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Prologue:

My fist lightly rapped on the dark green door as my heart heavily pounded. Knocking on Albert’s doom room door was something I did often enough, but I still felt consumed with nerves every time.

“Hey Sophia,” he said, practically before the door was open. “Here to study?”

“Yeah,” I replied, though of course that wasn’t the only reason I had stopped by. 

“How’d you know it was me?” I asked. 

“Who else would be bugging me at ten at night?” he replied, as he playfully messed up my hair. “Watt’s class, right? Midterm?”

“Uh-huh,” I agreed, and he pulled up a wooden crate near the sofa filled to the brim with various papers. He started running his slender, bony fingers though a trove of what I assumed was intricate notes. He brushed aside his long, wavy brown hair as he intently concentrated on the words on one of the pages.

“I’m assuming you got an A when you took it last year,” I asked him. He nodded disinterestedly, without a hint of pride or accomplishment. 

“The key concept for that class is understanding the limitations of the predictive power of rational-choice modeling in broader scope of social sciences. That’s what the midterm focused on, anyway,” he explained. When I first met Albert during my freshman year of high school, I knew he was brilliant. As we became friends, I grew to believe that he might well be the smartest man I’d ever known.

“Thanks,” I said, as he handed over one of his papers, which was filled with nearly incomprehensible scribbling. He turned to me and arched his eyebrow a little, which I knew meant he realized that I wasn’t getting it.

“Let me try an analogy. You might be able to find out what a man’s ideal woman is like, but you won’t be able to predict who he’ll actually date next,” he offered.

“What’s your perfect woman like?” I asked, my heart fluttering again. I knew it wasn’t me; Albert has always treated me like a best friend or even a little sister. But in asking the question I hoped I might learn what kind of woman I wanted to be more like.

“Naomi Klein,” he said, after a moment of reflection.

“Who’s she, a model?” I asked. 

“No,” he replied, as he let out one of his distinctive, hearty chuckles. “She wrote ‘The Shock Doctrine,’ the best political book I’ve ever read.” 

It figures, I thought. Most men would drool over a swimsuit edition, while Albert fawns over a woman who wrote an academic work.

“There’s an arts, crafts, and cosplay event going on this weekend. You up for it?” Albert asked.

“Yes! I mean, yea, sure,” I replied, trying not to smile too much.

Chapter One:

Albert, perhaps unsurprisingly, wound up dressing as Sherlock Holmes. I went with Alice in Wonderland.

“You look cute,” he remarked when he saw my frilly blue dress. Cute – that was a backhanded compliment if I ever heard one. Small dogs were cute. I longed to be alluring, enticing, seductive. 

Not that there was any reason for Albert to think I was any of those things. My best feature was my wavy dyed blonde hair, but my figure was nothing special and I never seemed to give off that special kind vibe that attracts guys. I’d often been told I had a young looking face, so maybe that had something to do with it.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, when I neglected to suppress my pout. 

“Oh, nothing. Just thinking about the test some more,” I lied. “I don’t know if I really have a handle on any of these concepts.”

“I’m sure you’ll get there,” he said offhandedly, in a remark I interpreted as another backhanded compliment. I’ll get there, sure - but I’m not “there” yet.

“Ready to go?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said, and we walked towards Albert’s car together. Of course I didn’t own a car - I couldn’t afford it, not with today’s tuition. Albert’s car was ten years old and showed its age, but he had paid for it without a dime of help from his family, so he was proud of it.

When we arrived at the booth, I found out that tickets were $40. Albert reached for his wallet faster than I could open my purse, and bought two tickets.

“Thanks,” I mumbled sheepishly, feeling both frustrated and relieved.

“No problem,” he replied. Of course, the truth was that I don’t know if my card would have accepted $80. Albert was such a gentleman, but I longed to be able to give him as much as he had always given me.

Albert quickly became distracted by a collection of ornate, custom carved chess sets. I glanced over his shoulder and even saw a Sherlock Holmes themed one.

I wandered for a bit, surveying the cornucopia of colorful knick knacks and baubles. I was fairly disengaged until a wisp of some kind of heavenly scent floated past my nostrils. Closing my eyes, I could swear I was in my grandmother’s kitchen as a child, waiting for a pie to come out of the oven. 

I took a deep inhale and headed in the direction of the cinnamon aroma. I waded through a sea of small tables and booths, selling all kinds of knick-knacks and homemade looking crafts. 

Eventually, I found myself in the corner of the convention center, facing a large booth that appeared to be ensconced in a red, silk tent. Above the tent, a large sign in gothic letters read “My Transformations.”

I bent down and bent my head inside the flap. Inside was the source of the wonderful smell: a collection of lit, scented candles. Around them were littered various jars and bottles in assorted shapes and sizes.

“Welcome, young one,” a friendly sounding, throaty voice rang out. “I am Madame Seline, and I offer a potion or talisman for anything you might desire. Is there anything in particular that you were seeking?”

“Uh, just browsing,” I called out, not sure where the voice was coming from.

“You must have had something special in mind when you headed this way,” she replied as she stepped into view. She was a plump looking, middle aged woman dressed in a witch’s costume. “A candle of everlasting youth? An ambrosia of fame and fortune?” 

“Not really,” I replied, not meeting her eye directly.

“Come now, don’t be shy. Did you think you could find something here to ward off the undead - or perhaps, attract them?” The only reply she received from me was a shaken head. “What then? Turn invisible? Get a tan? Change genders?”

I let out a little giggle. “Actually, I just came by because your candles reminded me of my grandmother’s baking,” I confessed.

“Well, I’ve got to have something for you. Maybe wisdom of the ancients, or a love potion perhaps?” she asked.

“Those are indeed my two deepest passions,” I replied, getting into character. What was worth more, love or wisdom? I couldn’t decide. I certainly didn’t want to be smart and lonely, but without wisdom how could I ever appreciate love when I found it? Not like it meant anything in a novelty shop, I had to remind myself.

“Hmm...” Madam Seline paused, stroking her cheek. “You are the first person who has ever asked for them both. But I think mixing them together would be just right. Rearrange your heart, heart, and life.” 

She turned her back to me and pulled out a red felt bag and a blue flask. The little blue bottle’s cork was unplugged and the dusty, glittery contents of the bag were poured into it.

“How much do I owe you?” I asked.

“What would you give to have all your dreams come true?” she asked, her icy gaze making contact mine for the first time. For a brief moment, my breath caught in my chest.

“Anything,” I said, when I finally exhaled.

“Then, for you, no charge today,” she said, thrusting the bottle into my hand.

“But...” I sputtered. “Why?”

“You’re ‘Alice in Wonderland,’ aren’t you?” she asked. I nodded, still not understanding.

“Then go enjoy your magic potion! I just couldn’t let you go without something that compliments your outfit so well. Remember, you drink it, not him,” she instructed.

“Still, you gave me two items,” I said. “I ought to owe something,” I added.

“Your money is no good here,” she insisted. I saw a man dressed like Robin Hood enter the tent and the woman’s eyes immediately drifted toward him. Not wanting to distract her if she was going to get a paying customer, I slowly backed away.

“Thanks,” I murmured as I left the tent.

“Good luck, Sophia,” she called out, and I started walking back towards the chess table.

Albert had a box that I presumed held the Sherlock themed chess set in his hands. “I’ll teach you to play sometime,” he promised when he saw me coming. 

I replied only with a shrug. Chess is a game I’d always wanted to learn, but I hated the idea of Albert seeing me learn and watching me play poorly. 

“Cool bottle. What’s in it?” Albert asked, once he saw what he held in my hand.

“I don’t really know,” I answered. The blue bottle had a tag that just read “Drink Me.” There was no list of ingredients.

“Well, what’s it supposed to be?” he asked.

“It’s just a novelty item. I don’t know what’s in it. I got it to go with the outfit,” I said quickly. I couldn’t bear to tell him I bought a love potion.

“Well, it certainly fits,” Albert remarked. 

Chapter Two:

“So, are you going to drink it?” Albert asked as he dropped me off at the house I was staying at near campus. Renting a dorm was more expensive than getting a spare room in an old lady’s house in this town, so that’s what I did. I liked the savings, but I didn’t like the fact that my privacy was limited. Not that I ever needed privacy...

“I don’t think so,” I replied. “I don’t know why anyone believes in these silly things.”

“Well, let me know how you do on the test,” Albert said, and he drove off.

When I arrived in my room, I placed the potion on my desk. I don’t know what I intended to do with it, but I certainly didn’t intend to drink it, though it wasn’t just because I didn’t know what it was and I figured it was bogus anyway. Something was troubling me about the entire interaction in the tent, but I just couldn’t figure out what.

Monday came and went, and the following week midterm grades were posted. It wasn’t long before I was headed to Albert’s.

“How did you do?” he asked. All I could do was cry.

“That bad, huh?” he replied. He held me in his arms, but somehow that only made my insides hurt more. “One test doesn’t mean that much,” he added.

“No, but that’s important. I can’t let my GPA go below a 3.0 or I’ll lose my scholarship, and I’m already at my maximum federal loan limit...” I explained, my throat going tight with welled out emotion.

“Let’s watch a movie, try to take your mind off it,” he suggested as we walked towards the sofa. The film was a romantic comedy that my mind just couldn’t pay attention to. It took my mind of my grades but focused it on my other big problem.

“What else is bothering you?” he asked as the credits started to roll.

“Well, I hate being single,” I confessed, feeling disgust at how pathetic and desperate I must have sounded by saying that.

“I’m sure we could fix up with someone. My little brother is still looking for a date to his high school’s homecoming,” he said. 

His little brother? I complain about being single and the first thing he thinks about is his little brother, still in high school?

“I have to go,” I said, wiping tears from my face with my wrists. Albert started to say something, but I cut him off. 

“I’ll talk to you later,” I replied curtly, and began the long walk back to my place.

By the time I arrived at my room, my tears were mostly spent, replaced by frustration. I actually balled my hands into fists and pounded my bed like a child. 

The more I thought about my life, the more I felt like a kid who had never been able to handle real life, and who had never been taken seriously by those that mattered, and for good reason. I started punching my bed harder.

Each strike of my hands shook the wheeled bed frame. I didn’t notice, but I was getting close to my desk, which was wedged fairly close to the bed because there was no other place for it in this attic-like micro-room. The only saving grace of the place was that I had my own bathroom.

When my petulant behavior finally caused the bed to collide with the desk, my monitor shook and my change jar tipped over, spilling pennies and nickels everywhere. I also saw the tall, blue bottle from the convention teeter before falling over the edge. Without thinking, I lunged off the bed. I landed painfully on my elbows, but I caught the damn thing. 

Now that I’d saved it, I felt consumed with a curiosity as to what was inside. I pulled off the cork and took a little whiff. It smelt like cherry lip gloss. When I tilted the bottle, I found that the liquid was a lot more syrupy that I was expecting. 

Perhaps if it was cough syrup or something, it might at least help me sleep. Besides, I thought, no matter what it was, I certainly couldn’t feel worse after trying it.

It felt like an eternity before a drop landed on waiting tongue. When it did, the taste was intensely bitter. If I was near a sink, I might have spat it out. Instead, I swallowed, hoping that would lessen the intensity of the flavor. 

Curiously, the aftertaste was cloyingly sweet, and my throat tingled. The feeling, though faint, seemed to spread to the rest of my body in a few moments, and then dissipate.

Feeling exhausted, I collapsed onto my bed and drifted into a restless sleep.

Chapter Three:

My alarm failed to wake me, and by the time I did wake up, the sun was already streaming through the window. I stumbled out of bed and frantically tried to get through my morning routine, which seemed to moving at a glacial pace. I frowned at my reflection in the bathroom mirror. 

My face looked puffy and there were tiny bags under my eyes. Worse, I couldn’t find my textbooks, though I did see three books that I didn’t remember buying for this term.

I gave up looking and tried to get dressed. My closet was arranged differently than I remember, and I found several items that didn’t belong. I pulled out a green dress with a fancy spiral pattern and stared at it for a moment. 

It was my taste, there was no doubt about that. The kind of thing I’d buy for myself, if I had any spare cash lying around. But I couldn’t remember exactly where or when I had bought it.

I put the dress back and decided to pick out an outfit that was more familiar. When I pulled off my pajama top, though, I was greeted with another surprise. 

My breasts were slightly bigger than normal, and several of my favorite bras didn’t fit quite right. The straps cut into my sides and barely hold in my bosom. I rummaged through my bras, and found a couple that were a C cup! I never buy a C. I put it on and sure enough, it was a perfect fit. 

When I tried to put on my favorite pair of jeans, I noticed that they were much tighter and a little worn in the knees. In addition, my tummy was poofing over the edge, giving me a real muffin top. 

I didn’t know how I had managed to put on weight without noticing, but I didn’t have time to find out. I grabbed the rest of my school stuff and headed out the door, not bothering with breakfast. Just as I was about to leave the house, Mrs. Beakman, the old woman from whom I was renting the room, spoke up.

“The mechanic called, they are going to have your car in the shop for another week,” she said. 

“What car?” I asked, feeling confused. Was Mrs. Beakman going senile on me or something?

“Your little Korean thing, I forget what it’s called,” she said, her voice warbling.

“Hyundai Accent,” I said. Where did that come from? I didn’t own a car. Never have. But I clearly saw the car in my mind now. It was faded green, and I had bought it used at the end of the year. 

“Ok, just letting you know,” she added, and I walked out the door.

I had a funny feeling that my class schedule might be different than I remembered as well. I checked the schools web site with my phone and sure enough, I was in a completely different set of classes. Even more strangely, once I read the first one I could remember them all.

It was no trouble finding my new classrooms, as I could remember walking there many times. To my surprise, I found Albert sitting in one of the far rows.

“Good to see you,” he said, as though it was a perfectly normal occurrence that we were in the same class together. That, too, slowly started to seem like a given the more I thought about it.

“I’ve had the craziest morning of my whole life,” I began. “I’ll tell you all about it after class.” I amazed myself by being able to keep up with the material, even though the subject matter seemed to be a more advanced class in the same subject I had failed to grasp just last week. 

“What was it you wanted to talk to me about, Sophia?” Albert asked as soon as the class was over. My mind drew a blank, unable to describe what had happened without sounding delusional. 

“Do you remember me owning a green dress with a spiral pattern?” I asked, hoping to at least get confirmation from him on what he remembered about my life.

“Of course I remember. You bought that dress when we went to the mall together, right after we finished freshman year,” Albert chimed in helpfully.

“After freshman year?” I asked. It didn’t make sense. I was a freshman now. Wasn’t I? It was difficult to know with any degree of certainly.

I closed my eyes and I remembered finishing up finals with Albert. We were in the same classes in freshman year, too. We went right from high school to college together. There was no painful, two year gap in our ages and development. 

Albert and I were the same age now. He looked no different, but somehow I had gained two years. I suppose that would explain why I was able to save up enough for a car, although evidently not an expensive one. 

“That was what constituted the craziest morning of your life?” Albert asked with a little grin. “Not being able to remember where you got that dress?”

“I must sound terribly silly,” I said, reasoning that further questions wouldn’t help clear things up.

“Let’s meet up tonight,” Albert offered, as he headed for his next class. “I think another game of chess is in order.” I replied with a weak nod, and he trotted off to his next class.

I started feeling a bit panicky, so I called my family and subtlety asked some questions about what had happened in my life. I didn’t want anyone to think I was going crazy, so I didn’t share my morning freak-out with them. 

My mom and dad both confirmed Albert’s version of events: this new reality I had awoken in was somehow how it had always been. The more I tried to dispute it, the more I felt like hints of the memories would seep into my brain, casting doubt on what was real and what wasn’t.

Every external source I consulted added credence to the theory that this new life was real. My driver’s license had changed, showing me two years older. Even my grades had updated, I discovered when I looked at my transcripts. After the first semester of freshman year, they soared. 

I shuffled off towards Albert’s dorm, which fortunately was still in the same spot as before. When I arrived, he already had the chess board set up. I thought about declining, but then I figured this was as good a test as any to see what was real and what wasn’t. I was willing to be humiliated on the board if it meant I could have some answers.

Strangely, as the game progressed, I found myself thinking strategically. I could see Albert’s plan to attack my position and I tried my hardest to deflect or blunt them. In the end, my army was wiped out but he was left with only a knight and his king - not enough to checkmate, so therefore a draw. My heart leapt to my chest at the result.

“This chess set was unquestionably worth it,” he noted, as we admired the hand card pieces together. “Ever decide to crack open that magic potion you bought?” he asked.

The potion, my mind spun. It seemed too easy, too simple, and too credulous. I knew it was foolish to believe in magic, but I could not think of any other explanation.

Now that the idea was in my mind, I couldn’t believe I’d been so foolish and ignored it until this moment. Here I was, standing in front of little chess pieces representing the “Master of Deduction” Sherlock Holmes, and I couldn’t solve this mystery until it was thrust in front of my face. 

My life had been rearranged according to what Madame Seline had promised. I was wiser than before, closer to Albert than before. It was a fantastical notion to be sure, but also the only one which fit the data.

“Um, no, I didn’t drink it,” I lied, following a moment of awkward hesitation. I was almost certain Albert would end up thinking the potion was bogus, so therefore lying about it was no big deal, I reasoned. And if there was even a chance he might accept my unbelievable story, I didn’t want him to know the lengths to which I had gone in order to win his heart.

“You have more willpower than I,” Albert said. “Even if it was just a novelty item, I’d at least have to study it. It would be grating for me to see a bottle of a liquid on my desk every day and not know what it was.”

“It’s like when I’m at a social event of some kind,” Albert continued, “I might not be in the right mood, I might not feel sure I’m going to get a positive response, but if there’s someone interesting, I’ll talk to them. In part, because I can’t accept the idea of never knowing what might have been had I not taken that chance,” he went on, his beautiful eyes glinting as he spoke. I felt myself melt as I silently begged the universe to let him take that chance with me one day.

For what seemed like an eon, his words hung in the air. I felt paralyzed, half hoping he’d continue to talk about the virtues of courage and half hoping he’d just sweep me off my feet with a kiss. 

He wasn’t doing it. For an agonizing moment, I actually contemplated telling him my feelings. I stumbled when I considered what I’d actually say. Just coming out and stating that I’d loved him from the moment we met seemed a bit forward. 

“Feeling hungry?” he asked, and my heart sank as the moment passed.

“Meh,” I replied. Actually today I was starving. But I as I looked down at my grumbling, rounded stomach, I was reminded that last night I had gained the dreaded “Freshman 15.” 

“I’ll order a pizza, I’m sure you’ll feel hungry when it gets here,” he insisted as he picked up his cell phone. The pizza tasted delectable, but I still limited myself to a single thin slice.

I enjoyed the rest of the evening, but even though we were closer, I knew all I was to Albert was a friend, and that colored every interaction I had with him. I hated myself for not having the courage to just tell him how I felt about him. 

There’s only so much even a magic potion can do, I thought despondently as I walked back to my place, shivering a little from the cold. As I reached the front door, it hit me: I had only consumed a small portion of the thing. Perhaps its effects would become more pronounced with a larger dose? If my life was meant to be rearranged, I had just begun my journey.

With more of it, I might become even more intelligent, even closer to Albert. The more I thought about it, the more excited I became. Sure, today was a bit strange, but I felt like I was on the right track for a first time in years.

Part of me wanted to go right upstairs and start chugging the thing down, but I resisted that impulse. If I really was treating myself to a new life, why not do it with some style? I headed down to the nearby liquor store and bought myself a bottle of cheap champagne - something I could do legally for the first time in my life. There was a bakery next to it and I picked up a big slice of cheesecake to go with it. I might as well enjoy my favorite things as I prepared for my big leap forward. 

I’m sure any love potion worth its salt will take care of my figure troubles, I rationalized. My weight gain this morning was probably just an accident, an aberration brought on by not taking the right dose.

When I got back, I drew a warm bath with bubbles and slid in. Next to me were my champagne, my cheesecake, and the little blue potion. I didn’t bother getting a flute for the champagne - after all, it wasn’t the only bottle I’d be drinking from tonight. The cheesecake was very dense and creamy, just the way I liked it. 

As I held the blue little flask in my hand, I wondered if I’d get to see my life transform right in front of me or if I’d have to wait until the morning. Last night I just collapsed on my bed and fell asleep, which didn’t provide evidence either way. I hoped I wouldn’t have to wait until the next day to find out what life was going to be like; I wasn’t sure I could sleep with so much to anticipate.

“Here’s to Madame Seline,” I toasted, raising both the champagne and potion bottle. I took a swig of the alcohol first, and then turned the blue flask upside down. The viscous substance took a while to slide down the side, but my open mouth was waiting for it.

The bitter taste was there, but it did not overwhelm me as it had last night. The sweet aftertaste, though, floored my taste buds. I actually felt my knees go weak. The tingle was strong as well, a feeling akin to stepping inside a warm room after playing in the snow. I closed my eyes as the glow spread through me. I didn’t need to open my eyes to know I my life had been rearranged.

But, of course, I had no idea how things had changed until my eyes actually did flutter open.

Chapter Four:

I let my eyes stay closed for a little bit longer, drinking up the pleasant sensations of my tingling body and the warm water. I even groped around for the champagne bottle without opening my eyes.

When I took a swig, it tasted a bit differently than I remembered. It was drier, with complexity varied flavor notes. When I opened my eyes, the label was clearly different than what I had bought at the store. I had purchased “Aste,” a cheap brand for under $10. But the label of this bottle was unmistakable: “Ace of Spades,” three hundred dollars a bottle.

The potion must have worked quickly, I hypothesized. I decided to step out of the tub, bottle in hand, and find out what else had changed.

As soon as my eyes hit the mirror, my face contorted in shock and the bottle slipped from my hands. It landed on the tile with a sickening shatter, the perfect acoustic exclamation mark to my dismay.

In front of me stood a stranger’s body, though since nobody else was in the room I had to concede that the stranger was me. I slowly crept toward the mirror, careful to avoid the bits of broken glass.

I was heavier, no doubt about that. My breasts had grown in size, at least into a D cup, probably DD. Gravity, though, had caused them to sag just slightly. My still sudsy fingers tried to lift them back to where I remember, and I was surprised at how soft they felt in my hands. 

My tummy was significantly larger as well. Yesterday there was only a small roll of softness protruded from my waist. Now there was a full blown pot belly proudly sticking out. It jiggled ever so slightly as I stepped closer to the mirror. 

The rest of my body was not spared, either. All over, my body looked like it had been rounded and softened. My thighs were thicker and juicier looking. They were now touching at the tops and had just a hint of cellulite. Their size met up with my flaring hips, much wider than I remember. I turned around and craned my neck behind me to see a big bubble butt, which shook violently when I gave it a firm slap. 

My shoulders looked a little rounder, while my arms looked huskier. When I lifted my arms to see the damage, I couldn’t help notice the tissue shaking back and forth a little bit with that distinctive “old lady arms” effect.

It was only when I took a good look at my face that I truly understood what had happened. Tiny laugh lines decorated my mouth, while under my eyes the little bags were slightly more pronounced. Even my forehead had the faintest little lines on it. 

I’m in my thirties, I realized. I’ve left my youth behind, as well as my figure.

The cold was starting to make me shiver - not to mention cause my increasingly large nipples to stiffen - so I brushed the glass away, picked up a towel and dried off. I averted my gaze from the sight of my soft, flabby body jiggling in the mirror and tried to look anywhere else.

It was only then that I finally noticed I wasn’t in the same room I had stepped into. The tub was bigger, the drawers had a slight more ornate design, and even the tile looked a bit cleaner. When I stepped out into the hall, I called out for Mrs. Beakman, but she did not answer. 

I didn’t have to search the place to figure out that there was no more Mrs. Beakman. I had my own place now - if I could afford three hundred dollar champagne, it was obvious that I could have a home of my own.

I walked from the bathroom to my bedroom and barely took notice of the soft carpet instead of hardwood. When I flopped down on my bed, I was aware it was softer and bore a warmer comforter that I remembered, but neither fact brought me pleasure.

All of the enthusiasm I had anticipated for my new life had drained away from me. What use, I thought, would Albert have for a fat old woman? If he was still 21 and slender as a rail, I can’t imagine he’d like the contrast very much.

Why had the potion backfired? I ran through my interaction with Madame Seline in my mind a hundred times. There were a few moments that started to stick out. How, for example, did she know my name when I never introduced myself? 

She promised me smarts and love...wait, I realized. She promised me “Wisdom of the Ages.” And when asked what I’d be willing to pay, I replied “anything.”

In desperation, I turned on my computer - which was, of course, a far nicer machine than the clunker I had in my possession an hour or so ago. I tried to search through the booth registrations for upcoming conventions, or any online presence for Madame Seline or her “My Transformations” tent. I hoped if I could find her, maybe I could try to get her to undo what had happened. 

My efforts to search for her were utterly fruitless. In fact, she didn’t even appear to be registered for the event I attended last week. It was as though she never existed.

“With real magic, why would she need to register,” I groaned out loud. Feeling disappointed and defeated, I slid under the covers and tried to get some rest.

Chapter Five:

I awoke the next day and started the long process of trying to remember all of the missing years. What surprised me the most was that I still had textbooks and a class schedule. Shouldn’t the passage of time have resulted in me graduating years ago?

From my email history, I discovered that I had indeed graduated. As I read through them, I felt the memories start flooding back to me. I worked a series of jobs as a fundraiser and then as a grant writer, before deciding to go back to school and enroll in my Alma Mater's PhD program. I was three years into a five year program. I was also working a series of tutoring jobs for the children of rich people, which, combined with my school’s graduate stipend, was helping put me on comfortable financial footing.

Still, one thing didn’t make sense to me. If I was in a PhD program, why did my schedule say I was attending a lower division course? 

My wardrobe was all new, and I decided to wear a brown dress that largely concealed my large and matronly figure. 

When I arrived on campus and made my way to my class, it came to me: I was teaching the course. I, like most other PhD candidates, was leading the discussion sections for lecture courses. To my surprise, none other than Albert was in the front row! Now he was one of my students. As I searched through my new memories, I now realized that I had first met him a few years ago. I was his tutor, and we had remained friends ever since.

As with chess, my competence with teaching slowly flowed to me as I began, and soon, I felt like I was a pro. Albert, of course, was my star pupil. 

“Great lecture today,” Albert said once when class was over and the other students had left. “I’d love to chat with you more about it, but my next class is in a few minutes.”

“Why don’t we meet at my apartment tonight?” I asked as I looked him in the eye. From my perspective, it was the first time I ever had my own place and I wanted to make good use of it. 

“Sure,” Albert squeaked, looking down at his feet. I could tell he was nervous, which wasn’t an emotion I had witnessed from him very often. It was a real turn on.

I picked Albert up in my car, which was new hybrid. Albert had been to my place before and made himself comfortable on the couch, which was much nicer than the one in his dorm room. I was glad that Albert and I were still friends, even though there was the age gap between us. I didn’t hold out any hope that we were going to be more than that, though.

We chatted for a little while, and eventually I turned on the TV and played channel flip. Albert spoke up when he saw the opening credits for the film “The Graduate.”

“Oh, stay with this,” he spoke up excitedly. “This was my favorite movie growing up.”

“Really?” I asked, my mind suddenly spinning with possibilities.

“Yeah,” he swooned. “I always thought it was so appealing to see, well, you know.”

“Why don’t you spell it out for me,” I dared in a deep, sultry voice as I grasped his hand.

“I liked seeing a younger man with an older woman,” he admitted, his face turning red.

Albert had never revealed this side of himself to me before. No wonder he showed no interest in me when I was just a young, little thing!

“Why don’t you sit somewhere more comfortable?” I heard myself saying as I patted my lap. I couldn’t believe how forward I was acting, but I loved it. And from the sparkle and Albert’s eyes, so did he.

Instincts I never had before began to take over. I affectionately ran my fingers through his hair as he leaned back against my soft and flabby torso. Then, I gently traced the underside of his palms and wrists with my fingernails as he shivered with delight. 

“It’s too bad you’re my TA,” he complained, as my fingers started drumming on his lower stomach.

That was right, I suddenly realized. TAs weren’t allowed to have a relationship with the students they were teaching. 

Talk about a mood killer. Albert remained on my lap but both of our arms lay limp at our sides.

Part of me, the part of me that was still young and insecure, wanted to try to say ease his concerns. I wanted to tell him that we could wait as long as was needed, or that if we really needed to, one of us could quit the program or petition to change classes at least. 

Another part of me, the part that had been created over the past two days, had a different solution in mind. It was right beside my bathtub.

“Albert, I need to tell you something important,” I began as I switched off the TV.

“What is it?” he asked as he turned around. I waited for a moment before continuing.

“I know you’re a man of rational inquiry. In fact that’s one of the qualities I love most about you. But I’m going to have to ask you to take a leap of faith on something,” I said, and then I told him everything.

“You know what?” he began what I was finished. “I believe you. It sounds like a fantasy come to life, but I think you’re telling the truth.”

“Why?” I asked, stunned by his blanket acceptance of my evidence-free story.

“What would you stand to gain from making it up?” he asked. “Besides, if it is real, I want to see this in action.”

“You will. And I have a feeling it will solve another problem simultaneously,” I explained as we started heading towards the bathroom. “Our situation will likely shift again once we’re done.”

My hands were shaking as I picked up the blue bottle. Did I really want to do this? Now that I finally knew how the potion really worked, it was not an easy decision.

What am I doing to myself? And for what? I asked silently. One look at Albert’s deep brown eyes and I had my answer. The potion hadn’t steered me wrong yet. I had to finish it, and damn the consequences.

The bottle appeared empty when I turned it upside down and shook it. Of course, that wasn’t going to stop me. I threw the thing against the floor, shattering it. I picked up some of the pieces and just as I thought - a small residue of the thick liquid had clung to the inner walls of the container. 

“Wait!” Albert shouted. “Take off your dress,” he asked. “I want to watch.”

“Ok,” I agreed, stripping down to my bra and panties. Ordinarily, I’d be mortified to be naked in front of Albert - especially in this kind of shape - but I felt a surge of confidence goading me on. Albert’s eyes were filled with lust as he gazed at me.

My finger very carefully traced the center of the shards and then brought the last, thick traces of the syrup to my lips. As I did so, I watched my reflection in the mirror very carefully and I barely even noticed the taste. My blonde hair reverted back to its natural brunette shade and a couple of streaks of grey appeared. My already big breasts swelled and then bulged right out of their bra, a thin blue vein appearing near the top of my right one. I could also notice my skin growing paler, and I received a very faint dusting of age spots.

I could swear I felt my bones creak as my hips widened even more and my pot belly grew even larger and rounder, hanging down in front of me. My belly button became far more sunken, almost hidden on a large roll, while the top of my belly touched the bottoms of my large, long breasts. Little crow’s feet decorated my eyes and the faint wrinkle lines I noticed the day before grew a little heavier and more pronounced. My hips were so wide now that my underwear looked like a thong, a thong which was ill-suited for someone my age to wear.

“Amazing,” Albert gasped, as his hands felt my expanded, sagging tummy. Even my legs looked different. They were thick, with generous amount of cellulite and tiny little varicose veins. My ankles had swelled and merged with my thighs and even my feet looked a little bigger.

“I’m glad you like it,” I said, my voice a bit deeper and more husky than I remember. 

“God, that voice,” he cooed breathlessly. I leaned down and wrapped my round, flabby around him, and gave him a passionate kiss. 

As I opened my eyes, I saw small changes in my bathroom. The light fixtures were ensconced in crystal, the bathroom counters became marble and even the toilet looked like it had gold leaf on it. My shower had intricate etchings appear on the glass and my bathroom scale disappeared altogether. 

When we left the room, hand in hand, we walked out in what was now a luxurious mansion. Albert explained it’s where I’ve lived as long as he’d known me.

Epilogue:

My new schedule showed I was working for a policy institute, having finished my PhD program. Of course, Albert was still in school - so in the morning, I drove him in. We shared a kiss in the car before he departed. A few seconds later, he ran back.

“Forget something?” I asked.

“Yeah, my book for class,” he said. “I can’t believe I forgot it! It’s only the best political book ever written,” he added, giving me a wink. I looked down, at his seat, expecting to see “The Shock Doctrine.” 

Instead, I saw a book that I did not immediately recognize. 

“The Antagonistic Electorate, by Sophia Rossi.”

The End

If you enjoyed this story, then check out my site, My Transformations, where you can read more of my work and find out about new projects. Also, consider reading the following stories that include Age Progression:

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

Golden Girls Spa (Age Progression, Weight Gain)
A television executive wants to re-create a TV show about older women - but no older actresses return his calls. So instead, he decides to improvise, dropping some young actresses off at a very special spa. A spa that will quickly help them look the part. It's an age progression tale filled with vivid transformation sequences in the perfect setting.

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

The Transformation Mall (Various, Including Age Progression)

The first ever crowdfunded transformation ebook, The Transformation Mall contains 11 vignettes and short stories, brimming with all manner of transformations as fantasy meets reality. Visit an age progression themed clothing stores and liquor shops, a gym with a "Role Reversal" special, a clothing store with a gender-swap surprise, a comic book store that turns cheerleaders into nerds, and much, much more. You can read the first chapter – Cougar Clothes – online for free here.

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