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Chapter One

Describing Marion Falls as a conservative small town would be a gross understatement. Both small sized and small minded, it consisted of a few thousand deeply religious folks who loathed to appear abnormal in any way. Everyone knew their neighbors pretty well, so families tried to police themselves as strictly as they could, lest they become the gossip of the town. Clothing had to be plain, prim, and proper, language had to be clean, and what passed for wild in the music department was country western. If a girl so much as held hands with a boy, she'd be the target of a whisper campaign. If she held hands with a girl, she might as well have been committing social suicide.

The Sinclair family embodied the spirit of Marion Falls as heartily as any other. The single mother was active in the church community. The oldest daughter, Sarah, was studying theology at a community college, and had a perfect GPA. 

On the surface, Cynthia, the younger daughter, also appear to fit in quite well. Each member of the Sinclair family, Cynthia included, was short and thin. Keeping with traditional gender roles and traditional appearances was important to everyone. Cynthia’s room was more a testament to this than anyone else in the family - a pink canopy bed, with dolls and posters of young children’s cartoons adorning the walls and shelves. Though she was a senior in high school, she had kept her room exactly as it had been since she was six, and for the most part, was content with it.

But Cynthia’s rebellious spirit couldn’t be repressed entirely, the order and discipline in her home be damned. In school, she had seen a silly song and dance routine that encouraged students not to smoke. The demonstration was so ham-handed and flamboyantly sappy that she wanted to try smoking just to spite them. It was forbidden in her house, so at first she only did it in the girl’s bathroom at school. 

She acquired several different decoratively embroidered lighters, and kept a few cartons of smokes in her locker. But soon, she found herself craving a cigarette during the evening hours, and one fateful night she had snuck out to the back yard to light up. It was inevitable that her mother caught her in the act. Cynthia’s mind froze as her mom stamped her feet, screeched, and slapped her face.

“Who do you think you are?” Her mom berated her. “We have a reputation to maintain, and your actions reflect on us all.” 

Afterwards, Cynthia trudged upstairs, her cheeks stained with tears. As she stared at her reflection in the mirror, she contemplated her mother’s question - who did she think she was? Just another short, thin, insignificant, empty soul blending in to the dull dreariness of Marion Falls. In the grand scheme of things, how did someone like her even matter?

Cynthia slowly pulled off her nondescript feminine garb and changed into her pink flannel pajamas, and crawled into her girly canopy bed. Try as she might, she was unable to sleep. She wasn’t sure if it was the nicotine craving or her spat with her mother, but all she could do was lie there, shaking.

Eventually, Cynthia crawled out of bed and parked herself on her window seat. She opened the window and felt the breeze wash over her skin slightly, and shivered. After a few moments, a cloverleaf drifted inside and onto her hands.

Absentmindedly playing with the little leaf, Cynthia tore off a corner of it and made a wish half-heartedly. “I wish I could just have one cigarette,” she said. Realizing that she already had the ability to light up when she wanted, she tore off another corner and added “and, my mum wouldn’t give me grief over it.” Still not quite content, she tore off the final corner and finished by saying “and this whole town could take the stick out of its collective ass.” 

The chill intensified, so Cynthia shut the window and reluctantly crept back into her bed, hiking the blankets over her face and trying her best to sleep. Little did she know that her half hearted wishes, spoken out of anger and frustration, had heard loud and clear.

From outside the window, a pint-sized pixie appeared. Kept afloat by a pair of rapidly fluttering dark wings and clad in tight fitting dark leather that squeezed her fleshy body, she flew directly towards the inside of the room, striking the closed window head on.

“Aw, for fuck’s sake,” she said, clutching her throbbing face. “Did one of my piercings fall out?” she asked aloud as she checked her eyebrow, nose, lip, and earrings. Each was intact, and the spritely pixie aimed her wand - a staff of bone with a skull on the end - directly at Cynthia’s bedroom. With a little wave of her fishnet covered wrist, she teleported herself inside.

She took note of the discarded clover pieces, and shook her head disapprovingly at the pink room and stuffed animals. “Shit, I’ll be damned if I’ve seen a more qualified candidate for my help than this one,” she said as she turned and spit on the pink canopy. “Don’t worry, Cynthia, PunkerBell is coming to the rescue.” The fairy’s eldritch tattoos glowed briefly, and with yet another wave of her wand, the entire room was consumed with a dark glow. Once the spell was complete, PunkerBell lit up a tiny cigarette, and minuscule particles of ash rained down on Cynthia’s face.

~

The next day, Cynthia awoke feeling a little disoriented, and slightly weighed down as she tried to pull herself out of her bed. She was startled to find that her canopy bed was gone, and she was simply sleeping on a mattress on the floor, with only a black sheet covering it. Her stuffed animals were nowhere to be found, and even her carpet had been torn up, leaving only bare concrete. The entire room was plain, barren, and colorless. 

Cynthia was even more surprised when she looked in the mirror on the wall. What struck her first was her that her clothing was gone! Her pajamas had vanished, and aside from a black thong, she was nude.

What she noticed next was her weight gain. Her tiny, underdeveloped figure was gone, and she looked much more rubenesque and mature than her 18 years. Her shoulders were wider, with a little heft to them, while her upper arms had gone from toothpick thin to beefy. Her breasts had grown significantly - before, they were small and hardly noticeable, barely filling up a training bra. Now, her breasts looked large and heavy, sagging slightly downwards. A steel ring protruded from one of her newly enlarged nipples, which tingled slightly when she gave it a tug. Underneath her breasts, her formerly flat stomach was poofing out. It was now more of a gut, and partially spilled over her dark panties. Cynthia stuck her finger in her bellybutton, which had newly deepened. 

On the side of her arms there were now several sizable tattoos - a pack of cigarettes, a top hat, and a strange image that looked halfway between a drama mask and a zombie’s face. She touched the surface of her skin and it was smooth, indicating that she must have acquired them a while ago, not last night. But how was that even possible?

Her hips were significantly wider than her old, boyish set, and as she turned around to look at her thong, she could see that her butt was much fatter than before. She gave one of her newly inflated cheeks a slap, and it jiggled in the mirror. Propping it up were a pair of thick, juicy looking thighs. Her face looked different as well. With rounded cheeks and a slight double chin, she looked older and less fragile. The three studs she had around her lips certainly underlined that. 

Even her hair looked different: it was dyed several different shades of brown and blonde and partially pulled into two buns on the sides of her head, which rose up like devil’s horns. Cynthia had always been described as ‘lithe’ or ‘cute’ or ‘pretty,’ adjectives that hardly fit her now. She tried to smile at the mirror, but the closest she could do was a smirk. It made her look mischievous and sneaky.

Cynthia’s first instinct was to feel horrified. After all, her room and her body had been turned upside down. Her thin frame had vanished, and along with it her feminine grace. But as she admired her new body, she had to admit that it wasn’t all bad. Her bulging breasts and big booty seemed to signify a new entry into womanhood. She cupped her curvy, flabbier body with her hands, and it felt soft, warm, and pleasant to the touch. Her smirk broadened in the mirror, giving her a sassy look. The more she contemplated it, the more she felt oddly liberated by her new look. It would be all but impossible for anybody to hold her to their set of expectations if she showed up looking like this. She was her own woman now, through and through, and Cynthia liked it. 

Her satisfaction with herself increased further when she examined her new wardrobe. Her old, conservative attire had vanished, replaced by corsets, tube tops, belly shirts, long boots, short skirts, leather vests, and spiked collars. 

Even her Ipod was filled with different music - gone was her beloved Miley Cyrus, Katy Perry, and Adele. Now she had bands she’d never heard of, with scary names like Nightwish, Krypteria, and Slayer. She hooked up her earbuds and hit play, not quite sure what to expect. The sudden cacophony of sharp sound was initially startling, but soon Cynthia found she was enjoying the bracing, loud music, as if it had always been her genre of choice.

Cynthia selected a short skirt and a tight fitting top and showed off her newly expanded belly and breasts. The top provided her with some generous looking cleavage, and her tummy swelled out with a little pot in front and some muffin top love handles on the sides. To top it off, she put on some extra tall boots, which gave her a swaying gait. As she pulled on her clothes, and applied her newly darkened shade of lipstick, it crossed her mind what her mother would think of the new look. What sort of explanation could Cynthia possibly have for what happened? She remembered the wish she had made the night before, but it seemed ludicrous to attribute such drastic, overnight effects to a few desperate words uttered to the empty night sky. 

“Come on, you’ll be late for church,” her mother’s voice said as she knocked on the door. Cynthia had forgotten that today was Sunday. Yet she had no clothes in her closet appropriate for a service. And, as she really thought about it, Cynthia didn’t feel like attending. Though she had a small spark of rebellious spirit in the past, she had never had a desire to skip church, until today. What was going on?

“I don’t want to go,” she shouted through the door at her mother, almost involuntarily. Cynthia’s voice was a little deeper and huskier than she had remembered, as if her smoking was more than a budding new habit. 

“Why not?” her mother inquired, sounding irritated.

“Because...” Cynthia began, not sure herself. “Because...church is all about the future. All about how life really starts after you are dead, and how you should know your place ‘till then. That’s not who I am. I’m about living for today,” Cynthia said quickly, not sure where the words were coming from. 

“I can’t believe this,” Cynthia mother exclaimed. “I’m coming in.” Without warning, she pushed the door open and saw her transformed daughter and the altered bedroom. “What’s happened to you? What did you do to your room?” she asked, barely recognizing her own child.

“Look, Mom, just be cool, ok?” Cynthia said, feeling flustered and nervous. She reached into her purse, and found a cigarette and a fancy looking lighter, and without thinking started to light up.

“Did you learn nothing from last night?” her mother screeched and balled up her hands in rage. Cynthia, however, merely took a long drag on her cigarette. The sweet-smelling smoke filled her lungs to the birm, and she could feel the stress rapidly. draining out of her body. Cynthia let out a sigh of relief, and with it, she let out a puff of smoke directly into her mom’s face.

Chapter Two

The smoke enveloped Cynthia’s mother’s face, and then lingered there quite some time. When it eventually faded, Cynthia was surprised to find her mother’s face ensconced in thick, gothic makeup. Her eyeshadow was overdone, her lipstick was a frighteningly bright shade. She coughed for a moment, and then spotted herself in the mirror.

“What have you done?” she spat, as she gazed at her reflection in her daughter's mirror. “I’m going to have to wash this off, and then there will be Hell to pay for you, Cynthia. Literally, and figuratively!”

Cynthia still wasn’t sure what was going on, or why, but she needed to find a way to fix this, and quickly. She wasn’t sure why, but she intuitively knew that trying to get things back to the way they were was futile. 

Cynthia only wanted to make sure she wasn’t going to get in trouble. She thought about how the smoke from her cigarette had changed her mom’s face. Perhaps a bit more could effect a further change. Cynthia another took a long, deep drag and blew a big cloud of smoke right at her mother. It ensconced her mother’s body, clinging to her like a tightly coiled snake.

The shapeless, conservative dress faded under the enveloping smoke, leaving Cynthia’s mother in nothing but her bra and panties. She never had much figure before - lean and average, hardly ever turning a head. She was a plane jane, a woman who was more obsessed with her job and her religiosity than in sensuality. 

As Cynthia watched, though, that began to change. Her mom’s lean physique started to fill out. Her bra and panties changed from plain garments to black frilly lace, and the flesh beneath them expanded. Her shoulders widened slightly, and her average looking breasts swelled, reaching an impressive looking double D size, and still firm looking for her age, before growing larger still and jutting out of her chest. Meanwhile her hips widened and her flat butt grew into a plush looking, sizable booty. The narrow, up and down figure was rapidly fading away, replaced with a sexy hourglass shape. A slight pair of love handles claimed her waist, adding to the flair shape of her hips. Even her hair began to change, as her matronly bob shifted into a short, spiked hairdo.

Finally, clothes began to re-materialize on her mom’s body. Her old dress was gone, and in its place was a tight fitting black dress with white shapes that looked a bit like polka dots, if one didn’t give it a close look. Cynthia looked hard, though, and saw that they were cleverly shaped skulls. A skull chain necklace also claimed her mother’s neck, along with stiletto black high heels.

“Wow,” her mother said, with a scratchier, deeper, throatier sounding voice. “I feel good today. Great, actually. Why was I mad at you again?” 

“Um, I’m not sure?” Cynthia fibbed. 

“Well whatever it was, I’m sure you can make it right by fixin’ your mamma a nice bloody mary,” she said. “I’ve found they go so nicely with cigars in the morning. Go ahead, get to the kitchen,” she insisted. As Cynthia walked past her mom, the older woman gave her daughter a small spank on the behind. 

“What was that for?” Cynthia said, blushing. Her mom grinned.

“You’re just so cute, that’s all,” her mom replied.

Cynthia quickly scurried out of the room and towards the kitchen, lit cigarette in tow. On the way there she bumped into her older sister, Sarah. 

“What are you wearing?” Sarah confronted her sister with a tone of disdain in her voice. “It’s not Halloween, you know,” she added snidely. “You can’t possibly be thinking of wearing that to service,” Sarah said sharply.

“Trust me, I’m not,” Cynthia replied tersely. She had no intention of attending church service at all, and suspected her mother was now of her persuasion, too. Sarah, who ran her school’s student Bible fellowship, took religion more seriously than anyone she knew.

“Aren't you going to make breakfast for me?” Sarah asked.

“No, was just making a bloody mary for Mom,” Cynthia replied.

“A bloody mary?” Sarah repeated, sounding more confused. “Mom doesn’t drink. And we don’t even have the ingredients for that.” Sure enough, though, when Cynthia looked in the refrigerator, she found a bottle of bloody mary mix. On a hunch, Cynthia checked the liquor cabinet, which had been empty since her father left, and she found several types of liquor - including vodka. 

Without giving it much thought, Cynthia started mixing the drink like a pro, adding a lime slice and a dash of pepper to the edge of the glass. 

“Are you sneaking out late at night to go to bartending school or something?” Sarah demanded. “I don’t get what’s going on here.” She sniffed, wrinkling her nose at what she smelled. “I smell smoke,” she complained. “Oh my God, Cynthia, that’s coming from you! You’re smoking a  cigarette! And in the house, no less. I’m going to tell Mom,” she shouted as her eyes glinted, always eager to be the ‘good girl’ in her mother’s eyes.

“Go ahead, she already knows,” Cynthia replied nonchalantly. 

“She already knows? You’ve lost your mind, Cynthia. You know smoking is forbidden in this house. And you never told me why you’re dressed like that,” Sarah spat, feeling more angry by the minute. “And you look different too. Have you gained weight or something? Fat’s just...gross. Gluttony is a sin, you know.” 

“I’m getting tired of this,” Cynthia replied. “Just leave me alone, ok?” 

“That drink ready yet?” Their mom’s voice called out, and the color drained from Sarah’s face.

“You weren’t making it up,” Sarah said dumbly, looking surprised. Shock was quickly replaced with anger, and she put her hands on her hips. “You’re not going anywhere, little sister, until I get some answers. What is going on here? Nobody is going to leave me out of the loop,” Sarah demanded angrily.

“Want to join the party?” Cynthia asked. “Fine. Consider this your invitation,” she said taking a deep drag and then blowing a thick cloud of smoke at her older sister.

Sarah coughed and sputtered as the smoke cloud enveloped her in the same manner it had clung to her mother a few minutes earlier. It hung in front of her face and body, as tightly wound around her frame as a silk cord.
 

“You bitch!” Sarah shouted at her sister. Both girls froze. It was the first time Sarah had ever used a curse word. “What’s happening to me?”

“Just relax,” Cynthia cooed. “I’m sure you’ll be fine once it’s over.”

Just as her mother had, Sarah’s clothes seemed to fade away from her body under the smoke. Cynthia’s older sister had a long, lanky body, devoid womanly curves for the most part. Sarah was hardly a schemer for male attention, but had she been, her chest would have doubtlessly been her greatest embarrassment. She was flat as a board - her chest had not developed significantly since she was ten years old. Sarah wore a bra, but its function was purely aesthetic in nature.

The training bra disappeared, and as Cynthia watched, Sarah’s breasts started to expand. Years of development that had passed her by finally showed up. Her breasts grew out of her chest, seemingly from nowhere, at a constant and ceaseless pace. Cynthia watched with eager fascination as they passed through various phases. First, they grew from nonexistent to small, and then on to merely average sized. They kept growing, her nipples and areolas growing right along with them, as they grew to a large size, about what one would expect from a girl in a dirty magazine. They were large enough now to stick out of the dissipating smoke cloud encircling her body. Sarah’s breasts kept on swelling, well past double DD and onto even larger horizons. Now Cynthia could see a faint blue vein near the top of one of her sister’s breasts. They were growing so large that the skin was starting to stretch visibly. They sailed right past E cup and onto larger sizes still, sizes so big Cynthia wasn’t sure where they would fall on the alphabet. They grew from startlingly big to so enormous, Cynthia was sure most people would say they were the biggest pair of breasts they'd ever seen. 

Sarah’s now-massive orbs sagged a little, and they were the most prominent feature on her body now. Her nipples were as large as thumbs and the areolas were dark and enlarged, as large as platters now. A pair of tattoos of winding serpents slithered across Sarah’s breasts, the heads of which rested on her areolas. The tails reached all the way up her jugs, with the tips hidden in her underarms. The nipples themselves were pierced with silver ball bearings, which weighed them down slightly. 

Cynthia looked her sister up and down, seeing other changes begin to show. Her sister’s cheeks were a little rounder and her lips were more plump, giving her face a sexy pouting look. Sarah's frame overall was a little curvier as she developed wider hips and the smallest beginnings of a pot belly, but her breasts were the undisputed focal point of her body. A tight frilly mix between a dress and a tube top, its fabric stretched and nearly frayed by Sarah’s massive breasts, showed off her jaw dropping cleavage. 

Sarah’s old crucifix necklace was gone, replaced with a red pentagram piece of jewelry that dangled just above her enormous bosom. A couple of piercings decorated her sister’s upper ear, and her wrists bore spiked bracelets. Her plain, short bangs grew longer and was hairsprayed up on her forehead in an elaborate modern layer cake, while the sides of her head were shaved. Sarah's hair color changed to a bright pink, matching her lipstick. Dark eyeshadow formed under her eyes as well.

“So, sister, interested in a Sunday service?” Cynthia asked, knowing full well the answer that was coming.

“Fuck no,” her sister replied. “Unless you’re starting a Wiccan coven. Why would I ever want to step foot in a church? They are so judgmental. If it harms none, do as ye will, that’s my motto.” 

Their mother walked in and seized the bloody mary out of Cynthia’s hand. “Thanks a lot girl, you’re great.” Cynthia glowed slightly, basking in the rare praise from her formerly taciturn mother. “Well, girls, what would you like to do today?”

Sarah didn’t react to this question, but Cynthia dropped her jaw in awe. Her mother never asked for her opinion on what the day’s activities ought to be, especially on a Sunday. Cynthia never doubted that her mother loved her, but it was a ‘tough love’ that required strict routine, obedience, and discipline. 

Her mom wrapped her arms around the shoulders of her two daughters as though they were her best friends. “Why don’t we go to a concert? Or a club? Or we could all get a new tattoo together? Whatever is is, girls, it is my treat.” 

“I have the best mom ever,” Cynthia gushed. She wasn’t used to spending a lot of time with her mother, as she was often busy with her work. Sarah was smiling too, which was once a real rarity. Her newly rounded cheeks gave her some cute looking dimples. Cynthia thought about how rare it was for her to get a real chance to bond with her sister, and now here it was.

“You two are my top priority,” her mother said. “Now let’s go have some fun!” As they left the house, Cynthia noticed that even the furniture and decorations in the house were different. Old fashioned, plain items had been swapped out in favor of skull and demon themed clocks and bookends, postmodern light fixtures, and steampunk style items. Her table was propped up by giant gears had ashtray in the shape of a mining cart on top of it

Cynthia grinned. Her Sunday mornings were reclaimed and she felt far more comfortable with her new family. She thought about tomorrow - how many of her classmates would find their sensible, normal, boring lives go up in smoke?

Chapter Three:

Monday weren’t usually Cynthia's favorite day of week, but she knew this one would be different. She was wearing her punk garb, packing her smokes, and she was ready to shake things up at her straight laced, uptight, conservative school.

She arrived a few minutes before class began, and was eager to find her best friend, Alexandra. She was a small, lump of a girl, with a squarish, hefty frame. Alexandra frequently had a dazed, empty look in her eye and a wore vacant expression, usually with her mouth slightly agape. 

“You look kinda different,” she said blankly as Cynthia approached. “Did you do something different with your hair?”

Alexandra was loyal, but certainly wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed, and Cynthia let out a callous laugh at her friend’s remark. She wasted no time in lighting up, not bothering to explain what was going on. She took a deep drag, and then leaned in close to Alexandra. Her eyes were fearful and wide as she started at the burning tip of the cigarette, as though the smoldering tobacco was a portal straight to Hell.

Cynthia put her lips dangerously close to her friend's gasping, open mouth, and blew a plume of smoke right into her.

Alexandra staggered back, her face covered in smoke. It quickly started to spread to the rest of her body. As it did, Cynthia could notice her clothes and form beginning to change. Alexandra’s plain clothes melted away, and Cynthia could see her figure start to change. Her body, heavy form begin to shift, becoming thinner, more feminine, lithe. The blocky angles of her face reformed into smooth, delicate cheekbones and a pointy chin.

Her clothes seemed to change as well. Baggy, shapeless clothes faded, being replaced by a tight tube top, a short skirt, and high heels, which made her appear taller and more confident. Alexandra’s plain, unremarkable hairdo was restyled, into a fluffy, avant-garde statement of style. 

“Alexandra?” Cynthia asked her. “Are you alright?”

“Nobody calls me by my full name, I go by Alex,” she said her slightly more high pitched, feminine sounding voice. Little dog collar bracelets adorned her wrists, and her plain brown purse had been swapped out in favor of a black sequined bag. It bore an image of a rose with a plethora of sharp thorns.

“You feeling good?” Cynthia asked. 

“You bet,” Alex replied. “We are going to have a fun day, aren’t we?” 

“Let’s go see Sakura next,” Cynthia said. Alex replied by nodding eagerly.

“What a great choice,” Alex cooed. “She could certainly use your help.”

Sakura was an unusually tall Japanese girl who had some success on the girl’s basketball team. All her time was spent on playing, practicing, or studying, with no time for fun. Cynthia knew Sakura would be much better off with a little...correction.

“Sakura,” she said when she finally found her friend. Sakura did not dress very flashy and was very self conscious about her appearance. She often walked with her head bowed a little, to make herself appear slightly shorter.

“Yes?” Her friend answered. Upon seeing Alex and Cynthia’s new looks, Sakura looked a little shocked and puzzled. “What’s going on? Why do you two look so...” her voice trailed off.

“So awesome?” Alex replied, trying to finish her sentence. “So hot?” 

“Why not find out?” Cynthia interjected as she pulled out a cigarette.

“Oh, I shouldn’t smoke,” Sakura replied. 

“Why not? It’s awesome,” Cynthia said as she lighted it.

“Well, for one, I don’t want to reduce my lung capacity. I’m an athlete, after all,” Sakura explained.

“I don’t think you’ll have to worry about that for much longer,” Cynthia said as she slowly exhaled. 

Sakura coughed as the smoke cloud billowed towards her. Her mouth opened in shock as her entire world seemed to grow several feet taller. As she looked around at her newly taller friends and bigger buildings, she realized that the world hadn’t grown - she’d shrunk. Sakura, who had been until minutes ago one of the tallest girls in school, was now one of the shortest. 

“Wow, good work,” Alex said, smiling as she observed the changes. An especially shy girl who had been watching off in the distance, named Marcy, turned and ran at the sight.

“Just wait, it gets better,” Cynthia said, watching the cloud go to work. As the arms of smoke wrapped around Sakura, her body changed. Angular, muscular legs and arms faded away forever, becoming delicate, petite limbs. Her body became very small and girlish, and her facial features certainly weren’t spared. Sakura’s cheeks became a little more pronounced and her eyes grew a little wider, giving her the expression of someone far younger than she really was. Her short, simple, athletic haircut was replaced by longer hair, set in pigtails and held in place by hairclips shaped like little dragons.

Pink lipstick began to adorn her lips, along with a little glitter flush on her newly puffy cheeks and a tiny stud on her left nostril. She wore a frilly tube top, a black leather skirt, and knee high socks with black and white horizontal stripes. Sakura’s knowledge of sports faded away, replaced with the ability to play guitar for a punk-rock band and a love of adult themed cartoons.

“Sakura - ready for the best day ever?” Cynthia asked.

"Yes, oh, yes!” she squealed her much higher pitched, more girly voice. With her hands on her hips, she confidently stated: “I can’t remember the last time I felt this good!”

“Don’t worry - today will never end,” Cynthia promised.

“What do you mean?” Sakura asked, sounding confused.

“The whole school will be different before I’m done with it,” Cynthia boasted. “And it will stay that way. Forever.” 

“Nice!” Alex said. “Who should we see next?”

Just then, the bell rang, signaling the start of first period. Cynthia, Alex, and Sakura had to separate, going to different classes. They agreed to meet up again during the first recess period. Cynthia hastily put out her cigarette and reluctantly walked off to class.

During class, all three girls received quite a lot of pointing and staring from their fellow students. Seeing such a drastic change was certainly something that didn’t happen every day in Marion Falls. By the time the first recess had commenced, almost everyone had seen one of the girls, and there was no gossip topic.

When the three girls met back at the large oak tree at the center of campus, they were now well known enough to attract attention. A gaggle of followers surrounded them, giving Cynthia an ample amount of targets to choose from. They stood alone, an island of uniqueness and punk culture in a sea of conformity, blandness, and conservative clothing and attitudes. 

“So - where were we?” Cynthia said as she scanned the crowd. Many of the popular girls were there, wanting to know what the big deal was. Other more reclusive students, shy little Marcy, were hanging in the back row.

“Fixing things,” Alex said. 

“Of course,” Cynthia replied as her facial expression shifted into her smirking grin.

“What are you trying to fix, exactly?” Jill, one of the girls from the crowd asked. Jill and best friend Jessica went everywhere together, from Christian youth group after school to volunteering to do voter registration for the Republican party on the weekends. Not only were they close, but they also dressed the same every day. Jill and Jessica did look a little different, though. Jill was tall, with a big nose and a thin, lanky frame, while Jessica was short, with smaller features, and a chubby, bottom heavy, pear shaped frame.

“Oh, you’ll find out,” Sakura promised.

Cynthia casually pulled out another cigarette. Smoking was against school policy, but she knew that anyone that tried to stop her would have their mind changed in quite a hurry. 

“How’d you like a makeover, Jill?” Cynthia asked, though she knew it wasn’t really a question. Jill was going to receive one no matter what her answer was.

“I don’t know...” Jill said, her voice trailing off as she eyed the punk girls in front of her. "I mean, if you and your little clique want to go crazy, be my guest, but don't expect the rest of us..."

Cynthia didn’t wait for Jill to finish her thought. She took a deep drag and then let out a big cloud of smoke in Jill’s direction.

The crowd watched in shock as  the changes to Jill started to become visible through the billowing, enveloping cloud of smoke. Her plain, makeup-less face became adorned with harsh-looking facepaint and her nails became painted black. Her plain brown sweater and pants transformed into a tight fitting tank top with a spidery print and a black, short ruffled skirt that showed off her legs. Her height seemed to diminish just slightly, and her arms and legs seemed to become more proportionate to her body, causing her to lose her lanky look. For the first time, feminine curves started to bloom on her body. Her breasts seemed to swell out in particular, and her tummy grew out as well, growing into a round, firm pot that stuck out of her top. She also grew rounded cheeks and a slight double chin. Each contour of her curvy body was easily visible, thanks to her clingy, revealing garb.

At the sight of this spectacle, many of the onlookers gasped. Nervous chatter broke out among the other students. Lillian Holbrook, the principal, walked purposely toward Cynthia. 

“Cynthia, come with me,” she said as she grasped her by the wrist. Cynthia tried to breath smoke at her, but her cigarette finished. Alex started to speak up in protest, but the bell rang. The crowd dispersed, and Sakura, Alex, and Jill walked off to class with their heads down. They figured the party was over.

Cynthia was pulled into her office and told to take a seat. She figured she might run into an adult eventually, but was surprised it was Lillian. While the principal still quite conservative and ordinary looking, Cynthia always suspected she had a rebel's heart. Lillian wore a charm bracelet on her wrist and had a pixie hairdo - not a crazy choice, but just different enough that Cynthia suspected she might get a sympathetic ear.

“I’m in a delicate situation, Cynthia,” she began. Cynthia thought about immediately trying to light up again and bathe Lillian in smoke, but decided to hear her out first. "You're friends with my goddaughter Vanessa. I don't know if she told you that I was her..."

“Yeah,” Cynthia cut her off, not sure where this was going. "So?"

“Vanessa's parents are often out of town, so she and I visit a lot. I've always felt so close to her. I know she must feel the same way, in her heart, but she's so faithful to the scriptures..." Lillian began, her voice trailing off as she nervously rapped her fingers on her desk. "It breaks my heart to see her deny herself happiness just to satisfy tradition, and this close minded town."

“What are you saying? What does this have to do with me?” Cynthia asked.

“Well, I heard a rumor, but I had to see it to believe it. And now that I did, well...I know it’s true. You really can do it,” Lillian stated. "You can change people. And now I need you to do something for me. I was quite a wild thing in college," Lillian quietly boasted. "I'm certainly not a church every Sunday."

"What are you getting at?" Cynthia asked. "Come out, out with it."

"I've seen what you can do," Lillian said. "And I need your help. I need you to do it to my sweet Vanessa. I'm sure with you...help....she'll be on my side."

"Why didn't you just say so?" Cynthia replied with a laugh. "Of course I'll help you." 

Lillian's eyes widened, and she instantly rose to her feet. "She'll be in English now. Let's go."

"I'm supposed to be in history myself," Cynthia started to say in protest.

"Screw that, I'm the principal, I'll write you a note," Lillian said. "I don't know how you got this power or how long it will last, but it's not going to waste." She took Cynthia by the wrist and ran towards Vanessa's class. She told Cynthia to wait outside and light up while she ducked inside to "borrow" her goddaughter.

Lillian returned with Vanessa in tow, who was wearing an orange turtleneck sweater and a sour expression on her face.  

"Couldn't this have waited? You embarrassed me," Vanessa complained with a pout.

"Vanessa, meet Cynthia," said Lillian said triumphantly. 

"Woah, what happened to you?" Vanessa asked, as she looked at Cynthia's newly punkified appearance. 

"The same thing that's going to happen to you," Lillian promised, as Cynthia exhaled a huge cloud of smoke from her cigarette. 

Vanessa's turtleneck sweater and plain pants, which she wore religiously for the sake of modesty, faded away, exposing her narrow frame. Her long blonde hair, her favorite feature, also left her. It became shorter, changing into a Pixie style haircut that matched Lillian's. It also  became dyed a deep shade of blue. 

Small tattoos of stars, hearts, and bones started appearing on her skin, which was more visible now thanks to her more revealing clothes. Her flat, unremarkable body shape was changing too, becoming curvier and heavier. Her growing breasts strained against the confines of her bra, while her upper arms and shoulders grew meatier. Her thighs looked huskier and her butt swelled into a large bubble, and her middle was greeted with love handles. Vanessa's fingers were covered in fishnet gloves and her tennis shoes became gnarly looking black leather boots. Her fingernails grew longer and were painted red, and her eyes gained some trick contact lenses that made her pupils look like spirals.

"Woah, now, that's plenty," Lillian said. "We don't want too much, or she might become too much of a rebel even for me," she hastily added.

"I agree," Cynthia said. "It would be a shame if you two couldn't see eye to eye." She blew what was left of the smoke towards Lillian. 

Vanessa's godmother could feel her own clothes start to change, going from a blouse and mom jeans to a tight fitting leather vest and a short skirt. Her eyeshadow and lipstick became several shades darker, and stretched past her eyes and her lips in sharp looking lines. Her figure filled out, especially her breasts. They grew so large that her bra and vest could not completely hide her large areolas, giving her top a hint of obscenity.

"You can't expect me to wear this to work at a school," Lillian complained. "I'm the principal!"

"Relax," Cynthia assured her. "By the time I'm through with this place, I'm sure you'll fit right in." In the meantime, Vanessa  was smiling as she looked at Lillian. Cynthia smiled too, knowing her work was complete.

When Cynthia finally made her way to history class, nobody bothered asking her why she was late. Instead, she was simply greeted with more wide eyed stares. Rumors were spreading quickly. Who was this new Cynthia, and what was she capable of?

These rumors seem to only intensify when lunchtime finally arrived. Cynthia met up with Alex, Sakura, Jill, and Vanessa, all sitting at one table. It was just one table of many, but Cynthia knew their numbers would only grow.

Cynthia eyed the girls seated at the adjoining tables. Most were quiet, or whispering. One girl, though, who was sitting next to Marcy, stood out to Cynthia. She had her head in her hands, and she was crying.

She got up to see who it was, and when Cynthia approached her, she was surprised to find it was Jessica, Jill’s best friend.

“What’s wrong?” Cynthia asked, wrapping her arm around Jessica's shoulder affectionately.

“Don't touch me!" Jessica screamed, as she recoiled from Cynthia's arm. "You’ve ruined everything," she sobbed.

“What have I ruined?” Cynthia asked.

“Jill and I were best friends,” Jessica started. “We were very close. Thanks to you, it’s like she’s a different person. She didn’t even talk to me during our last class. It's like she's brainwashed or...something."

“Aww, that’s terrible,” Cynthia said, rubbing her hand across Jessica’s back soothingly. “I’ll set things right, don’t worry.” 

“You will?” Jessica asked, trembling.

“Absolutely. I’ll make you two similar again,” Cynthia promised. “And you'll be close. Really, really...close,” Cynthia said with a smirk. She slowly reached into her purse, assuming Jessica would try to run when she pulled out a cigarette. Jessica remained seated, preparing herself for what was to come. “Good girl,” Cynthia said, stroking Jessica's cheek. “How wise of you to accept the inevitable.” She light up, took a drag, and exhaled.

The cloud of smoke moved towards Jessica, and her body changed. Her plain clothes faded, revealing her pear shaped chubby body. Cynthia watched as she grew slightly taller, reaching her Jill's’s height exactly. Then, she saw he weight start to shift, as the fat moved from her lower body to her upper body. Her large thighs, hips, and buttocks shrank, and her bosom swelled, her tummy rounded, and her face became rounder and puffy, as well as adorned with the same face paint worn by Jill. New clothes started to cover her new body - the same black frilly skirt and spider-print tank top Jill had. In fact, as Cynthia looked from Jill back to Jessica, she found she could no longer see a difference. The two best friends had become identical, mirror images of each other. They had same clothes, the same body type and face, the same....everything.

“Wow,” Jessica said. “This is amazing.” 

“Yeah,” Cynthia agreed. “Now you ought to be closer than ever to your...friend,” she added with a wink.

Jessica ran up to Jill and gave her a big bear hug. Their partially exposed breasts and tummies mashed together. After a few moments, the two turned to look at each other, and their lips met in a passionate kiss.

“Oh yeah,” Jill said as their lips parted. “We are going to be closer than ever.”

“Much, much closer than ever,” Jessica agreed. The group of punk girls at the next table hooted and cheered their approval.

“I feel like I need a cigarette after watching that,” Alex said, and absentmindedly reached for Cynthia’s. Her friend handed it to her, and she took a deep drag, coughing a little, before handing it back.

Cynthia watched as her best friend started to change once again. Her face became adorned with several piercings. Little bolts sprouted from her eyebrow, the center of her ear, and her nose. The exposed skin of her torso also sported several new tattoos. A rose wound its way around her left arm, snaking towards her left breast. On her right arm, an image of an oak tree grew out of roots made of human bones. Her toes contained little tattoos of pentagrams, while her ankles sported a small serpent. On her back, a large fallen angel spread its shredded wings, while a poem was etched above on the back of her neck in gothic script. Cynthia recognized it as the Epicurean Paradox:

If God is willing to prevent evil, but is not able to

Then He is not omnipotent.

If He is able, but not willing

Then He is malevolent.

If He is both able and willing

Then whence cometh evil?

If He is neither able nor willing

Then why call Him God?

“How fitting,” Cynthia said as she finished reading her friend’s back. Alex replied only with a smile, which exposed her tongue, which was both pierced and had a bifurcation split.

Chapter Four:

Finally, the final bell rang and the school day was over. Student and teacher alike were unable to explain what they had seen. Conservative, straight laced, normal girls had begun to experience radical shifts their behavior, their attire, and even their bodies instantaneously. The only link was contact with Cynthia and her smoking

“It’s like a virus,” Alex said, remarking on the spread of gothic punk-ness.

“Yeah - a virus of awesome,” Cynthia agreed. “We should have a party for the new cool girls of the school - the girls who have come over to our side.”

“That would be you, me, Sakura, Vanessa, Jill, Jessica, the principal...” Alex started. “Am I leaving anybody out?”

“My older sister Sarah can come, and my Mom. I did her earlier,” Cynthia said. “I guess that’s it, though.”

“What about me?” Marcy said, as she walked out from behind a corner.  

“What about you, Marcy,” Alex asked dismissively. “You’re not invited.”

“This is hard for me to say,” Marcy began, “But I’ve always wished I could be more outgoing, more cool. You’re doing something really amazing, magical if you ask me. And I want in. I want to go to the party,” she said in a soft voice.

“You should be careful what you wish for,” Cynthia said. “You're just a shy little Glee club girl. Do you have any idea what I could do to you?”

“I don’t care about the consequences,” Marcy said. “Just do it, I’m begging you.” 

“Alright, you asked for it,” Cynthia said as she casually pulled out two smokes. She lit the first one with a lighter, and then lit the second one with the butt of the first. She placed the two smoldering sticks of tobacco into her mouth at once, then sucked in with all her might, causing her to cough slightly. When her lungs had reached maximum capacity, she exhaled. 

A massive plume of dark smoke issued from Cynthia, who breathed the stuff like an angry dragon. The cloud covered Marcy, whose eyes grew wet and irritated from the strength of the massive, thick cloud. The cloud seemed to take the shape of a serpent tightly coiling around its prey. Then, the serpent opened its maw wide and swallowed up Marcy, forever consuming the person she once was and endowing her with a new identity.

“Woah, nice one,” Alex said. “Wonder what it will do to her,” she said as she cocked her head to the side.

“Probably a lot,” Cynthia answered cryptically, as she keenly observed what was to come.

Prior to being hit with Cynthia's veritable smoke bomb, Marcy was a short girl with a long, horse like face, small eyes, and a shapeless, flabby figure that she hid in baggy clothes. Her hair was in a conservative bun and her features were completely unadorned with any makeup or jewelry.

Now her features were changing fast. Her eyes grew large and wide, and were decorated with exaggerated eye makeup and red eye contact lenses. Her light brown hair became dyed with a harsh, neon yellow blonde. It was shaved on one side, and the other had a long, swooping bang. Marcy’s face completely changed shape - the long, horse face look faded away, and her face became circular, with chubby, apple cheeks. She had a piercing on her nostril, nose bridge, eyebrow, lip, and tongue, as well as nearly a dozen on each ear. The piercings themselves were jagged and looked like iron spikes, and her lipstick was pitch black.

The fat on Marcy’s body started to rearrange itself. Her lumpy legs grew longer and more muscular, while her sagging ass shrank into a small, circular bubble butt, which was very toned and strong looking. The fat surged upwards, giving her a top heavy body. Her upper arms become longer and more husky - perfect for more ‘real estate’ space for her arm tattoos. There were many of them, most of them intricate, ornate scenes of demons, dragons, or robots engaged in violence, such as tearing down churches or slaughtering angels. The larger arms seemed to ripple with muscle, chunky biceps bubbling up from nowhere. The carnage on her arms was only accentuated by her skull bracelets and her steel tipped killer boots, which had replaced her old, plain sneakers. 

The rest of the fat clung to her breasts, giving them a massive increase in size. Her modest bust exploded, and as her baggy sweatshirt faded away, replaced by a red and black corset. It showed off her new cleavage in eye popping detail. Marcy’s breasts swelled and swelled, until she had an extremely large, gravity defying rack that stuck out in front of her. Some of the fat also crept up into her belly, and it peeked out of the bottom of her corset in a small little tummy bump. Underneath the small little pooch was a strong, six pack of abs. Marcy’s height shot up as well, until she was well over six feet tall.

Marcy’s pants were replaced by spandex hot pants, which had black chains and were painted with pictures of fangs. Her nipples were larger than before and visible even through her corset, and they were both pierced too.

“Still interested in glee club?” Alex asked her.

“No way,” Marcy said. “I’m not singing unless I’m screamin' in a punk rock or heavy metal band.” 

“That’s the spirit,” Cynthia said with a pat on the back, causing Marcy’s rack to jiggle. “Come on, you’re coming to a party.”

Twelve hours later...

Cynthia awoke with a hazy feeling in her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and a quick glance down at her chubby body revealed all she was wearing was her underwear. Next to her was Alex, who was similarly bereft of clothing.

“Morning,” Alex said with a yawn, as she snuggled closer to her friend. She ran her hand up and down Cynthia’s spine, causing her to shiver slightly. “Sleep well?”

“Um, I don’t know. Can’t remember much, honestly,” Cynthia said, as she looked down at Alex’s body. Had they...done anything? Alex certainly seemed to be acting familiar around her. 

“That’s too bad. I had a great time last night,” Alex replied with a wink.

“Oh?” Cynthia said, her heart taking a little leap. So, maybe something did happen...

“Yeah,” Alex said, as she leaned in and gave her friend a lingering kiss on the cheek. “Let’s go see what everyone else is up to.”

Alex and Cynthia headed downstairs, each of them wearing nothing but an oversized, open shirt and their underwear. 

“Great party last night, sweetie,” Cynthia's mother said. The kitchen and the living room were a mess, with cups and plastic plates strewn everywhere. On the floor, Sakura’s mom was sleeping, her large breasts in full nude view, a shining silver nipple piercing in the shape of a fang adorning one of her large breasts.

“I wish I could remember what happened,” Cynthia said, her head still throbbing slightly and she and Alex sat down on the sofa.

“Let me make you a cup of tea and maybe when you feel more awake your memory will come to you,” Alex said, as she hopped up. Cynthia eyes couldn't help but be drawn to the sight of her friend’s bouncing breasts as she rose to her feet. A few minutes later, Alex returned with a cup of black tea in her hand. 

“Ugh, I feel so sore and uncomfortable,” Cynthia complained, as she craned her neck from side to side and arched her back.

“Stand up for a sec,” Alex said, and Cynthia complied. Cynthia lay down on the couch, on her back. “Ok. Now lay down like this,” she instructed as she spread her legs slightly.

Cynthia lay down, with her back against the front her friend’s body, and her head nestled against her soft breasts.

“Feel better?” Alex asked, as she played with the tresses of Cynthia’s hair.

“Yeah,” Cynthia admitted. She felt very comfortable. Alex reached in and slightly touched her friend’s chin as she brought the cup to tea to her face. 

“Mm...” Cynthia said as she drank. “Thanks, Alex.”

“Now think for a moment. Can you remember anything?” she asked. Cynthia closed her eyes and tried her best to remember...

~

Cynthia and Alex were walking from house to house, picking up their guests. Of course, the same scenario played itself out over and over again. When she went to see Sakura, for example, her mother was livid at how her child had changed, and blamed Cynthia. She forbid her from going to the party, and asked her to leave her home.

Cynthia responded by pulling out a cigarette and blowing a puff of smoke in her direction. In no time, Sakura’s mom had changed completely. A middle aged, traditionally modest Asian woman vanished, and in her place was a wild, tattooed, pierced sex pot, who was eager to accompany her daughter to the party. Her dumpy, old housewife figure had shifted, becoming an hourglass, which was accentuated by a tight leather jumpsuit. 

The mothers of Marcy, Jill and Jessica all had similar objections, and those objections were dealt with in similar ways. Marcy’s mother was quite uptight and a real clean freak, and when she was transformed her home turned into a pigsty. Her hair became green, and her pantsuit was replaced by a spandex catsuit, complete with a spiked collar. 

Jill's mother was anorexic and obsessed with dieting, and she gained a huge amount of weight, along with a plethora of stretched out tattoos slinking their way up her ample flesh. Her tummy became a mountain of softness while her large breasts jutted out and rested heavily upon it. 

Jessica's mom was a software engineer who designed porn-blocking browser extensions of Christian households. When Cynthia was through with her, she made her living doing live cam shows - and she offered to do private shows with all of the girls for free.

Finally, the procession reached Cynthia’s house. As they entered the door, they could already hear the pleasant sound of punk rock. Each came with a smile. Everyone attending knew that this would be the best party that they had ever attended. It was their first real night to be themselves.

~

“Well?” Alex asked as she lightly rubbed Cynthia’s shoulders. “Anything at all?”

“Yeah,” Cynthia said. “It's starting to coming back to me...” she said with a long, relaxed sigh.

~

The girls were seated around a table, cards in hand. They were in various stages of nudity. Marcy had most of her clothes off, exposing the tattoos that snaked up and down her flesh. Just her underwear and bra remained. Sakura still had most of her clothes on, her tiny garments clinging to her petite frame, but her mom, who was playing, had already taken off her top and her bra, exposing her surprisingly large breasts. When Cynthia won the hand, Jill and Jessica, who had both bet heavily against her, had to take off more of their clothing. The girls hooted and cheered when they removed their shirts and bras, causing their flouncy breasts to pop free.

Sarah’s top was off but her bra was still on, and the girl’s couldn’t help but stare at her amazingly large breasts. They jutted out from her body and swayed at the slightest movement. 

Alex had most of her clothes on, but what she was wearing certainly could not hide her tattoos or her piercings. She couldn’t stop but look at Cynthia, who was down to her bra and panties. She traced up and down her friend’s chubby figure with a greedy, lusty look in her eye.

~

“So you remember the strip poker game? That’s good,” Alex said. “Do you remember what game we played after that?”

~

Later in the evening, the girls were still in a circle, but the cards were gone - as was much of the remaining clothing. In the center of the table was an empty bottle of beer. They were now playing the game “spin the bottle.”

When Marcy spun the bottle, it pointed to Sakura. The two locked lips for a brief moment awkwardly. When they parted, Sakura was blushing and staring at the ground, while Marcy was staring intently at Sakura and licking her lips. She scooted a little closer to the petite girl and wrapped one of her large arms around her body. She swore Sakura started to purr like a kitten. 

Jill was next, or at least, the girl who said she was Jill was next. Nobody could tell her and Jessica apart, nobody was surprised when Jill's spin pointed towards Jessica. They stared into each other’s eyes for a few seconds, before the rest of the girls started cheering for them to kiss. 

Jill and Jessica moved a little closer to each other, and their lips met. Slowly at first, they locked lips. Then the kiss became more aggressive, more hungry. Jill wrapped her arms around her friend’s neck and slightly moaned into the kiss. Jessica put her hands forward and lightly caressed her Jill's bare breasts, gently flicking her nipples. When they stopped kissing, they were gasping and trembling. Jill started to kiss her way down her Jessica's neck, pausing for a moment to give her a little hickey. She let her lips travel further down, and started to suckle on her nipple. The group stared in hushed silence, not daring even to breathe. The only sound was the faint, wet, suckling sound of Jill's mouth. 

“Oh yes,” Jessica said, as the two started to grind their bodies together, their soft bellies smashing against each other. “Jill, I want you so bad” she said.

“Me too,” Jill confessed as her friend's nipple popped out of her mouth. Jill’s hand started to snake its way down to her doppelganger's panties, gently massaging the skin right around them.

“Can we use your bedroom?” Jessica asked Cynthia’s mother.

“Sure, go ahead,” she said. “Have fun, you two,” she added with a wink. The two scampered up stairs hand in hand.

The next spin of the bottle paired Cynthia’s older sister Sarah up with Sakura’s mom, who couldn’t resist a generous fondling of Sarah’s amazing breasts. After that, Vanessa ended up spinning Principal Lillian.

“Oh, wow,” Vanessa exclaimed as the bottle stopped spinning. “I was crossing my fingers, but I never thought..." her voice trailed off, but Lillian was hesitating. "Come on, you went through so much trouble just to make me who I am,” Vanessa begged. “Just one kiss.” 

Lillian leaned down and gave her goddaughter a little peck on the cheek. 

“That was like the kiss you give you say goodnight,” Vanessa complained. “I want the kind of kiss that says I get to sleep with momma tonight,” she added to cheers from the girls.

“All right,” Lillian said, bowing to the pressure. As much as she hated to admit it, she did want to kiss Vanessa. She knew now that the two were closer than they ever had been, and she'd been longing for years to take that closeness just one step further.

Lillian leaned in and gently kissed Vanessa on the lips. Vanessa wrapped her arms around Lillian's neck and leaned into the kiss, slipping her godmother the tongue in the process. Lillian couldn’t help but grope Vanessa's breasts. They felt so firm, so ripe. She kneaded them desperately, a lusty fire burning inside her. She traced the skin on Vanessa’s flashy tattoos and her daughter responded moving her hand towards Lillian's crotch.

“You two can have my room,” Sarah said with a wink, and Vanessa and Lillian hurried upstairs.

~

“So you remember a lot of people kissing,” Alex said. “Anybody else?”

“No,” Cynthia said as she shook her head. “I don’t think so.” She tried to turn back and look at Alex in the eye. “Was there anybody else?”

“I’ll answer if you ask it openly,” Alex said. 

“Ask what openly?” Cynthia replied in an innocent tone of voice, but her devilish expression betrayed her.

“You what I mean. You want to ask me if we kissed!” Alex asked in exasperation.

“Well...did we?” Cynthia said with an embarrassed tone. Alex let out a long sigh.

“No,” Alex said. “We didn’t do anything. We just cuddled and fell asleep in your room.” A heavy, pregnant pause filled the room for a moment. “Are you relieved, or disappointed?” Alex asked.

“I don’t know,” Cynthia confessed as she blushed. “I’m so flattered that you’re so attracted to me, the new way we are and everything. I think it's great that so many girls are developing these new desires, exploring their changed selves..."

“Can I tell you a secret?” Alex asked.

“Of course,” Cynthia replied.

“I was attracted to you even before we changed. I’ve always been attracted to you,” Alex said.

“Why did you wait so long to tell me?” Cynthia asked.

“I don’t know. I feel like when we changed I was able to find my courage,” Alex said. “But I’m OK if you’re not that way. I promise it won’t be awkward for us. We’ll still always be best-” but Alex was cut off mid sentence as Cynthia wrapped her arm around Alex’s neck and brought their lips together in a passionate kiss. She swirled her tongue around Alex's mouth and nibbled on her lower lip as her friend whimpered with pleasure.

“Breakfast!” Cynthia’s mom shouted from the kitchen. "Who wants a bloody mary?" As Cynthia got up, Alex gave her hand a little squeeze and let out a giggle.

Cynthia smiled. Today was going to be a good day.

THE END

~~~

If you enjoyed this story, leave me a review and let me know your thoughts. I greatly appreciate it. Also visit my blog, My Transformations, where you can learn more about me, my writing process, upcoming projects, or commission your own story. In addition, consider checking out some of my other transformation themed ebooks:

From Charlotte to Chavette: The Ring of Change Saga 

(Weight Gain, Class Change) This one is great if you like the "Good Girl to Bad Girl" type of change. Liam's a liar and a thief, a no good London "chav" who steals a ring that has the power to transform anyone who wears it into the perfect match for whoever gave it to them. Unfortunately, he said his perfect woman is "twice as bad" as him! The pretty and posh lady on whose finger the Ring of Change now sits is in for a surprise. She's going to transform into a woman who is fatter, trashier, sluttier...a real "chavette." Liam should have been more careful what he wished for.

Garden Variety 

(Weight Gain, Religious Satire) This one is for you if you like books that critique religion. The "Garden of Eden" story is retold. Equal parts biting satire and insightful religious criticism, "Garden Variety" takes direct aim at the message behind the myth. Adam and Eve's bodies and minds are transformed and 'downgraded' as they discover the truth about God - and the Devil.

The Transformation Mall

The first ever crowdfunded transformation ebook, The Transformation Mall contains 11 vignettes and short stories, brimming with all manner of transformations as fantasy meets reality. Visit a fattening sandwich shop, a gym with a "Role Reversal" special, a clothing store with a gender-swap surprise, a comic book store that turns cheerleaders into nerds, and much, much more. 

From Nikki to Nerdy: The Ring of Change Saga

(Nerd, Weight Gain) Nikki is a blonde bombshell with a hot body and an empty mind. Zeke is the geeky leader of her study group, and begrudges the attention she gets from everyone. When Zeke's friend says Nikki is perfect, Zeke says that the perfect woman is someone even nerdier than he is. Soon, Zeke comes across the magical "Ring of Change," and it finds its way onto Nikki's finger. What will happen when Zeke gets his wish? Can he really handle a woman who can out-nerd him in every conceivable way?

Destiny of the Huntress 

(Werewolf) The Elves of Talvion are in the grips of a deadly conflict with the werewolves of the woods. But the elves have a secret weapon - Elanai, the master huntress, who can slay wolves with ease. Things quickly change when an orphaned wolf pup has the potential to melt Elanai's heart. Becoming the adopted mother to a werewolf has its challenges, and Elanai will soon learn that her destiny is to find lust and love in the most unlikely of circumstances.

Four Friends, Four Transformations

(Various Changes) 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.

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…

Golden Girls Spa: A Tale of Age Progression 

(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.

Older and Wiser

(Age Progression, Weight Gain) Sophia Rossi is a struggling college freshman with an unrequited crush on her older friend. While at a cosplay convention, she meets a woman who sells her a "magic potion" that will supposedly solve her academic and romantic troubles. Of course, there is a price…
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