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Clare had had her eyes on the medallion ever since her mother had showed it to her when she was young. She didn’t know what, but something attracted her to it. Maybe the way it caught the light, seeming to glow a whole spectrum of tantalising colours. Maybe it was just her urge to feel more connected to her heritage. 
She had always wanted to fit in, a product of years of ‘perfect’ breeding her mother had thrown caution to the wind and broken away from her respectable English arranged marriage and eloped with a tall dark stranger. Well, ‘tall’. Her father was a short man of strong stature who had lead an underprivileged childhood in Mumbai before being sent to live with relatives in London. Working his way slowly up the chain in his uncle’s company he soon found himself with enough money and charm to buy a suit and blag his way into the classier bars. 

Of course, one thing lead to another and her mother and father had eloped, running away from all the riches and ceremony of suburban London to raise a small family and lead a ‘normal’ life. And as far as Clare could tell, they were happy. Her mother had only taken one thing from home, spare a few clothes, before fleeing. Again her mind drifted to the medallion, glinting in the sunlight as it hung from its white gold chain, so light you could barely feel you were holding it. 
‘One day’ her mother had said ‘this will be your inheritance, if you choose to you can return to my home and show it to them, show them what a fine daughter you turned out to be’.

She smiled; her mother had always been kind to both her and her sister. Never too kind to let them become spoilt, though. Her father was more distant, he had an air of past struggles about him. He saved his charm for customers and mother, treating his daughters fairly and kindly, but always making them feel slightly inferior to him. They respected him, as they should, but never without slight reservations. 

Clare was her father’s daughter; short, dark and heavy set. Her sister, on the other hand, was an odd mix of her parents. Short like her father but lighter than Clare with a willowy figure, thin and graceful. Her hips curved agreeably and swayed attractively when she walked and her breasts stood out firmly from her chest. Despite being two years younger than Clare, development wise her sister seemed like the elder of the two. Clare looked in the mirror at her A-cup breasts and sighed. All of her friends were at least a C-cup and her sister rivalled them all, brandishing a pair of Double Ds.

Anxiety about her figure had clouded her short adolescent life, still waiting for her first boyfriend (without lack of trying) she was completely unaware of the carnal world. At 18 she felt she should at least have had her first kiss. Even though her sister was always out with men, there was little tension between them. They had always been close and her sister was always introducing her to other boys, hoping to spark a relationship. 

Her mind wandered a little as she sifted though her mother’s jewellery absent-mindedly. She jumped a little as she felt her hand close around a warm metallic object in the box. It was soft, but strong and it seemed to speak to her.

‘Yes, now is the time’ said a voice in her head ‘now we shall unite!’
She felt a weird buzzing in her brain and her vision went blurry. She watched her reflection in the mirror as it fastened her mother’s medallion round its neck. She smiled as she felt the unfamiliar weight of it against her chest. It wasn’t heavy, it was…right. A warm happy feeling spread throughout her body and she quickly slipped it down her top, so her mother wouldn’t see she was wearing it. 

An alarm went off in her sister’s room and Clare looked quickly at her watch. 8:30. She had another ten minutes before she had to head out. She and her sister both attended the same school but her sister had a habit of turning up late, waking up a short time before Clare left and spending an hour on her appearance before heading out herself. Clare shuddered to think of all the boys staring at her sister as she glided past them in her tight school uniform. Her sister had developed fast and her uniform had seemed to shrink over the summer holidays, the shirt that had previously fit her now straining with her large breasts and her skirt clinging to her rounded butt. 
She shook her head and stepped out of the door, she would take the long way to school, to clear her head.   
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The bell rang, signifying that her torturous Chemistry lesson had finally come to an end. Clare stretched and headed out to the ‘playground’ to meet her friends. The playground was a ten by ten metre slab of tarmac where everyone congregated between classes. Clare hurried over to her friends, avoiding the more aggressive groups of girls round the playground, quickly nodding and smiling at her sister who was, as predicted, wearing her skin tight uniform. 
She felt a weird buzz in her brain as she looked at her sister and the voice said.

‘Today is the day’
She shook her head and carried on walking to her friends. They were grouped together on the other side of the playground, talking quietly. Clare didn’t know how she fitted in with either of her friends. Emily was tall, slim and blonde. Her athletic form was complemented by a cute face and despite having little in the T and A department she seemed to radiate sex appeal. She got almost as many stares and Clare’s sister. Miriam, was shorter than Emily and sported chestnut brown hair cut in bangs. She was curvy and svelte and her luscious lips were the envy of many girls in the school. Her voice was smooth and if she talked in just the right way she could have any man she wanted, any woman even.
In comparison to her friends Clare was drab and dowdy. She had neither curves nor a cute face. Her black hair hung limply to her shoulders and her grey eyes radiated discontent. Yet her friends looked past her outward appearance and identified with her personality. 

‘Morning lardo’ joked Emily

‘Morning stick’ replied Clare, smiling. 

‘You’re just in time for our makeover!’ said Miriam with glee. Clare smiled, she sat through this every first break. The girls couldn’t come to school wearing makeup, but they could add it slowly throughout the day, subtly so that the teachers didn’t notice.

‘I’ll go get my makeup bag and meet you girls in the bathroom in ten’ said Miriam, gliding off into the hubbub of students. 

‘Perfect!’ Said Emily ‘I can show you this new dance routine I’ve been working on, maybe it’ll help you in your quest to lose some weight’. 

Clare beamed, she’d been trying to get Emily to teach her some moves for months but Emily would only relent if Clare agreed to do it for exercise. They headed to the bathroom and walked to the mirrors right at the back that were blocked from view by the cubicles. This was where they always did their makeup. Clare stumbled a little and Emily caught her.

‘You okay?’ Emily said. 

Clare just nodded, the buzzing in her brain was increasing and the voice spoke, once again. 

‘She is ours’
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They stood next to each other in front of the mirror, the pale slim ghost next to the squat dark blotch. Clare wondered what it would be like to be thin, she’d been heavy as long as she could remember. A tingling sensation spread slowly from her head down her body, touching her feet before crawling slowly back up her legs and sitting in her crotch. She fidgeted uncomfortably, but the feeling only grew more intense, so she stood still. 

Emily shuddered a little, wasn’t her breathing a little odd? As Clare watched she felt herself shudder a little. Emily let out a short moan and closed her eyes. Clare looked in the mirror at her own reflection, trying to concentrate on herself and calm the building stimulation in her groin. 

‘Whats…what’s happening? Said Emily. ‘I’m so horny!’. Clare moaned in response and a small voice in her head said.

‘Yes, it is now!’
Clare focussed on her reflection, trying to regain control. But something was different. She watched with awe as her body seemed to shrink a little. Her waist slowly started to taper inwards and her arms slimmed noticeably. Her legs slimmed and grew longer and more toned. Her whole body felt lighter, the fat from around her middle slowly receded into her and her stomach became flat. She looked at her face and watched as it became thinner, her cheekbones more prominent and her neck defined and slim. 

Her hair slowly grew longer, reaching down to her lower back and it became glossier. She ran her slim hands over her new body, feeling the firmness and softness of her skin and marvelling at her now defined contours. Her shirt hung off her a little and her small breast, though still A-cups, stood out from her chest, fitting snugly under her shirt. Her skirt slipped down her long smooth legs and revealed a pair of loose panties, dripping wet from her arousal. 
The stimulation in her groin grew slowly stronger and stronger. Causing her whole body to shudder and she and Emily let out a long moan as they came in unison. Emily opened her eyes and jumped a little. Reflected in the mirror, they looked related. Clare’s body matched Emily’s exactly, apart from Emily’s C-cups, and their faces were of similar shape and form. 

‘What happened?’ Said Emily, her jaw hanging open. 

‘I don’t know’ said Clare, shocked though still extremely aroused. ‘But whatever it was, I can’t thank it enough. If only it had done my boobs though…’ Clare trailed off. Miriam bustled into the bathroom and stepped round the corner, she jumped backwards and dropped her makeup bag when she saw Clare. 

‘Wh..wh..what?’ was the best she could manage. 

Clare smiled and was about to answer when she felt the tingling spreading through her again. The voice spoke out once more.

‘Yes, more, more!’
Emily’s eyes glazed over and Miriam leant against the wall, and gasped. She ran her hands over her breasts and slowly down to her crotch, rubbing between her legs slowly and moaning. Clare felt the pleasure seeping into her groin, but it was twice as strong as the time before and she only just had time to turn to the mirror before having to lean against the wall behind her. 

Her lips slowly grew fuller and she ran her tongue over them, feeling how soft they were. Her eyes slowly changed to a glittering green and her nose became smaller and cuter. She felt her hips widen and watched as they curved outwards and pulled her loosed panties tightly against her crotch, outlining the shape of her pussy. She felt her butt round and tone, tightening slightly. Her waist now tapered inwards, flaring out at her hips and then tapering in again down her long luscious legs. 
She let out a low moan as the tingling heightened in her breasts and she felt them press against her shirt. They slowly took form under her shirt, her nipples standing out. As her breasts slowly swelled, her shirt strained against them and gaps widened between her buttons showing off the curving dark flesh below. They slowed down and stopped growing at about a C-cup. She ran her hands over her new hips and slowly managed to turn herself and see her perfectly rounded butt, her panties looking more like a thong on her new hips. She pressed her back against the wall again and felt her new breasts move with her. Her slim hands slowly slid up her body, taking in every contour. She cupped her new breasts between her hands and a shot of pleasure ran to her groin. Slowly she started to massage them and she felt the pleasure grow. She kneaded them harder and cried out as she came again. The other two girls slumped dejectedly against the walls, passed out from the pleasure. 
She heard the door to the bathroom swing open and jumped. What would she say to explain her current state, she wasn’t even wearing a skirt! She quickly grabbed her skirt and slipped it on again, feeling it press hard against her butt. Before she could drag her friends out of sight Clare’s sister Helen stepped round the corner. She started and looked again.

‘Clare?’ she croaked, amazed. 

‘Yes’ replied Clare, her voice deep, sultry. 

She felt the buzzing in her head again, not again! She thought. The voice spoke.

‘She is ours’
Helen walked over towards Clare and poked her in the breast.

‘Real…’ she said, amazed. 

Clare felt the pleasure in her groin growing; her voice seemed to grow even smoother, even more sultry and attractive. Miriam’s trick. She raised her hand and stroked Helen’s cheek softly. 

‘Real’ she said, ‘and all yours’.
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Helen looked at her sister oddly, what was she saying ‘all mine’? She didn’t want to admit that her sister was openly coming on to her. Clare stroked her face again and ran her hand slowly down Helen’s neck. 

‘What are you doing’ said Helen, nervously

‘I’m yours, but first I want to feel you, all of you’ her voice was different, strange. But it stirred something in Helen. Clare’s hand slid slowly down Helen’s arm and inwards. Clare slowly started undoing the buttons on Helen’s shirt. 

‘No’ Helen said, but her body thought differently, she wanted Clare to touch her, she wanted Clare’s hands to run all over her body and even more she wanted to touch Clare’s new body, to kiss her beautiful lips. Clare stopped undoing Helen’s buttons when she could see Helen’s dark cleavage held in place by her skin tight shirt. Clare’s hands slipped down to Helen’s butt and squeezed lightly, she pulled Helen closer and their breast pushed into each other.

Helen put her hands on Clare’s hips and let them slowly slip down her legs, Helen running her thumb down the inside of Clare’s thigh. Clare let out a moan and Helen pulled her head close and lost herself in an erotic kiss. Her lips seemed to melt into Clare’s. Helen felt the pleasure in her groin growing stronger, she was hornier than she’d ever been with any man, her panties were sodden and she let out a loud moan as Clare ground her groin into her own.
Clare shuddered and her top seemed to grow tighter, her breasts pushed hard against the fabric. Helen watched amazed as Clare’s shirt grew tighter and tighter, her breasts becoming more prominent every second. Helen quickly undid the top two buttons of Clare’s shirt and watched Clare’s cleavage darken and deepen. A button burst off Clare’s shirt and her breast surged forward, popping out of her bra. But they still kept growing. They slowed down when Clare reached double D-cup and for a second the two sisters could have been twins. Helen pulled of Clare’s shirt and ran her hands over Clare’s breasts, they were firm and soft. 

Clare let out another moan and her breasts started to grow again, they ballooned out, growing through E-cup. They started to press against Helen’s breasts and Helen let out a moan as she felt a tingling run through her. Her top started to feel tighter and she watched as her cleavage started to deepen and the buttons shot off her top. The two girls started rubbing each other and Helen felt Clare’s hands unfastening her skirt. It slipped smoothly off her hips and revealed the thong she had been wearing. Her bra strap snapped and she tore off her shirt and flung aside her bra. Her breasts slowed down and finally stopped at around a G-cup. 

The sisters stared into each other’s eyes and Clare licked her lips. She stepped out of her skirt and Helen felt Clare’s hand slip slowly between her legs. She shuddered with pleasure and let out a long moan and Clare pulled off her thong and slipped her slim fingers into Helen’s slit. 

Helen shook as she felt the pleasure growing and slid her hands over Clare’s breasts. Clare moaned and used her spare hand in Helen’s breasts. As Helen started to buck she managed to slip one of her hands down her sister’s body and into Clare’s slit. Clare moaned and her fingers moved erratically inside Helen, twitching furiously. Clare shuddered slightly and slowly managed to regain a smooth rhythm inside Helen’s pussy. Helen struggled to keep pleasuring Clare, her brain seemed to melt away and she bucked furiously as she felt herself climax. Clare climaxed at the same time and they fell to the floor. Helen looked Clare in the eyes and pulled her close for a long kiss. 

Clare smiled and her low sultry voice drifted over to Helen. 

‘Again?’ she asked

Helen nodded and gasped as Clare slowly slipped her fingers back inside her. Helen massaged Clare’s pussy and let everything go white.   
