playfully tussling his hair.

“No, I meant...ah, nevermind,” said Finley, as he tried and failed to put his hair back in place. “No matter what happens, I hope you still feel that way.”

“’Course! Now let’s get in there!” Tasha said, pointing towards his parent’s house. She got out of the car and bounded towards the front door, her massive feet kicking up twigs and bits of dirt while Finley slunk towards the door in tiny little steps, his small shoulders bowed. Tasha then knocked on the door so hard that the wood started to fracture; tiny little splinters showered everywhere.

“So, is Tasha running late?” asked Finley’s father when he answered the door. “Who’s your friend, there?”

“I’m Tasha, silly!” she said. “Hug!” she added, opening her arms wide and exposing her hairy underarms. A thin, tiny chipmunk with small glasses, Finley’s father’s face twisted into an expression of horror and disgust. 

“No, no, no! Quite all right, we’re not a family of huggers,” he said, taking several more steps back than were necessary to avoid Tasha’s embrace. “What’s that you are…wearing there?” he asked, pointed towards her robe. Once brilliant and white, it was now stained with dirt, food, sweat, and more. It was a rainbow of greys, matted, fraying, and clearly inadequate at holding in Tasha’s girth.

“It’s my lucky robe!” she boasted. “You see, I was enjoying a winning streak at this casino, and…”

~

“So, how did you two meet?” asked Finley’s mom. The family was seated at the dinner table, through Tasha was on the floor after she broke the chair.

“Online dating site,” said Finley, quickly, taking advantage of the fact that Tasha was distracted ripping off a big hunk of turkey with her hands.

“Really?” his mother replied. “I could never meet someone through one of those sites. Who knows who’s really going to show up,” she said, shooting a glare in Tasha’s direction as she licked her fingers clean of turkey juices.

“Technically, we didn’t meet through the website,” Tasha replied. “We met when I shoplifted from his store.”

“Haha, good one!” Finley said. “Tasha, she’s got a great sense of humor. Don’t you, honey?”

“Of course I do! I’m the funniest person on the planet! I could make a lemon laugh, if only they could talk,” she boasted. 

Finley’s uncle, who was a little taller and heavier than Finley’s father, chuckled a little.

“You think that’s funny? You should hear about our first date!” exclaimed Tasha.

“Well, let’s save some stories for later…” Finley began, but Tasha kept talking.

“So there we are at this art place, and they wanted us to just paint a bowl of fruit! Boring! I decided I’d take off my clothes, give them something a little larger and more interesting than a still life, if you know what I mean.”

Finley’s uncle started to laugh even harder.

“I can’t believe they actually allowed such a thing,” said Finley’s father, as Tasha gulped down all her punch in one go. The golden cups were tiny even in Finley’s hands; for Tasha they amounted to little more than a shot glass. 

“Naw, those bozos kicked me out. But not to worry! Finley got his chance to paint me later.”

“Don’t tell me you actually encouraged her aberrant behavior!” said his mother.

“No, no, no,” Tasha reassured her. “That was before I took my clothes off for the second time.”

Aside from Finley’s uncle continuing to chuckle, the room was dead silent. 

“Let me just get some more of that crab,” said Tasha. When nobody passed it to her, she tried to lean over and reach it, but even with the extended reach her longer arms and fingers gave her, it was just out of her grasp. 

Not feeling like getting up, she leaned forwards to give herself a couple of extra inches. But when the weight of her gut flopped onto the table, the entire thing flipped towards its side, and every dish and plate slid towards the floor in a deafening cacophony.

Tasha didn’t bother trying to right the table, instead diving to the ground to grab the crab before it hit the floor. 

“Saved it!” she proudly announced, raising her hands in triumph. But that motion was enough to cause the tie on her bathrobe to pop, and her breasts and belly to slosh out. 

Though Tasha felt no sense of shame, for a moment she contemplated rushing to try to hide her nakedness, for Finley’s sake. But then she thought – hey, they’ve already seen the goods, there’s no going back. Why not at least give them a show?

Tasha flexed her massive biceps, which raised her breasts a little. Huge and firm like jumbo watermelons, they sat proudly on her wide, barrel-like chest. Her huge gut expanded larger the further down it went, as though the hourglass in her figure ended directly in her belly. Her bellybutton looked like some kind of miniature bottomless pit. Below it was her dense happy trail. The hang of her gut wasn’t quite enough to completely cover the start of her nether regions, which were hairier still…

~

“You’ve got to tell her to leave,” Tasha heard Finley’s father say, as she listened at the door of the study. “And I never want you to see her again.”

“But, Dad…”

“No buts about it, young man,” he said. “You ought to be ashamed for brining someone like that into our house.”

“I like her,” Finley protested. “She doesn’t deserve to be judged!”

“You may care for her, but the world is a cruel place,” said his mom. “You don’t want us to judge her, but you’ll be judged for associating with…well, with someone like that. You can’t change our minds, and you can’t change the world. Please, be reasonable about this.” 

“Be reasonable, or we’re cutting you off,” his father added.

Tasha tried to hold her breath, not wanting to disrupt the silence.

“You know…” Finley began. “Someone once said, ‘The reasonable man adapts himself to the world; the unreasonable one persists in trying to adapt the world to himself. Therefore all progress depends on the unreasonable man.”

“Where did you here that nonsense!?” asked his father.

“From Tasha. She said she read it in a self-help book. I love her and I’m not going to let her go,” Finley said.

Tasha tried to pull open the door, but the knob came off in her hand. So instead, she got a running start and smashed her way through it, showering Finley’s father in woodchips.

“Oh, Finley, I never doubted you for a second!” she said, scooping him up in her arms. “I love you too!”

“Get out! Get out of my house!” her father demanded. 

~

“That was awesome! I feel great!” Tasha said, as they drove back. “Don’t you feel amazing?”

“No,” Finley said. “I can’t pay my rent on my salary; my family was helping out with that. Now I’m screwed.”

“Then you can move into my place,” she said. “I’d say let’s move into yours, but it’s a little small for me…”

“Tasha, you’re out of work and out of money,” Finley said. “When was the last time you even paid your rent?”

“I don’t remember,” she said ruminatively.

“You’re probably going to get evicted,” said Finley. “We’ll be homeless before you know it!”

“Stop worrying so much,” Tasha said. “Everything’s going to work out just fine!” 

“How can you be so confident all the time?” Finley asked. “Bad things do happen, you know!”

“Something bad happened just now, but what matters is you stood up for me,” said Tasha. “Even if we’re homeless, I’m sure find a way to make it. Oh, I’ve got it!”

“Got what?”

“We can start a roadside fried banana stand! Nah, that’ll never work. I'd just eat ‘em all. Maybe a roadside pickle stand? Nah, I’d still probably eat em. Or maybe…”

“Hey, I just got an email from my uncle,” said Finley. ““Hey, great seeing you. Please pass my regards to Tasha. I’d love to have her stand-up at my club. Come by anytime and we’ll work out the details.”

“Stand-up comedy?” Tasha said, pausing for a moment. “Okay, that narrowly beats out the roadside peanut butter stand idea I was about to suggest.”

Finley started laughing, then he wrapped his toothpick arms around Tasha’s giant, burly ones and laid his head on her shoulder.

~

Larger than Life: Tasha’s Tales

“So that was my first and last day as the world’s best waitress!” Tasha said, and the crowd roared with laughter. “Thank you everyone – and be sure to tip your waitresses, if they’re all second best!” she added. When she left the stage, her foot crashed through one of the wooden steps, eliciting further giggles. 

When she went backstage, she found Finley waiting for her.

“I rocked it!” Tasha said, picking him up, spinning him around, and delivering him a hug that nearly broke his ribs. “I love making ‘em laugh with me like that.”

“But…but…” he sputtered as he tried to breathe. “Tasha, they weren’t laughing with you, they were laughing at you,” he said.

“What’s the difference?” she said, placing him back down on the ground. 

“It’s…well…” Finley began, scratching his head. For a stand-up comedienne, what was the difference? 

“Exactly,” she said. 

THE END

You can find more of author T.F. Wright’s stories at his web site, My Transformations, 

Also, consider checking out the following anthro/weight gain themed eBooks written by T.F. Wright, some of which are also illustrated by artist Volkenfox, who drew the beautiful cover for “Larger than Life.”

Going Bananas (Ape Transformation, Female Muscle Growth, Weight Gain) 

Georgie Simmons is the first human being to be sent to explore another planet. But when she lands, she finds she's stranded, and something is causing her to change. Can Georgie learn the truth before she loses what's left of her humanity, or will she lose her mind and "Go Bananas?"

The Fat Fad (Weight Gain, Illustrated)
What if fat was popular? Madalynne, a high powered marketing executive, accomplishes the seemingly impossible task of making plus size fashion popular. Thanks to her efforts, society beings to glorify fat women. Will she be able to resist the trend she created, or will she succumb and become a fat woman herself? This is a furry/anthro weight gain tale with over 12,000 words and 20 pictures.

Hare Today, Nerd Tomorrow (Illustrated, Weight Gain)
Becky is a star track and field athlete, but when she unexpectedly loses a high-profile race, she spirals into a deep depression. Before she knows it, she's gaining weight, and her interests are shifting from running to video games. Will her new identity as an overweight nerd and her geeky new friends lead her to greater fulfillment?

Lion's Pride (Weight Gain, Illustrated) 
Meek and mild Cleo is an underpaid and under-appreciated political campaign worker who is sucked into a world where everyone is anthro, including her. But that's not the only change she needs to worry about. As time goes by, Cleo finds herself increasingly tempted to turn her back on her old ways, embracing selfishness, corruption, power, hedonism, gluttony, and of course, pride. 
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