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SIIIIIIIIIGH!
The sighs of two teenaged girls rang out from within the confines of one of their bedrooms. Within the bedroom of Futaba Sakura, that is. It had been a year now since the incident with Maruki had been resolved and Joker had returned home after his probation, and while he had returned now and again to visit and was even visiting now? It stung particularly hard on this occasion. The reason? It was Valentine’s Day, and he had returned to be with his girlfriend, Ann.

“Well it isn’t as if moping around will do us any good?” A reasonable voice ultimately interrupted the silence that had followed the dual sigh. The voice of Futaba’s guest, Sumire Yoshizawa. Joker’s reason for visiting was so relevant because the two girls had been pining for him the year before, and some feelings were not so easily dismissed. They were both happy for Joker and Ann, and yet at the same time? It was hard not to be at least a little jealous. 

It wasn’t even like they had met up that day to hate on them! It was honestly just so that they could try and distract themselves. They had an entire day of movie watching and delicious themed snacks to indulge in. Sumire had brough any number of Valentines chocolates that she had picked up at a local market, and they were going to be delicious!

Still, Futaba couldn’t help but sigh again. “I knoooow.” She knew she was being immature too, but it was really difficult for her. He was the first person she had ever fallen in love with! Well, that was true for the both of them at the end of the day. “Let’s try the chocolates you brought, maybe that’ll make me feel better!”
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Not even twenty minutes later? Those chocolates had forced the opposite effect on Sumire.

Something about the first chocolates they had eaten, ones she couldn’t even remember purchasing, had upset the teen’s stomach and so she had excused herself to use Futaba’s bathroom. She’d finished up whatever business she’d had in there and was already in the process of freshening up. Applying perfume, washing her hands and face – that sort of thing! “But where did those chocolates come from? Did I really buy them?”

Admittedly it had been bothering her, so Sumire wondered it aloud when she was in the process of turning off the tap and drying her hands. She gazed at her reflection a moment, fixing her hair and adjusting the contact lenses in her eyes that she was wearing. She looked more like Kasumi than her usual self today, but they had been twins. When she dolled herself up, it was only natural she’d look like her prettier sibling.

But something in her reflection caught her eye. Something that was noticeably wrong.

“What’s going on with my hair?” Or a strand of her hair, anyways? Having a head of rich, red locks, it went without saying that something of a different color and vibrancy would catch her eye with even a glance. And there, in her bangs? Was a pinkish-brown strand that didn’t mesh at all. Was it a string or something that had gotten caught? Leaning in towards the mirror, Sumire went to pull it and found it was rooted to her scalp. “That’s not… right?” Reddish brown eyes went wide as she realized that another strand was now that color. And another. And another!
The teen rubbed at her eyes, not even noticing that the color of her irises was more red than brown after she opened them again. “Am I going crazy?” But no. When she had opened her eyes, even more of her hair was rose brown. Was it longer, too? Distracted by the color it had seemed like such a minor thing in comparison, but her ponytail had definitely extended to reach all the way down her back. Perhaps even beyond her butt. And speaking of…

“Oh!?” The back of her tights had suddenly been split, the sound of ripping fabric prompting her to lean back and curl her neck so that she could get a good look at what had happened. Sometimes she outgrew even her uniform, but so suddenly? With her skirt in the way it was difficult for Sumire to make out at first, but she could feel her underwear hugging her a little more tightly as well, until eventually? She blushed, because not only did the crack of her ass swallow the cloth in a wedgie, but she could see why.
Her rear end was twice this size it was supposed to be and it had lifted up the back of her skirt plentifully. “Wh-What? I’m seeing things, right?” It was very hard for the girl to believe of course, even though she could both feel and see it. Slender fingers reached down to grab a cheek even if it was a touch embarrassing. She couldn’t help but think that a butt of that size would have been very inconvenient while dancing.

But it wasn’t even just the size of her ass that had been directly affected by all of that. Her hips had been forced several inches wider by the growth of those cheeks, and so the waistband of her panties was digging uncomfortably into them. Any weight that was too much for her rear had also been applied to her thighs, and so tears had formed in her tights there as well – with lumps of it peeking through these holes. She was absolutely bottom heavy.
“Or am I misremembering? No way I was thinner, right?” The girl’s understanding of the situation ultimately sounded to slip away, as with a higher pitched voice she quickly dismissed the accurate assumptions she had made before. Dancing? When did I do anything like that? It really didn’t sound like her. All the while, Sumire’s facial features had been distorting. What set in place was partially the perceived maturity of a young adult, and yet…

It would have been wrong to say that she looked like an older version of herself, too. The red of her eyes had taken almost a hot pink undertone in terms of color, and the shapes of those eyes? Their racial characteristics weren’t lost, but they did become notably rounder comparatively. Because she was technically older? Her lips seemed to be fuller and her face a touch rounder. 
Looking back at her reflection again, she was torn on whether or not she even recognized herself any longer. “I’m… Did I…? No, this is right, isn’t it? But what’s with my clothes?” Was it her clothing that was wrong? Even thinking about it felt wrong in of itself, but it wasn’t like she had anything else she could finger as the culprit – not while the assimilation she was experiencing was so dead set on her not truly noticing. 

What was subtle enough to go unnoticed altogether was a slight and brief change to her height that raised it but two inches. What should have been more noticeable on the other hand? Was how the weight of her chest was mingling with her blouse and blazer in a way that made it all feel very tight. The top two buttons came undone as her breasts grew two sizes, outliving the size of her bra while her tummy, slightly softer than normal, was revealed as the bottom was lifted,

The woman clapped her hands against her cheeks while closing here eyes. Once. Twice.

And when they opened? Any discomfort brought about by her new proportions versus her old outfit had been alleviated entirely. Because she wasn’t even wearing the same clothing anymore. Just as her hair was messily braided into two very long twintails, bound with hot pink ribbons and marked by an equally hot pink headpiece that resembled a pair of ears.
“Mm? Why was I so offput? Offput… Offput… Could I make a pudding joke with this? Offpudding? That was really offpudding?” Smoothing out her full length apron in the mirror and tugging up one of the sleeves of her loose tee so it wasn’t revealing both shoulders, Miho hardly paid any attention to how she was only wearing extremely tight panties below the waist. Hot pink with a pastel pink heart in the middle of her crack, it certainly highlighted just how pronounced her rear was.
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Which was intentional! The point of her visit was to make someone fall for her, right? So she and the other woman were going to make chocolates together and then when he came over? They’d give them to him and let him decide who he wanted to be with! Being the humorous sort, Miho wanted to nail things with a joke as well. “Ah! I should probably meet her in the kitchen!”
But making chocolates took precedence, so she promptly left the bathroom and pranced down the stairs. Her ass jiggling delightfully with each hop and step.
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“I hope Sumire is okay, she’s been gone a while. Was it something she ate?” Meanwhile Futaba had been naturally concerned about her friend, who had been gone about twenty minutes by this point in time. She said she’d had to use the toilet, but even then… Compared to her friend, the hacker hadn’t really experienced much in the way of ill effects after eating the chocolates. But then again? So much of her diet consisted of junk food anyways, it was lucky that she had such a high metabolism!
She had taken to pacing around her small bedroom, careful not to knock over the small snack table that had been set up. But she definitely stuffed a few more into her mouth. They were so sweet and delicious! And what was that label on the box? The ‘Sweet Dreams’ set? ‘Guaranteed to make you more desirable’? It was certainly an odd slogan for a box of chocolates. Most didn’t associate desirability with eating sweets.

But that was exactly what had happened to Sumire. She had been changed into a woman that was, at least physically, subjectively much more desirable. And that was after eating only a single chocolate from the box. Futaba on the other hand? She had now eaten five.

Now, Futaba didn’t have the same liberties that Sumire had possessed during her own transformation. After all, her friend had transformed in a bathroom that had a mirror. Futaba, on the other hand, did not keep a mirror anywhere near her bedroom. It was a self-confidence thing. Mostly that she didn’t have any in the first place thanks to her life as a shut-in up until she had become a Phantom Thief.
And so, while pacing? Changes in her hair’s color that would have been plain if she’d been given a reflective surface to see them didn’t catch Futaba’s eye at all. Which was a shame, because the dyed orange that was so typical of her style was overcome by a blonde that replaced even the natural, darker color of her hair. There was dye present, but it manifested as a series of hit pink streaks midst a hair style that was becoming increasingly longer and wilder, tips curling frantically while bangs parted in the center and an ahoge shot from her head’s center.

“Hm?” The most that the girl offered to imply she noticed was a momentary groan, and only because she felt like her head was a little heavier than normal for some reason. She quickly became distracted by something else. Why was she squinting to see when she was wearing her glasses? The thought lingered for a moment, but before long the problem cleared up. “Brr… Why is it so… DRAFTY!?” But only because, as she soon realized, her entire outfit was different.

How had it happened? It was just like she’d suddenly been cold, but she was now wearing an extremely short, pink skirt with a white belt and golden heart buckle. The straps were loose, but she could see the bands of a thong sticking out from underneath – not to mention feel how uncomfortable it was! A golden chain wrapped around her right thigh, threatening to slip off, and she had thick socks and black maryjanes on. 

Futaba’s fingers, however, were tugging at her top. She was wearing a loose dress shirt that wasn’t buttoned up at all, rather tied at the base so that her meager cleavage could be seen along with the base of her tummy. A hot pink bow was fastened to her neckbone, and a black choker was around her neck. Not to mention the fake nails that now rested on her hand, the purple scrunching pulling all of her hair into a high ponytail, and the excessive makeup she hadn’t even realized was now on her face. Her vision had also been fixed up because her glasses had been removed. Meaning she didn’t need them.
“AAAAAH!? I look like some skanky gyaru!” Being the type of internet consumer that she was, she’d plenty of outfits like this on some more unsavory images on the internet. Sometimes by choice, but she’d never admit it. She could see the leopard print bra beneath her shirt, and she assumed the thong she was wearing matched. Huh? The hell’s wrong with dressing like this, though? Plenty was wrong! But it was kind of cool looking, wasn’t it? If her figure had just grown in a little more…

With how things were trending, perhaps it was unsurprising that this wish ended up a granted desire instead. Her shorter figure soon shot up, limbs stretching alongside her torso, which in turn pulled her top up even more to show her bellybutton (and how it had been pierced). “W-Woah, wait a fucking minute!” It was hard to keep her balance, but before long she was a staggering 5’7” in height. 

What’s more? The face that had already been done up in makeup to look more mature aged into that maturity along with her body. A natural, more mature beauty shone through and suggested that she would be just as beautiful even if she wasn’t dolled up, with lips that puffed up to the perfect dick-sucking proportions, narrowed eyes that now reflected a golden color, and the perfect cheekbones. Futaba was no longer a teenager, but a woman in her late twenties.
Of course, she was missing the figure of one. Fortunately for her, her gyaru getup had left plenty of room for growth. And that growth poured on in spades in every facet of her body. “Ooo FUCK!” If the deep purr that poured out from her mouth signaled anything, it was certainly that this growth felt good.
You really couldn’t blame her though. While the weight she gained was less sensual (albeit still extremely hot) in places like her tummy which simply thickened and broadened while still remaining thin, elsewhere it was extremely arousing. Her breasts were one such area, and mass came on so quickly and excessively that she almost fell forward. She came short of doing that, though, and after standing up again her fake fingernails came back up to sink into her huge, H-cup breasts – now stretching her top and leopard print bra to maximum capacity.
“Shit, I feel so sexy.” Moments ago she had been lamenting her outfit, but now? She kind of liked how it was showing off her tits and tummy. Even her microskirt contributed now that her thighs and ass were swelling. In terms of the former, the thickness of those thighs prompted her hips to widen an additional four inches to accommodate them, and skin was pulled so taut around those thighs that the gold chain on her right leg dug into this soft skin. When it came to her ass, the straps of the thong she was wearing that ran against it were pulled tighter as those cheeks ballooned, lifting the back of the skirt up outright and pulling the front of the thong into shaved loins.
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It seemed to be quite clear that the number of chocolates consumed from the Sweet Dreams chocolate set played a role in what kind of woman you were ultimately transformed into. Because while Miho was attractive without having curves that were ridiculous in their excessiveness… The woman that Futaba had become had been afforded no such reprieve. The bombastic body of Barbariana, all dressed up like some slutty gyaru, was essentially on full display without leaving much of anything to the imagination. 
“Well shit”, she remarked while tightening where her white top was tied under her huge, exposed tits. The act of doing so squished them together and made them look even bigger. The microskirt did nothing to hide her huge ass either, but the woman in leopard print undergarments seemed unashamed by what she had been adorned with. After all, she was technically competing with Miho for his heart, right? Even though they were making chocolates together? So she started out the door and down the stairs herself.

She rubbed at the back of her head as she did so, uncouth body heaving with an up and down jiggle with each and every step she tackled. “Kind of weird though. There’s supposed to be some guy, but why can’t I remember who the fuck they are?” Either way, Joker and Ann were in for one hell of a surprise.

…Even more so when they would eat from the Sweet Dreams chocolate set themselves.
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