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Chapter 1: Experiments

"Did my pants get tighter?" Mary asked, turning to the side in the mirror. The dark skinned woman had been thin when they originally became roommates, but lately she had been growing rather chubby. To Mary, it was inexplicable. Perhaps she was just imagining it.

Katie looked up at her roommate, trying not to smile. "Oh I'm sure they didn't. I mean, you're plenty thin."

"I guess you're right..." Doing up her pants, Mary moved to button her shirt, the buttons puckering just slightly as she pulled the fabric over herself. "I swear though, I might need to work out more..."

"Oh don't worry, you won't get fat." There was a distinct emphasis placed on the word 'fat,' something which a normal person wouldn't have noticed, but which Katie chose to do very intentionally. After all, using a word of power required intent.

"Oof." Mary shifted slightly, her stomach pressing further against the buttons of her shirt, little gaps forming between them. "I swear, you're the only one who thinks that."

Katie giggled. "Because it's true. You're still the thin rail you were when you started. Not a drop of fat on your body."

Again, Mary shifted, her chest pressing out slightly, filling her bra. "I'm glad you're the one telling me; everyone keeps saying I've put on weight."

"They're just jealous of your good looks."

"I hope you're right..." Mary bent over, before having to pull up her jeans over her now wider rear. "Pretty sure everyone else on the floor is the same as me anyway."

"Exactly! Now, don't worry anymore. Don't listen to their big, fat mouths."

Suddenly, a button on Mary's shirt popped off, as her chest pushed forward even more. "Oh god, I didn't realize how much this shirt had shrunk..."

"Right? The washers in the basement are terrible. Still, you look find! No need to worry about showing a little extra cleavage."

"Yeah, I guess you're right. Alright, I'll see you later then." Picking up her books, Mary departed, leaving Katie to herself.

Her giggling, overly amused self.

After all, she couldn't help it, she'd been holding it in the entire time! How could she not, when she was so happy?

And using her power did make her happy. Her entire life, she'd been special; she'd been born with the power to make people fatter just by saying the word. In fact, it had been her first word as a child; she said it so much, her parents had become immobile, as had more than one babysitter.

The thin blonde girl had always realized that no one else seemed to notice what was happening, like the world itself changed to fit her desire. Despite her parents being parade floats, no one seemed to care one bit. No one seemed to find it odd when she'd said her word and blew them right up.

And now, in college, Katie was finding it extremely hard not to just turn everyone she met into a whale. Especially because she had a mission in mind: to develop her ability further. Pulling up a file on her computer, Katie looked over all the data she'd collected. She'd tried using her word in all manner of ways, with all manner of intents. When she was younger, she couldn't control how someone grew; but as she'd proved just now with Mary, she could now choose where and how the weight appeared. She still couldn't get the quantity right though. No matter how much she might have wanted it, it appeared she needed to say it again and again to really make things happen.

There were plenty of other things she wanted to experiment with too. For one, she'd been trying to see if she could influence how someone reacted to the weight; before, people seemed to just assume that they had always been a certain way. Everyone acted like what happened had always happened, like she'd just edited a picture or something. It wasn't that people saw someone become fat, they just changed so they had always been fat.

But Katie was pushing it further. Now, she was finding ways to make it so people noticed they were gaining, or thought that they had been on their own. Mary was exhibit A, having clearly noticed that she was getting thicker in lots of places. But was that really the limit? Did she have a limit? Katie didn't know.

But for now, what she really wanted to play with was changing how people felt about the weight. It was one thing to make people fatter and make them remember always being so, but she wasn't a sadist. Well, not usually. The idea of making people enjoy it, making people want it... That turned her on. The idea of having people who wanted to get fatter, who enjoyed being huge and massive, was exactly her thing.

And now that she was in college, Katie had lots of people she could work with. Lots of people she could experiment on. But as much as she wanted to live out her fantasies of having a bunch of fat women to love on, she knew she couldn't move too quickly. First, she had to prove that she could make them want it, or enjoy it.

No, maybe she could make them enjoy it as it was happening! Maybe she could make it so it was something that happened to them before! There were so many possibilities! Assuming of course, they were real possibilities. All she had to work with was a single word of power. She'd have to hope that her intent was enough, that her will could make it work...

Well, there wasn't any use in sitting around over thinking it. Katie closed her files and departed her room, searching her floor to see if there was anyone around. Anyone she might particularly want to use as a test subject...

She found the perfect person in Stacy.

Stacy was a bit of a shut-in and a nerd; the sort that always wore baggy clothing and didn't spend much time outside of her room. There was gaming to be done, and comfort trumped fashion. For example, today she was wearing baggy sweatpants and an over-sized flannel button down, something that didn't exactly show off her figure.

Not that she had one. One of the reasons that she was such a perfect subject for Katie's needs was that she was thin as a rail, no doubt the result of either a fast metabolism or not eating enough. One or the other.

"Hey Stacy, you busy?"

The redhead turned her head slightly to see who it was for only a moment, before turning back to her game. "Maybe. What's up?"

"Well, I just wanted to ask you about something I've been noticing. You're pretty observant usually, so I figured you'd notice." Katie tried to play it casual, tried to focus herself and her intent before she actually used the word. Try to make her enjoy the size, not just have it.

"You mean how the freshman fifteen has been hitting people regardless of their year?"

"Ah, yeah. I mean, people are getting kind of fat, aren't they?" Focus the intent. Make her enjoy it. Make her want it. Unfortunately, her clothes made it hard to see if she'd changed much physically. It would take a lot more use for that.

"Yeah. I think I've even put on a little."

"Really? I can't imagine you being fat. I mean, you're so thin! Fat chance you'd ever get fat."

Stacy shifted in her seat. She was sitting taller now, Katie could tell. And her angular facial features were softening. "I mean, I don't know if it's all bad."

"I mean, it's not bad if people enjoy being fat! Nothing wrong with that. I mean, I might enjoy having a little more fat on my body."

Finally, Katie could see the pounds piling up on Stacy's body. Her belly and breasts were clearly beginning to push out against her shirt, and her thighs and rear were definitely filling her seat more, and her face was definitely getting rounder. Plus that slight double chin...

"I mean..." Stacy paused her game, sighing heavily. Then, she turned slowly to Katie. "If I tell you a secret, do you promise you won't tell anyone?"

"Of course not! I'd never open my fat mouth if someone told me something in confidence."

Stacy's belly was now clearly pressing out against her shirt. She must have put on fifty pounds already. "Alright well... you know how I've put on a bunch of weight since I got here?"

"What? You've not gotten any bigger. There's barely any fat on you. You can't possibly think you're fat."

Now, Stacy's chest pressed outward, finally beginning to stretch her shirt out just a bit. They sat comfortably on her belly, round as it was becoming. "Oh that's not true. I've definitely gotten bigger. I mean, I don't know by how much but... I kind of like it?"

"That's great then! It's great to love how you look, fat or not!"

Stacy shifted in her seat again, her sweats clearly tightening around her lower body. Her waist alone was causing them to stretch out, and she was forced to reach down and untie the drawstring. Though this caused Katie to get a good look at her chubby belly; she'd definitely begun to soften considerably.

When she finally got the drawstring untied, Stacy slumped back and let out a heavy, pleased sigh. "Oh thank good. I really shouldn't have tied it so tight. Old habits, you know?"

"Oh yeah. Though a fat lot of good they do you, right?"

"Oof, yeah." Stacy rubbed a hand on her chest. "God this bra is too tight." Reaching around, she began to remove it. "Sorry, I really need to get more. But anyway, don't tell anyone that I'm enjoying this, okay?"

"What, that you enjoy getting fat? Have you seen people around us lately? I don't think you're the only one who's finding it fun to be fat, Stacy."

With a grunt, Stacy finally undid her bra, causing her chest to sag forward and press against her shirt. The button down might have started loose, but it was beginning to look extremely tight on her frame, with the buttons starting to pucker from the strain of holding back her figure. "But it's embarrassing! I mean, people will think I'm doing this on purpose."

"Well, why don't you? It might be more fun to get fat on purpose. Really put some fat on your bones!"

A pop was heard, as the button over her belly finally gave way, causing Stacy to flush a deep crimson as she looked down. "Oh god, not again..."

Katie smiled with amusement. "What's this? Do you enjoy bursting out of your clothes?" It was working! She was doing it! "Maybe someone really enjoys all the results of getting fat as much as they enjoy actually being fat?"

Another button burst, as Stacy's belly grew even wider and heavier. She was as red as a tomato now, trying to cover her face with her hair. "N-no! Not at all. Definitely not."

Katie couldn't help herself, slowly moving closer, running a finger along Stacy's exposed belly. "Really? That sounds like a big, fat lie. Are you a big, fat, liar?"

This time, one of the buttons over Stacy's chest burst off, hitting Katie's own chest. Stacy though, only swallowed thickly. "I-I mean, I'm not but..."

"But what? You enjoy being fat, don't you? You enjoy getting fat. You enjoy getting so fat your clothes burst..."

At last the final buttons on Stacy's shirt burst off, her belly and breasts swelling forth, pale skin laying exposed for both of them to see. Down below, her waist was spilling over the waistband of her much too tight sweatpants, the seams looking like they might soon burst off.

"M-maybe I do. But you can't tell anyone!"

"Stacy, it's kind of obvious to everyone you like being fat. And like getting fat. I mean, look at you!" Katie patted Stacy's swollen, fatty middle. "You've blown up since you got here. You're a properly fat pig now."

Finally, her sweatpants could no longer contain her. Stacy's thick legs began to break through the seams, revealing more and more pale flesh beneath them. At the same time, her rear was splitting them open, revealing her far too stretched out panties.

"I-Is it really that obvious?" Stacy looked down at herself. Minutes before she'd been thin, but she didn't know that. Now, reality said that she'd been fattening up on her own. And that she liked it.

And if Katie was right, she didn't just like it. She was turned on by it too. "Oh yeah. Pretty sure it's obvious that you've got a big, fat, fat kink. You enjoy when other people get fat, and you enjoy getting fat too, right?"

Stacy's eyes practically went as wide as dinner plates. "I-It's that obvious?" Her voice squeaked.

"Oh yeah. And based on how fat everyone is getting, you're not the only one who enjoys it..." Katie moved forward, running her finger around Stacy's now much deeper navel. "Personally, I think it's cute when girls get fat. You're much more attractive being fat."

There was an audible bang, as Stacy's waistband burst, her waistline far too wide to be contained. Her fat made her look more and more like a blob, and yet she didn't seem to notice. She had so many chins now, and her face was so round it was impossible to think she had such angular features at the start.

Her underwear too, burst off, the threads giving way against her swelling figure. The only thing still intact now was Stacy's shirt, but her arms were straining the sleeves, and it looked like it might tear along her back at any moment.

"Y-you do? I-I am?" Stacy squeaked.

"Yep. A big, fat girl like you needs someone who appreciates how fat you are. And I'm sure I'm not the only one who likes the idea of you getting fat. I can't be the only one who enabled you to get fat."

"Y-you definitely weren't..." Two more bangs signaled her shirt finally giving up the fight. Stacy had gained almost two hundred, maybe even three hundred pounds. Her clothes simply couldn't contain her anymore. Beneath her, the chair creaked ominously.

"You know, at the rate you've been growing, you're going to be too fat for that chair. Is that what you want? To get so big and fat that your fat ass breaks your chair?"

Again, Stacy's eyes widened. "M-Maybe..."

Katie gave Stacy's belly a gently squeeze, feeling the fat in her hands. "Oh yeah, you're going to break that chair. You're practically as fat as a cow now. A big, fat, cow. So big and fat you're going to break that chair, because your fat ass-"

Suddenly, Stacy's chair gave way. Each word had made her fatter, and she was now so fat that it could not hold her up. With a crash, she fell to the floor, momentarily making Stacy snap out of her lust induced trance. She didn't want her to get hurt! "Holy shit are you okay?"

"Y-yeah! I'm fine... I'm going to need a new chair... I can't believe... I mean... Finally!" Stacy's eyes lit up. "I didn't think I would..."

Katie giggled, putting this memory in the back of her head for later. "I bet everyone is going to be really surprised that you finally got so fat that it broke."

"Oh yeah... Though... Uh..."

"What's wrong? You're not hurt, right? For sure?"

"N-no. I'm just... uh..." Stacy swallowed hard again. "I just kinda want to... get off while it's fresh..."

"Oh! Right. I'll let you be then. Don't want to run my fat mouth too much."

"Yeah. And just... ah... don't tell anyone about my, uh... secret. Even if everyone knows."

"Don't worry, my big fat mouth is shut~" Katie winked, before moving to the door. "Enjoy~"


Chapter 2: Results

Katie practically sprinted back to her room to record all her results. She'd done it! She'd really done it! Not only had she managed to make Stacy enjoy the experience, she'd managed to make it so she always had enjoyed it. This was such a great result!

Her fingers flew across the keyboard as she recorded as many details as she could about her findings. Anything she could remember, she was going to record. More than that, she was going to come up with a list of things she wanted to do, things she could test and verify.

First and foremost, she wanted to focus on whether she could focus the growth on one place and only one place. If she could, that meant she had control over how someone got bigger. From there, she would try to see if her power related to anything involved in fatness. Perhaps she could change the effects and how they worked? The ideas that could be possible...

No, first she needed to see if she could focus her growth on one specific place. But who to start with?

Suddenly, Mary came back into the room, tossing her books off to the side in a huff. "Oh my god..."

"Something wrong?" Katie closed the windows, looking over at her roommate.

The black girl let out a huff. "I swear I need new clothes. Every time I took a breath I was afraid I'd pop more buttons." Her hands moved to unbutton her pants, finally letting out a happy sigh when the pressure was released. "At the very least, I need some new pants."

"Well, nothing wrong with updating your wardrobe. I know lots of people are. Maybe we can organize something where people share old clothes based on what size they are, since people on our floor have been getting heavier?"

"Might be worth bringing up. I'll mention it at the next floor meeting." Mary laid back on her bed. "By the way, have you seen Stacy? I swear she's blown up huge since she got here..."

"Oh yeah, she looks great though, doesn't she?"

"She wears it well. I don't know if I could handle being that heavy though..."

"Well, what part would you want if you could have it? I mean, would you prefer the boobs or butt or belly?"

"I've never really thought about it before," Mary admitted. "I don't know, maybe the boobs? I know I complain but having a bigger chest might not be too bad."

Katie grinned. Perfect. "So you wouldn't mind getting fat if it meant having bigger breasts? I think you could pull it off. I'm sure a bit more fat on you would go where you wanted." Katie watched as her roommate's chest swelled outward, clearly more than it had earlier that day. Unlike before, it was clear the weight was all going to one place: her chest.

Mary chuckled. "You're always so positive. I can't expect that would happen. Besides, would I really need a bigger chest? I already can't fit into a bunch of my clothes."

"Hey, at least you're not fat as a cow, and all the fat is going where you want. It's almost like you're getting your wish. Either that, or you have a big, fat secret..."

The black girl's chest practically bulged out, stretching the fabric of her undershirt even more. Her bra too, was straining to contain her. She had to have gone up at least three cup sizes. "I don't have a secret. I mean, sure my boobs are my favorite, but I'm not intentionally doing anything to make them bigger."

"Are you sure you don't have a big fat secret? I promise I won't run my big, fat mouth~"

There was a loud snap as Mary's breasts snapped her bra, letting her breasts swell freely. By now, the undershirt was acting as a new bra, the tank top's fabric doing it's best to hold her chest in. Katie doubted that they'd have held if Mary was standing. At this point, they might as well be as big as her head!

"Oh damn, not again. I swear, I've gone through ten bras since I came to college..."

"Talk about a late bloomer. All that fat is making you look like a porn star."

"Please, I think my chest is bigger than theirs." Mary turned over, and the weight of her breasts caused the straps of her tank top to snap, leaving only the far too small button down to try and act as her final bra. "God damn, I'm going to have to wear a towel or something."

"Or a bed sheet. But hey, no one will be able to take their eyes off you with fat breasts like those."

Mary snorted. "Guess you're right. Gotta say though... I am sorta proud of them. But I never thought I'd go to college with a b-cup and within two months have breasts larger than my head..."

"Well, nothing to be done about them now. I mean, I guess it's like how people say to keep your fat mouth shut, because you'll end up with more than you bargained for. Though if you had told me you'd grow like this before, I'd have said fat chance, you know?"

Mary's breasts surged again, popping another button on her shirt. At this point, the fabric couldn't even cover them. "I'm still getting used to having to stand so that I can rest them on desks and things. Hell of a thing to do in classes."

"I'm sure no one minds! I mean, plenty of people are getting bigger in college; it's pretty normal. Some people get the freshman fifteen, I guess you got the freshman fifty."

Mary laughed at that. "Feels like the freshman five hundred, if I'm honest."

"Careful! You might end up like Stacy if you're not careful..."

Mary hefted her breasts with her hands. "Girl, I can't even reach all the way around them anymore. I had to use a sponge on a stick just to clean my nipples. Stacy might be smaller than my boobs at this point."

"Well, I suppose as your roommate, I should say that if you need help just let me know! After all, I can't exactly leave you to suffer if you need help, right?"

Mary gave an amused grin. "Well, how could I refuse? I suppose I'll call for you if I need you."

"Don't be a stranger~" Katie winked.

"I won't. Anyway, time to change. These clothes honestly aren't going to be much good anymore now..." Mary got up, tossing the ruined shirts off to the side, her huge breasts hanging down. Her back, no doubt, had adjusted to be able to carry such a massive load; each breast must have been at least a hundred pounds. "Remind me to go shopping with you soon."

"Will do~"


Chapter 3: Adjustments

Over the next few days, Katie experimented with her power more and more, trying to merge her ability to focus on one area with her ability to influence how someone felt about it. Amazingly enough, the more she did it, the easier it became for her; perhaps it really was a skill in addition to a power? Either way, by the end of the week, she'd managed to make it so she could just desire something and it would happen when she said the magic word.

Of course, the hard part was not going overboard. As much as she wanted to, she didn't want to create a situation where she was running out of people to work with around her, especially not later when she was testing more detailed things and actually trying to enjoy herself.

Going back to the list she'd made earlier, she realized that so far, she'd basically been batting a thousand. Everything she wanted to do, she'd been able to do. But at the same time, she hadn't really tried anything overly strange in regards to her power. Making people fatter in certain ways wasn't that big a stretch from just making them fat, and making them enjoy it wasn't that odd either all things considered.

The question was, how far could she push this? How much control over this did she have? Was she able to do anything in relation to this power?

Katie began jotting down ideas as they came to her. Perhaps she could make it so someone got fatter or larger when something happened? That way she wouldn't have to say her command over and over, just the first time. Maybe she could make it so they both grew and shrank from something? Or maybe she could make it so they had some kind of condition that caused fattening? Could she make it so specific foods caused growth?

Truly, she felt like there were so many options available to her, and all of them were because of her word. Somehow, she realized she was afraid of failure; what would she do if she couldn't do something? It had to happen eventually. But then again, what if there wasn't a limit? What if she could do anything so long as it related to her word when she used it?

Well, there was no use spending lots of time worrying. She could only experiment, and go through things one at a time. It was time to get back out there again!

Leaving her room, she began to do what had begun to be a habit: prowling about her dorm looking for who was around. Ever since her fun with Stacy, she'd begun to look around more, put herself out there more, be more assertive; after all, she knew that once she used her word she could mostly control the conversation in her favor. Once they liked what she was talking about, she had an in.

And she might have begun cultivating a reputation as being a social butterfly. In the past, she'd never really been one, but now, she had become a sort of socialite who knew everyone, like some kind of old Victorian noblewoman at a court or something. Little did everyone know that instead of creating intrigue and romance, she was fattening them all up!

Luckily for Katie, she didn't need to spend much time looking for someone. In the common room she found Mina, an Asian girl who was studying accounting. Katie had met Mina before, and the two were friendly enough, though Mina now sported a heavier set of breasts from the encounter. Not too much heavier, but the t-shirt she was wearing was definitely riding up from the experience.

"Mina~" Katie said in a sing-song voice. "You're exactly the person I wanted to see."

"Hm?" Mina looked up from her work. "What's up?"

"Well, I just needed to talk with someone. I guess since it's popped into my head, I just can't get past it. And well, you're a business major right? So you'd understand." Alright, here went nothing. She had to focus. She needed to really focus on what she wanted when she used her word this time.

What she wanted was for Mina to develop some kind of condition where she grew fatter. Like an allergy or some kind of episode or attack. Make it random. Make it a surprise. Something that just happened to her that was normal for her. Focus.

"I mean, the point of college is to get a job with a big, fat check, right? How do you think I can do that?" Katie swallowed thickly, hoping any anxiety that she expressed was interpreted as being about what she was talking about and nothing else.

"Well, I guess that's true. I mean, it's good to have a good job. It's-" Mina paused, eyes widening slightly, her hand moving to her belly.

"Something wrong?" Katie asked.

"No. Anyway, I mean a good job is important."

"Yeah, you have to get that big, fat check."

"Definitely. And-" Again Mina cut herself off, looking down at her chest. "Oh no."

"What's wrong?" Katie moved forward, feigning worry.

"It's nothing. I mean, okay it's something but..." Suddenly, Mina's belly began to swell outwards, pushing her t-shirt up even further. "Oh no, I thought I was done with this..."

"Done with what? What's happening?" Katie feigned surprise and shock, staring at Mina's belly, watching it slowly press over the waistband of her shorts.

"Okay so... I have a... condition I guess?" Mina pressed her hands on her stomach, as though trying to press her stomach back in, to no avail. Her belly simply continued to grow, slowly beginning to look decidedly more pregnant with every passing moment.

"A condition that makes you... fat?"

"I know, it's weird. I have attacks. They're random. But I haven't... I haven't had one in at least a year..." Mina began looking around, like she was trying to figure something out. "C-can I trust you to help me out with something kind of personal? I hate to ask but... I don't think I have much time..."

"Not much time? Are you in danger? Do we need to call someone?" Had her word caused something bad?

"Not danger but... I'm probably not going to be able to fit through the door soon..." Mina suddenly shifted her weight, as her rear swelled outwards, filling the seat of her shorts completely. "I-I don't know if I'd fit in the hallway... and I don't think I'm going to be able to make it to the stairwell..." Suddenly, the Asian girl's chest swelled outwards, resting atop her growing belly. Her t-shirt was now becoming a new bra, which was probably for the best. Though Katie noticed that Mina wasn't wearing a bra in the first place.

"How big are you going to get, exactly?"

"Uh... Well..." Mina flushed red as she looked at herself, now cradling her swelling midsection. She looked like she'd gained thirty pounds already. "I think at my biggest I was... uh..."

"You were...?"

"Round." Mina flushed deeper. "L-like you could have rolled me, I guess. And I'm going to be... naked for sure."

As if to punctuate her statement, there was a loud ripping sound, causing Mina to look over her shoulder at her rear; the cheeks had become so large that she'd split her shorts open. "Oh no, I liked these too..."

"Right, so... I need to make room for you?" Katie pushed the table out of the way, trying to make a sort of space for Mina, trying as best she could to hide her excitement. It was working! "Can I... ask you some questions about it though?"

"I guess you can, I'm not... going anywhere..." There was a popping sound, as Mina's belly finally burst through the button and fly of her shorts. Her hips and thighs were widening more and more, giving her a decidedly bottom heavy look. "Oh damn, I'm always bottom heavy at first..."

"Well it's just... How do I put this..." Katie walked around Mina, watching her swell. "How does it feel? Like, is it at least enjoyable?"

"W-well it's not unpleasant..." Mina sputtered. "I-It actually feels better as I get bigger, which is embarrassing..."

"Why's that?" Katie leaned in slightly, watching Mina's belly slowly continue to puff out. It really was getting flabbier, and she'd only needed to say her word once!

"B-because I never know when it's going to happen, a-and being aroused in front of strangers is embarrassing!" Again her stance widened, as her hips and thighs surged outward again, making her look like a very exaggerated pear. Her shorts were tearing at the seams, the fabric barely able to contain her growing figure.

"I guess that makes sense. But don't worry, I won't embarrass you. Or I'll try not to. What does it feel like anyway? Besides arousing."

"I-It's... sensitive." Her t-shirt was tearing now, a hole appearing between her breasts. Each nipple was growing thicker, visible against the fabric. "M-my whole body is sensitive. Like I'm stretching out..."

"Well, you kind of are." Katie watched as Mina's back and sides began to round from the fat piling on, evening out the shape she had developed so far. Her arms rose, and Mina helplessly patted around herself, since she was no longer capable of reaching around her own body anymore. The sound of seams bursting and tearing was growing extremely loud now, as more and more flesh was revealed.

"Yeah it's just... ah!" With a bang, the waistband of her shorts finally reached their limit and burst off, causing her fatty body to jiggle and shake from the force. Her panties too, were fraying and stretching, unable to contain her now massive frame.

Mina barely resembled the girl that Katie had seen at the beginning. She was huge, and getting even wider by the moment. She was so large and heavy, that she had to sit down, but that only made her look like some king of large, fatty boulder.

"O-oh god I'm sorry about this..."

"No it's fine! Really. I totally don't mind." Katie had to hide just how much she liked this. "I mean, should I be doing anything to help you?"

"W-well... I-I mean..." Mina's rounding face turned red again. "C-could you... uh... massage my nipples for me?"

"What?" Katie hadn't expected that.

"They... need some help stretching out..."

"Alright..." Katie didn't really understand, but moved to try and help anyway. At this point, Mina's nipples were each as thick as Katie's fists, and perhaps just as long. Massaging one took both hands, and she realized immediately what Mina had meant. As she did so, they seemed to flatten out, working with her breasts as they grew even larger even faster. It took a minute, but by the end, Mina was really starting to look like a ball, with her breasts and belly becoming one giant curve.

Katie walked around Mina's now immobile body, watching her legs and arms slowly disappear. They'd grown so fat they looked like giant cones, and were slowly being absorbed into her body as she swelled. She couldn't see Mina's feet, but she could see Mina's hands plump up, each finger getting thick like a sausage.

"Damn, you really are big..."

"Y-yeah. It's... ah... embarrassing."

"Kinda hot like this though," Katie said.

"W-what? N-no way." Mina looked so red she might as well have been a tomato.

"Oh yeah, there have to be lots of people who are really into this sort of thing. I bet they'd love seeing you like this. Just look at how big people are getting on campus lately!"

"I-I think I might be the biggest though..."

"Nothing wrong with that. Besides, you said this has happened before, right? So you'll shrink down again?"

"Yeah, eventually. It takes a few hours..."

"Well if you like, I'll hang around so no one messes with you if you want."

"P-please."

And with that, Katie winked at Mina, before taking her position in front of the door to ensure that no one disturbed her... while also making sure to record the information she received in her head. Later, she would be certain to record all of this, and more than anything else...

She was going to make a list of everyone she knew who she was going to have fun with.


Afterword

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