



    THE JEWEL 

“That was terrible,” Terry Grossman said to his friend Karen Woods as they ambled down the sidewalk.
    Karen snickered at him. “You always get mad at these movies,” she said. “Why do you get so upset?”
    “It just makes me angry. All that money wasted and they can’t write a decent script.”
    “What did you expect, a masterpiece?”

    “No. I just expected something better than that.”

    Karen and Terry had just gotten out of a matinee, Cannibal Chaos 3-D, a new horror flick that had recently opened at their local movie theater. They went to the theater about once a week. Very little to do in Evanston, the simple Midwestern city they inhabited. Not too many hip places for a couple twenty-two-year-olds to hang out on a Friday afternoon.
    “I think the special effects were pretty good, though,” Karen said, digging into a pocket on her cargo shorts to retrieve a pack of cigarettes. “That’s one thing you can say for it.” She picked a cigarette from the pack and popped it into her mouth. 
     Joe snorted, shook his head at her. “You can’t be serious. That whole movie was CGI garbage. You know that practical special effects will always be better than anything a computer could spit out. Man, I wish Stan Winston were still alive. . . . He was the master of special effects.”
    “Yeah, yeah,” Karen said, lighting her cigarette with a Zippo. She took a deep drag from the cigarette and exhaled, blowing out a plume of smoke. She playfully nudged Terry on the shoulder with her elbow. “Heck, I thought you’d be in Hollywood by now, making your own movies.”
    “Just give me time. I got to make more money here before I can move out there.”

     Karen glanced over at Terry and smiled. She really liked him. She had been his friend since freshman year high school, back when she was a poor kid from the wrong side of the tracks and he was a scrawny AV geek, always playing computer games and talking about making movies. They were both outsiders then, never felt accepted by the other kids in school, and they hadn’t changed much since. Karen was still a tough-minded tomboy dressed in her punk rock, skater-girl duds and Terry was still a tech-loving dork in a plaid button-up and Buddy Holly glasses. They stuck out like muddy footprints on white rug in that conservative high school. It was a good thing they had found each other when they did or they might have gone postal. 
    Yet they had never moved beyond friendship. That is, nothing romantic had ever sparked between them. Sure, Terry had girlfriends in the past, and Karen had dated as well, but they never dated each other. Maybe they were too much like siblings to have a romantic relationship. Who knows? 
     They took a left at the street corner and headed down Rosedale Ave. They were still several blocks from Karen’s apartment. It was a bright summer day but not too hot. A cool breeze swayed the skinny trees along the sidewalk.
    “Man, your place is a long way from the theater,” Terry said. “Tell me again why we didn’t take your car.”

    “I already told you. The engine has been giving me trouble lately. It wants to stall all the time. I’m afraid it’s going to give completely if I keep driving it.”

    “You’re going to have to take it to a garage soon.” 
    “Hey, dude, you don’t even own a car and you’re giving me advice?”

    “I carpool to work. The grocery store is a block from my house. Why do I need a car?”
    “What if you need to get across town?”

    “I take the bus.”

    “You have an answer for everything.”
    A couple streets later, Karen spotted two young men sitting on the steps of an apartment stoop. She thought she recognized them, but she wasn’t sure. She was still too far up the sidewalk to see them clearly. As Terry and Karen neared them, one of the young men sprang to his feet. 
    “Well, if it isn’t Karen Woods,” the young man said smarmily. 
    Terry and Karen stopped on the sidewalk in front him. They knew this guy—Joe Cox—someone who had caused them both quite a bit of grief in high school. He was your typical jock lug-head, always wearing muscle shirts and athletic shorts, his blonde hair in a crew cut. Back in his high school days he rarely removed his letterman jacket. That was the only thing missing now. Other than that he looked like the same old asshole. 
    “What do you want?” Karen said with disdain. She hadn’t seen this guy in four years and hoped she’d never see him again. That hope was now dashed.
    He looked past Karen toward Terry. “Man, Terry Grossman! You haven’t changed one bit, still thin as a straw and gay as an ice skater.”
   Terry tossed up his hand timidly. “Hey, Joe. . . .” he squeaked out, looking down at his shoes. He was easily intimidated and never good at confrontation. 
    But Karen was a different story. 
    “Grow up, Joe?” she barked. “Enough of this teenage crap! We’re adults now.”

    Joe chuckled. “Really? Then why do you still have the body of a thirteen-year-old boy?”

    Karen involuntarily looked down at her chest. True, she wasn’t very curvy. But how dare this creep? She folded her arms over her chest and her head snapped back up. She drilled her eyes into Joe’s.

    “Not to mention that boyish haircut,” he continued.
    “It’s called a pixie cut, numb nuts,” Karen fired back.
    “Call it what you want. You still look like a dyke.”
    “I thought you moved to Arizona for college,” she said. “Why couldn’t you just stay there?”

    “I got homesick,” Joe said. “Isn’t that right, Darren?”
    Then Joe’s buddy stood up from the steps. It was Darren Wise, one of Joe’s lackey’s from back in the day. He rarely spoke, just nodded at Joe’s insults and occasionally laughed. They had been on the high school football team together.
    “Homesick my ass,” Karen snarled.

    “What ass?” Joe said. 

    “Shut the hell up,” she said. 

    Terry tugged on Karen’s shirt sleeve. “Hey, let’s go,” he whispered close to her ear. “They’re just going to keep this up. You’ll never win.”

    Karen nodded. “Yeah, let’s get out of here. We don’t have to put up with this.” Terry and Karen turned from them and began to walk away. 

    “Sure, run off with your gay boyfriend, fag hag!” Joe hollered at them when they were a few feet down the sidewalk. 
    Karen flipped Joe the bird and yelled back, “Screw you!”  
    “You wish!” Joe retorted. “Maybe if you grew a body!” Then he and Darren laughed simultaneously.
A few minutes later Karen was still thinking about Joe and Darren. She was angry at them, especially at Joe. That prick, she thought, as she stamped down the sidewalk. How dare he say those things about me, about my body? I can’t believe those stooges are back in Evanston. She was so angry. . . .
    Terry, contrastingly, was more relieved than angry. He was just happy to be away from them. Yes, Karen garnered just as much flack from those guys as he did in high school, but they had never hit her. Terry, on the other hand, used to be their personal punching bag. That was the main reason he didn’t give those guys a piece of his mind earlier, because if he had, they might’ve pounded him to pulp. That’s why Karen is so brave, he figured. She has never felt their fists in her breadbasket.  
    “I hope those guys don’t live on that street,” Karen said. “I walk down that street all the time.”

    “I think you need to forget about them,” Terry said. “Those guys are nothing but jerks. We’re in our twenties, for Pete’s sake. Aren’t we too old to be bullied?”
    Karen released a smile. “Maybe you’re right.” Then she laughed at herself for getting so upset. “I need to get my mind off them.”

    Terry stopped walking. “Why don’t we go in here?” He was gesturing to the front of a small building across the street. Karen had also stopped walking and was looking at the building. It was one story, brick, and had large display windows in the front.  

    “Wasn’t that a laundry mat at one time?” she asked Terry. 

    He nodded. “It used to be, but now the sign says Ingrid’s Antique Shop.” He pointed at a homemade wooden sign above the building’s front entrance. “See? It must have just opened. You want to check it out?”

    Karen shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t have much money. Plus, I’m not much into antiques.”
    “Come on,” he said coaxingly, and shook her on the shoulder. “Let’s just check it out for a minute. It might get your mind off Joe and that other S.O.B.”
    Karen thought for a moment. “Why not?” she said. Then she and Terry started across the street. 

   They walked inside the small building and stopped next to the entrance. As they stood there, Karen’s eyes roamed around the shop. Several wooden shelves made aisles in the middle of the room, and various antiques lined the shelves, old lamps, vases, ceramic and porcelain statues, tin toys, etc. Near the front of the shop, more items lay atop a long wooden counter, mostly jewelry, in locked glass cases, and a large metal cash register rested on the far right end of the counter. Karen didn’t know if the cash register was for sale of for use.
    The entire place was dimly lit, and everything seemed to be cast in a mysterious blue hue, as if black lit, only brighter. Strangely, Karen didn’t notice anybody else around. Not even an employee. 

    “Hey, check this out!” Terry said excitedly. He walked away from Karen and over to a floor lamp. The base of the lamp looked like an elephant’s foot, the lamp shade a zebra pattern. Terry eyed the odd lamp up and down. 
    Karen walked over to him. “Where would you put that?” she said.

    “I don’t know. My living room?”
    “You’re such a silly hipster.” She turned and peered around the shop again. She walked up an aisle in the middle of the room and began sifting over the items on the shelves. She saw a windup music box, a collection of ceramic poodles, a tin racing car, and even some old silverware. “Lots of stuff in here!” she called to Terry, who was still examining the lamp across the room. “I don’t see anything I couldn’t live without, though!” She turned to the next aisle and started down it. A moment later something caught her eye, a glint of light farther down the aisle, a light glinting off a small object on a middle shelf. She moved toward the glinting object, feeling oddly drawn to it. When she reached the object she picked it up and held it in her palm. It was a turquoise jewel, about the size and shape of an egg and it practically glowed in her hand. Karen had never cared much for jewelry. Not much at all actually. But this was different. It was beyond jewelry. She couldn’t explain its allure. Just then Terry came up behind her and looked down over her shoulder. 

    “What is that?” he asked, a hint of awe in his voice.
    “I don’t know,” she said. “But I want it.”

    Suddenly a woman spun around the end of the aisle. “It’s a wishing stone,” she said. “It’s very rare.”
   The woman’s sudden appearance slightly startled Terry and Karen.
    “Is that right?” Karen said. 

    The woman shuffled up to them.  
   She appeared to be in her late twenties and was very pretty, olive skin, dark hair and eyes, willowy. She wore a long black dress, red shawl, and floral head scarf. From her neck hung colorful jewelry and from her wrists dangled large loop bracelets made of wood, which clicked together when she moved her arms. 
    “You must be very careful with that, if you plan to buy it,” the woman said. She had a slight accent they couldn’t determine—perhaps Romanian. 
    “Oh, I don’t think I can,” Karen said. “I don’t think I have enough money.”

    “Wait a minute,” Terry cut in. “You said this is a wishing stone?”
    The woman’s face became expressive, her eyes growing wide. “Yes. Yes, it is a wishing stone.” Her chin cocked up. “But a person only gets three wishes. And that person must be very careful what he or she wishes for.”

    Terry wanted to roll his eyes, but out of politeness, he didn’t. This was a horrible sales tactic, he thought. Who would be dumb enough to fall for this act? This woman was nothing more than a modern day snake oil salesman, and a bad one at that.

     “How much do you want for it?” Karen asked the woman. 

     The woman arched an eyebrow. “How much do you got?”
    Karen reached into a hip pocket of her cargo shorts and brought out her wallet, which was attached to one of her front belt loops by a small chain. She opened the wallet and took out a ten dollar bill. “This is all I have,” she said.
    The woman scrunched up her nose for a moment. Then her face relaxed and she plucked the bill from Karen’s hand. “This will do,” she said. 
    Karen smiled broadly. “Hey, thanks a lot.”
    The woman returned a smile. “Let’s get you a bag for that.” She moved around Karen and Terry. She walked down the aisle toward the front of the shop, and Karen and Terry followed her. The woman stepped behind the long counter near the entrance, and Karen and Terry stopped in front of it. The woman hunched over and began fishing for something under the counter, obviously a bag for Karen’s new jewel.
    “Now where did I stick those stupid things?” the woman mumbled to herself.

    “Don’t worry about it,” Karen said. “I think I’ll just carry it home. I want to hold it some more.”

    The woman became vertical behind the counter. “It is beautiful, isn’t it? It’s one of a kind, you know.”
    “Cool,” Karen said. She stared into the jewel, as if mesmerized. 

    “Are you sure that’s all you want?” the woman said. “I have plenty more goodies.”
    Karen forced her gaze away from the jewel and looked up at the woman. “Like what?”

    The woman raised her right hand up to her face. Her hand was empty. Then she closed it into a fist. When she opened her fist a second later, she held a red ruby between her thumb and forefinger. She grinned deviously. “How about this? It’s a lucky ruby. It came from an ancient pirate’s chest.”
    “How did you do that?” Karen said, mouth agape. 
    Something about this woman was making Terry uneasy. He suddenly wanted to leave. “I think we’re done here,” he said to the woman. “Thanks anyway. Come on, Karen.” He stepped toward the entrance but Karen didn’t move. She remained at the counter with her mouth slack. So he snatched her by the arm and guided her toward the entrance. 
    “Come again,” the woman said as Terry maneuvered Karen out the building. 

    Karen staggered out onto the sidewalk, clutching the jewel. 
     “What’s with you?” Terry said, when they were both outside on the sidewalk and clear of the woman’s earshot. “You’re acting funny.”
    “What? I’m fine.” Karen’s gaze had returned to the jewel.
    “I don’t think you are. I mean, you’re usually savvier than I am. How could you fall for that sales trick? That stupid jewel isn’t magical. And neither is that woman.” 

     “I know—I know that. . . . But I like it.”


    “I thought you said only dumb, shallow people were attracted to shiny things. Remember?”

    “But this is different. It could be worth something.”

    “No. It isn’t. If it were, that woman wouldn’t have sold it to you for ten bucks.”
    “Whatever. I still like it.”

    Terry was getting tired of this. “Give it to me,” he said, and swiped the jewel from her grip, shoving it into his jeans pocket.
    “Hey, dude, what’s the deal?” Karen said. She tried to lunge at Terry to retrieve the jewel, but then stumbled back on her feet. Her eyelids fluttered. “Whoa,” she said, trying to steady herself. “I feel like I just got kicked in the head.”
    Terry grabbed onto her to help her stand. He looked over at the entrance of the antique shop. “I think there must be a gas leak in that place or something. That must be what’s making you so loopy.”
    Karen rubbed her left temple with her fingertips. “I guess.”

    “Let’s get you home,” Terry said. “I think you need to sleep for a while.”
    “Yeah, maybe. . . .”

    They started down the sidewalk, Karen bracing herself on Terry’s shoulder. When they were at the end of the street, Terry glanced back at the antique shop once more. He thought he saw the woman’s face grinning out one of the large display windows. However, it could have been his imagination.
A couple hours later and Karen was sitting on the couch in her living room, her legs curled next to her, her feet bare, her Converse sneakers under the coffee table in front of her. Terry sat on the other end of the couch, a video game controller in his hands. He was playing Mercenary Missions 2, a shoot-em-up game he greatly enjoyed. 
    Karen felt a lot better than she had before, no longer woozy and confused like after she left the antique shop. She felt normal again. They both concluded earlier that she had eaten something that made her ill. Spoiled popcorn or candy at the movie theatre was likely the culprit. At least, Terry had convinced himself that that was the cause. He couldn’t believe her odd behavior was triggered by something supernatural, like by a magical jewel she found at an antique shop. That would be ludicrous. He trusted science and grounded facts. He didn’t believe in hocus pocus. 
    “Damn it,” Terry said. “That’s the third time I died on this stage.”
    “Why don’t you give it a break for a while,” Karen suggested. “We could watch some TV.”
    Terry tossed the controller onto the coffee table. “That’s sounds like an idea.”

    They were quiet for a moment. Then Karen said, “Weird day, huh?” and sighed.
    “Totally.”      
    “That woman was strange, wasn’t she?”

    “You mean the woman from the antique shop? You didn’t seem to think so at the time.”

    “I was sick, remember? I couldn’t think straight.”
    “I know. I’m kidding.”

    “Maybe seeing Joe and Darren made me sick.”

    Terry chuckled. “Those guys would make anybody sick.”

    Karen scratched the top of her head. “They’re such douches. Can you believe what they said about me? Who cares if I’m not built like Pamela Anderson? Even if I were I wouldn’t give them the time of day.”

    “Are you really worried about this?” Terry said.
    “Ha! I could care less what those guys think. Or anybody for that matter.”

    “Well, you’re defiantly your old self again. I guess, I can return this to you.” Terry reached into his jeans pocket and pulled out the jewel from the antique shop. He pitched it on the couch between him and Karen. “Sorry, I grabbed it from you. You did buy it after all.”
    “Oh, man, I almost forgot about it!” Karen exclaimed, picking up the jewel. It glinted as brightly as it did in the antique shop, but Karen didn’t appear as mesmerized by it as before. 

    “So,” Terry said. “What are you going to wish for?”
    “Huh?”

    “Remember, it’s a wishing stone. You don’t want to waste your wishes.”

    “Oh, that’s right.” She paused, thinking about it. “How stupid. I don’t believe in that crap. I don’t wish for things. I make things happen on my own.”

    Terry smiled. “Now that’s the Karen I know.”

    “And to prove I don’t believe in this nonsense, I’ll wish for something bad, like I’ll wish to get into a car wreck or something.”
    Terry didn’t like this idea. Though he didn’t believe in the supernatural, something about wishing bad luck on one’s self unsettled him.

    “I don’t know about that, Karen. That’s like bad karma or something.” He laughed to play off his seriousness. “Maybe you should just wish for tons of money or something.”

    “Oh, bull hockey.” She held the stone out in front of her chest. “Hey, I got it. I’ll wish for bigger boobs. No! A bigger butt!”
    Terry squinted at her in confusion. “How could that be bad?”

    “Because I would be objectified, and that would be awful.”

    “How about you just wish you were a shallow tramp?”
    “What?”

    “And that you only had sex with stupid jocks?”
    “That’s dumb.”
    “But that’s really bad. And that’s your worst nightmare, isn’t it?”

    “Okay, okay. I’ll wish for it all. I wish I had bigger boobs and a bigger butt, and—”

    “Wish they were bigger than Dolly Parton’s.”

    “Shut up! I’m trying to finish this. . . . Anyway, I wish I had huge boobs and a huge butt, and when it comes to sex, I can’t resist stupid, muscle-headed morons. How’s that, idiot? Are you happy?”
    Terry began to laugh. “I don’t think that’s exactly right, but sure.”
    All of a sudden, Karen’s hands began to heat up, almost burning, and she dropped the jewel onto the coffee table. “Ouch!” she said. “The damn thing almost scorched me. It’s freaking hot.” 

     Terry was still laughing. “Not as hot as you’re going to be.”

     Karen shoved him hard on the shoulder. “I said shut up!” Then she started to laugh with him.
The next morning Karen awoke lying face up on the couch. She have must dozed off there after Terry left the night before, around ten PM. He would have stayed later, he had said, but he had to cover someone’s shift at the coffee shop in the morning. Karen felt bad for him. She knew he hated working Saturday mornings at that stupid coffee shop. It was always so busy then.

    Karen rubbed her eyes of sleep. In a moment she tried to sit forward on the couch but couldn’t. She felt a strange pressure on her chest, almost as if someone were sitting on it. She looked down. She couldn’t believe it. Her breasts were the size of beach balls! Immediately her mind began to race. No! This is a dream! This is impossible! In a panic, her adrenaline flowing, she was able to heave herself forward off the couch. On her feet she wobbled around the living room trying to balance her top-heavy frame. She finally found her footing, her arms stretched out to her sides like a tightrope walker. Is this a joke? she thought. There’s no way this is really happening.
    Quickly as she could without falling over, she hurried to the bathroom. She examined herself in the full-length mirror on the backside of the bathroom door. 

    “Holy crap!” she yelled. “My freaking tits are gigantic!”

    Straining under her thin t-shirt protruded two huge globes. The words on the shirt ‘punk rock girl’ and skull graphic below them had been stretched to the max. She yanked the shirt off over her head and tossed it to the floor. Two huge mounds of breast flesh spilled over her tiny white bra. Both breasts looked about ready to burst, practically throbbing against the tight fabric, creating inches of deep cleavage. 
    “Why is this happening to me?” she sobbed. She turned sideways to get a good profile of her body. 

    “No! No! No!” she whaled. “Not my butt too!” It was worse than she imagined. Karen’s once flat rear-end was also ballooned into preposterous proportions, the fabric of her cargo shorts pulling at the seams. 
    All of a sudden Karen began to feel light headed, as if to faint. She stumbled backwards but caught herself on the rim of the sink. She steadied herself again. I look like a freak, she thought. What am I going to do? 

    Then she was struck with a thought. 

    Wait! 
    The jewel!  
    She wobbled back to the living room and snatched the jewel from the coffee table. 
    “I wish I had my old body again,” she said, clutching the jewel tightly in her hands. She waited a few moments, but nothing happened. “Please! Please! Change me back! It was just a joke!”

    Then she remembered what the woman from the antiques shop had said—that a person gets only three wishes, and Karen remembered that she had used them all. Her stomach dropped. She began to talk to herself. “I can’t be like this for the rest of my life! I have to get Terry. Maybe he’ll know what to do. Maybe he can wish my old body back with the jewel. He hasn’t made a wish with it yet.” 
    She was about to dial Terry’s cell phone but spotted it on the coffee table. That fool, she seethed. He left his phone here again. She looked at the wall clock above the TV. It was only 8:15 and Terry didn’t go into work until 9:00. If she hurried she still had time to catch him at his apartment. Too bad he didn’t have a landline phone in his apartment, she thought, or I’d call him there. I guess I’ll have to drive there. But I can’t go out in public like this, not with this chest and butt! 
    Karen hustled to her bedroom and flung open her closet door, where she began to rifle through her clothes. But it was obvious she owned nothing in a bigger size, nothing that would cover her completely. Damn it, why did I have to be so skinny? After a minute, she gave up and grabbed a random t-shirt from her closet. The t-shirt was white and had a red anarchy logo on it. She pulled it over her torso. It strained across her front and it wouldn’t even tuck into her cargo shorts, riding up on her, exposing her midriff. 
    “That’ll have to do,” she said. 


    With the jewel in her pocket, she dashed out the front door, becoming more comfortable with her balance. She zipped into the parking lot and clambered into her car, an old yellow hatchback. Behind the steering wheel, she struggled to get the seatbelt across her bulging chest. After a bit of effort she finally strapped in, the seatbelt trying to borrow into her cavernous cleavage.
     This is awful, she thought, the seatbelt barely fits me. Oh, well, I don’t want to get pulled over. I’d die if a policeman saw me like this.
    It took a few twists of the ignition key but finally the engine started and she racked out of the parking lot. 
    
Several minutes later she arrived at the apartment building where Terry lived. She parked the hatchback near the front of the building. She jumped out of the car and hurried to his front door. She almost lost balance once but luckily stayed upright. When she reached his apartment door, she pounded it frantically. Then she waited a few seconds and pounded it again. Not long after that Terry answered the door. 
    Instantly upon seeing her he belted out in laughter. “Great joke, Karen! What are those balloons?”

    She pushed past him and dashed into his apartment. When her back was toward him he caught a glimpse of her massive posterior. “You’re butt too, huh? Now that’s funny.”

    She spun around to face him. “It’s not a joke, man!” she yelled, her fists balled at her sides.
    “You’re really playing this up, aren’t you? It’s great. But you better not yell or my neighbors might—“

    “I’m not joking! This is for real!”

    “Ha, ha. Yeah, I get it. The magical jewel worked. Uh, huh.”

    “Look, I know it sounds crazy, but when I woke up this morning I was like this.”

    “I’ll admit you went all out, even with the nipples.”

    Karen’s focus shot down to her chest. Her nipples were huge, hard, and erect, poking out like thimbles under her tight shirt. “Holy shit!” she said.
    Then, before she had a chance to stop him, Terry reached out and pinched her engorged left nipple—hard. An immediate jolt of intense pleasure blasted down from her nipple to her groin. It was almost electric. She clasped both hands over her crotch, her legs buckling underneath her. Terry released his grip and she dropped to her knees. “Oh, hell, no!” she howled in ecstasy. “I’m coming!”
    Startled and confused, Terry stepped a couple feet back from her. If Karen was acting, she was doing a damn good job. Also, that nipple sure felt real between his fingers. But that was impossible.
    Karen fell to her back onto Terry’s living room carpet, writhing in uncontrollable orgasmic bliss, her colossal breasts undulating under her stressed t-shirt. She was horribly embarrassed to have Terry see her like this and even more embarrassed that he had caused it. But she loved the sensation. It was like nothing she had ever experienced.  

    “Oh, yes!” Karen squealed, frantically rubbing herself over the top of her shorts. 
    Standing above her, Terry watched in stunned disbelief, not knowing what to do or say. “Do you need a doctor?” he finally choked out, half joking, half serious.
    “Don’t look at me!” she screamed, as a dark wet spot formed around the crotch over her shorts. “Don’t look!”
     Terry twisted around so his back faced her. “O—Okay,” he stuttered, clumsily adjusting his horn rimmed glasses. “I—I’m not looking.” 
    A few moments later the powerful orgasm faded and Karen lay on the floor, sweaty and panting. Terry still had his back to her. When he knew she was finished he faced her again. “Do you need a glass of water?” he said. He waited a moment, “a cigarette?”

    Karen lifted her head up and glared at him. She grunted, rolled her eyes, and her head dropped back to the floor.
Later Terry sat on a futon in his living room. Karen sat across the room in an easy chair, leaning forward, her arms folded, trying in vain to cover her huge chest. She didn’t want to sit next to Terry right then, or even close to him. She was thoroughly mortified about what had happened. It was bad enough he had to she her looking like this, ballooned boobs and butt, but the fact that he actually saw her orgasm was the worst.  
     They had been sitting there mostly silent for about five minutes, because Karen refused to talk. As much as Terry tried he couldn’t get her to open up. She was too embarrassed. But after a few more minutes, she was starting to come around.  
    “I’ll call into work,” Terry said. “And we’ll get this lined out. I’ll say I have an emergency or something.”
    Karen was looking at the floor. She wouldn’t look at Terry. “Okay,” she spoke softly.

    Another few moments passed.
    Terry cleared his throat. “I got to stretch my legs,” he said, and stood up from the futon. He walked over to a window in the living room. He pulled back the drapes over the window and looked outside. It was another clear summer day, the sky nice and blue. He turned from the window and looked back at Karen. “I’m—I’m sorry,” he said. “About earlier, I mean. I should have believed you.”
    Karen didn’t respond instantly, just sat unmoving with her head down. Then she said, “It’s all right.”

    “Listen—” he began to say, taking a step toward her.
    Suddenly Karen’s head reared up. “Don’t come near me!” she warned, pointing a finger at him. 

    Terry stuck his hands up and took a step back. “Okay, sorry.”

     Karen didn’t want to tell Terry this, but she was still in the afterglow of orgasm, even minutes later. It was as if her whole body was electrically charged, especially her breasts, which tingled all over, and she didn’t want Terry near her while she felt this way.
    “No. I’m sorry,” she said, now feeling bad for yelling at Terry. “I’m just upset.” 
    “Is there anything I can do?” he asked her sympathetically. 
    “I don’t know. . . . I’ll think of something. . . .” 
    A moment passed. 

    Then suddenly Karen remembered why she had come over in the first place. 
    Her face lit up. “Wait!” She pushed up from the chair. “I think you can help me!” She began to fish in the pockets of her cargo shorts, searching for the jewel. She found it and pulled it out. But to her horror the jewel was cracked, cracked down the middle. It must have happened when she fell onto the floor. “Oh, no! It’s busted! But it has to still work, right?” 
    “Let me see it.” Terry extended his hand out to her, and Karen dropped the jewel into it. The jewel crumbled into pieces in his palm. 
    Terry could see the terror spread over Karen’s face, her bottom lip beginning to tremble.
    “Don’t panic, Karen. Maybe I can glue it back together?” Just then the jewel broke down further, down to dust, and poured out his hand and into the carpet. 
    “No!” Karen shrieked. “It’s turned to powder!”
    “Hold on. Hold on. Let me figure this out. We’ll just go back to the antique shop. That woman who sold you the jewel will fix this. She has to or we’ll sue.”
    Karen frowned. “She better, man, or I’ll kill her!” 

    “Do you have your car here?”

    “Of course. Do you think I’m going walk around the city like this?” 

    “All right. Then we’ll just drive to the antique shop?”

    “Fine. I want to get my old body back as soon as possible.”
    They headed for the front door and Terry opened it. 

    “Wait,” Karen said. “Make sure there’s nobody around first.”
    Terry stuck his head out the door and scanned the parking lot. He didn’t see anyone. “It’s clear. Let’s go.” He stepped out the door and then gestured for her to follow.
    They hurried to Karen’s hatchback, Karen’s breasts bobbling up and down as she tried to jog. As hard as she tried, it was impossible to keep them from moving. She could actually hear the liquid inside of them sloshing around—obviously milk. Terry heard it too, but he certainly wasn’t going to comment on it. The bouncing didn’t help Karen’s arousal from dissipating either.
    “You drive,” she said, next to the passenger door of her hatchback. She slid the car keys to Terry over the roof of the car. 
    “No problem.”
    Terry opened the driver’s side door and plopped down behind the steering wheel. 
    “I’m sitting back here,” Karen said, shoving the front passenger seat forward and squeezing into the backseat.  

    “Why?”

    “Don’t worry about it.”
    Terry twisted the key in the ignition, but the car wouldn’t start. It only sputtered. So he tried it again the car started with a loud pop and a blast of smoke from the exhaust pipe. He pulled from the parking lot. He swerved into the street and sped forward, heading for the antique shop. 

“I hope that woman can fix this,” Karen said from the backseat, a couple blocks from Terry’s apartment.
    “She will,” Terry assured her. “Just stay calm.”

    “I am calm!”

    “I just don’t want you to worry.”

    “Would you be quiet? I can handle myself. I’ve gotten you out of tons of bad situations.”

    “I know. I’m just trying to pay you back.”
    Suddenly there was a loud clanking sound and the car began to shimmy. Karen did the best she could to keep her boobs from shaking. Again, that was impossible.     

    “Uh, oh,” Terry said. “Something just gave.” He steered the hatchback to the curb, where it stalled altogether. Dark smoke began to roll out from under the hood.

    “This can’t happen!” Karen said. “We can’t be stuck here.” 

    “Should I call a tow truck?”

    “No way! Nobody can see me like this.”

    “Okay, stay in the car. I might be able to fix it. Maybe it just overheated.”

    “Yeah, yeah. It does that sometimes.”
    Terry pulled the hood release and exited the car. He walked to the hood and flung it open. He fanned billowing smoke away from his face. What am I doing? he thought. I don’t know anything about car engines. Give me a computer to fix instead. 
    “What’s wrong with it?” Karen called from the back seat. 
    “Uh, I’m not sure yet!” Terry retorted. 
    “Maybe it’s the oil in the combustion chamber!”
    Jeez, Terry thought, what’s a combustion chamber? Karen knows more about cars than I do. “Why don’t you come take a quick look? There’s nobody around!”

     Karen looked out the car windows. The street was empty. 

     “I’ll be there in a second!” she hollered. She opened the passenger door and climbed out of the car. She raced around the hood of the car. 
    “Can you tell what’s wrong with it?” Terry asked.
    “Give me a second. I’m not an expert.”
    A moment later, a red Firebird pulled alongside the hatchback. It pulled up so fast Karen didn’t have a chance to react and get back into her car. 
    The windows in the Firebird were darkly tinted, so Karen couldn’t see inside it. Then the driver’s side window buzzed down. Oh, hell, it was Joe Cox! He was smirking, wearing dark shades.
    “Car stall, freaks?” he jibed. 
    Next to him in the passenger seat sat his buddy Darren. 

    Terry froze. He could never respond well to these guys. Fear silenced him. 

    When Karen saw them, she rushed behind her car, attempting to shield her new body from their eyes. She didn’t know what they’d do if they saw her that way. She would never live it down.
    “Just drive away, dolts!” Karen yelled at them.
    “Why are you hiding from us, girly?” Joe laughed. 
    “I said freaking leave!”

     Joe looked over at Darren. “I’m going to mess with them for a second.” Joe got out of his Firebird and strutted up to Terry, who wouldn’t turn toward him, just stared down at the smoldering engine. 
    “What’s the matter, grease monkey? Your car a piece of shit?” He slapped Terry hard on the shoulder. Then he looked over at Karen. He could see the top of her head peering at him over the roof of the hatchback. “What’s wrong with you, girl?” he said. 
    “Just leave us alone!” she yelled. 
    He let out another laugh. “What? You don’t need a jump?”
    Joe began to step around the car toward Karen. 
    “Terry, stop him!” she said. 

    But Terry didn’t move. He was too afraid. 
    Karen tried to flee around the back of the car, but Joe was too quick. He ran around her and blocked her way. 

    “The fuck?” he said, seeing her bloated breasts. “What happened to you?”
    “Don’t you dare touch me!” she said, putting up her fists in defense. 
    “Those can’t be real,” Joe said, his eyes huge. “You look ridiculous.” Then he noticed her butt. “You’re ass too?” 
    “Step off!” Karen said.
    Suddenly Joe grabbed the collar of her t-shirt and pulled it down, revealing the top of her bulging cleavage. “Fuck! They are real!”

    Karen shoved him back. She threw a fist and tried to sock him in the jaw, but he caught her by the wrist. 
    “I don’t think so, sweet thing,” he said.      
    Karen tried to pull away from his grasp, but she couldn’t. She started to feel lightheaded. The tingling sensation in her breasts started to become more intense. 

    “No. . . .” she said woozily. 
    Joe leaned in close to her face. “I think you want me,” he said steamily.  
    Karen could feel his hot breath on her mouth. “I don’t think—” But she couldn’t finish her thought.
    “Come on, baby,” Joe said. He started to guide her around the hatchback toward his car. Karen was screaming inside, but she couldn’t resist him. She couldn’t stop herself. It was as if she were hypnotized. 
    Joe opened the Firebird’s driver’s side door and helped Karen into the backseat. Terry, standing next to the hood of Karen’s hatchback, watched helplessly as Joe climbed behind the steering wheel and shut the driver’s side door. Then Joe and Darren peeled off with Karen.  

Karen found herself alone in a strange bedroom, sitting on the end of a king-sized bed. She could barely remember how she got there. It had all been a blur. When Joe grabbed her arm, her brain must have turned off. At least, the part of the brain that made decisions had. 
    She glanced around the room, the walls were decorated in framed posters of hotrods and bikini clad women. In front of her, above a chest of drawers, hung a football jersey, the name Cox displayed on the back of it in red letters. She was obviously in Joe’s house, in his bedroom, the last place she ever wanted to be. She couldn’t believe this was happening. How could she let that dumbass jock control her like that? She was the defiant one, the tough one! She didn’t take crap from anybody, especially Joe Cox—that son of a bitch!
    Sitting there, the memories of Joe’s abuse began to rush back into her mind, all the times he had teased her in school, mocked her for being a weirdo, for dressing like she did, for skateboarding, for listening to punk rock, for hanging with the wrong crowd, for being poor. She remembered all the times Terry was abused by them, how many bruises they had left on his face. One shiner they’d given him was particularly nasty. It didn’t heal for days. She began to feel queasy thinking about it all. 
     There was one window in the bedroom, if she could only climb out of it, she could escape. She started to stand up when Joe and Darren strolled in the room. 
    “Where are you going?” Joe asked her snidely.
    Karen’s thoughts suddenly began to swirl and the dizziness returned. She sat back down onto the bed so she wouldn’t topple over.

    “You know,” Joe said. “I don’t know what happened to you. Like, I don’t know if you had some kind of overnight plastic surgery or what, but I like the change.”

    Karen fought to speak. She wanted to tell these guys off, but her tongue was in a knot. 
    Joe crouched down so he was eyelevel in front over her. “How about we take that shirt this off and see what you’re packing, huh?”

    Surprisingly, Karen was able to think for a second and fought with all her strength to speak, “I don’t . . . want . . . to.”

    “Aw, I think you do,” Joe said, Darren snickering in the background. “You obviously did this to your body for us. I mean, why else would you?”
    Joe then proceeded to grab both her wrists and lift her arms over her head, and Karen had no way to stop him. She had used the last of her willpower to speak. She again was trapped in her own mind. 
    Joe slowly slid her t-shirt over her head and arms, the fabric of the t-shirt brushing over her erect nipples as he did, and she let out an involuntary moan. Joe threw the shirt onto the bed next to her, then leaned back and took a moment to examine her naked breasts.
    “Damn,” he said. “What are those, J cups? I think you might have gone overboard, girly.”
    “I like them,” Darren finally spoke up, the first thing Karen had heard him say. “She looks like one of those porn stars with the huge fake knockers.” 
    Karen shifted her eyes over to Darren. She could see his cock growing hard under his athletic shorts. She was becoming nervous, and droplets of perspiration began to form on her forehead. Her whole body was feeling hot, her exposed breasts becoming shiny with sweat.  

    Joe gently placed his hand on the outer side of her massive left breast. Then he put his other hand on her right breast. Then he pushed her breasts together. He could feel them pulsating in his palms. He began to gently caress them. As he did, Karen could feel a strong prickling sensation spreading out from her nipples. And it was getting stronger every second. Thankfully, though, he had yet to touch her nipples. She didn’t know if she could handle that. 
     Then, as if he’d read her mind, Joe lunged forward and clamped his mouth around her left nipple, almost biting it. The same shock from when Terry pinched her nipple shot down her nipple to her groin, only with more force this time. She grasped onto the back of Joe’s head and burrowed his face deeper into her tit. “Oh, fuck!” she screamed. 

     She fell back onto the bed with Joe still latched on. She could feel his tongue lapping around her nipple, teasing the tip of it. A moment later he began sucking her nipple, sucking hard. The strong suction caused milk to spurt from the nipple and into Joe’ mouth.     

    “Get off!” Karen screamed. “It’s too much! It’s too much!”

    Wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure began to burst through Karen’s body. She couldn’t help it. 
    Joe eventually released his jaws from her breast and crawled off the bed. Darren was still standing in the same place, watching. 
    “What’s wrong with her?” Darren said.
    Joe shrugged, wiping his mouth of saliva. “Fuck if I know.” 
    Karen squirmed violently on the bed, her hands down the front of her shorts, furiously fingering herself. “It feels so good!”

    “I barely did anything,” Joe said, as Karen howled in ecstasy. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

    “You always said she was freak.”

    Moments later Karen lay unmoving on the bed. The crotch of her panties and cargo shorts soaked. She lay there dazed, humiliated, but strangely satisfied. She watched as Joe and Darren began to remove their clothes. Her heart began to race. Oh, no! They’re going to try and fuck me!  I can’t let that happen! I have to do something! 

    “No,” she forced out. “You can’t . . . do . . . this.”

     Joe looked at her. He walked around right the side of the bed. He sat down next to her as she lay sprawled on her back. He bent over and put his mouth close to hers. “Okay,” he said, and gently placed his thumb and forefinger on her nipple, just barely touching it. She bit her bottom lip as her nipple tingled wildly, growing painfully harder. 
    “Now,” Joe said, “just say, I don’t want you to touch me, and we won’t.”
    Karen struggled to find the words. She desperately wanted to resist him, but again, could not. The sensation of Joe’s touch dominated every thought. She truly was exhausted, physically and mentally, had no willpower left to fight. “I want you to,” she muttered. She couldn’t believe what just came out of her mouth. 
    “Good,” Joe said. “I want to try that ass.” 
    Joe flipped Karen over on the bed. He grabbed the top of her cargo shorts and yanked them down. Her bulbous white buttocks plopped out like they were gasping for air. 
     Joe was in awe. “Unbelievable.”

     Then Darren crawled onto the bed. “I want to tit-fuck her,” he said.
    “You’ll get the chance,” Joe promised. 

    Joe discarded her shorts to the floor. He rolled her back over and spread her legs. 
    His cock looks huge, Karen thought, peering down at it. It was biggest one she’d ever seen in real life. It was so long and thick.
    “Wait,” she said, after seeing his stiff member. “I don’t know about this. It’s too big.”
    But Joe paid her no attention. He trusted his hips forward and jammed his hard manhood deep inside her. Her oversensitive body reacted instantly. Vibrations of tingling pleasure blasted up though her, quaking her all over. It was better than the nipple orgasm, more powerful. “I’m coming again!” she said. 

    “There’s defiantly something wrong with this chick,” Darren said.

    Joe didn’t care. He was too busy pounding her climaxing pussy. “Forget her,” he said. “She’s a loser. Go ahead and fuck her tits.”

     “My pleasure.” Darren scuttled up the bed on his knees and flung one leg over Karen’s torso, mounting her. Karen saw that his cock was even bigger than Joe’s. But she couldn’t really focus, being in a state of constant orgasm. 

    Darren then pushed his hard penis between her globular tits, squeezing them together with his hands. “They’re like beach balls,” he chortled. He began to pump back and forth between her breasts, with every thrust the head of his penis popping out the top of her cleavage. It was almost long enough to reach her lips, which were glistening from drool. 
    In the meantime Joe was still thrusting into Karen’s womanhood. She was coming uncontroblly, squirting all over Joe’s sheets. But she was super tight, he thought. So it didn’t matter. 

    “Suck my dick,” Darren commanded of Karen. “Come on, Woods.”
    Karen could barely comprehend Darren. She could barely think at all. It was as if she was literally getting her brains fucked out. Her eyes had practically gone crossed from the pleasure she was experiencing.
    Then Darren began to shove between Karen’s tits even harder until the head of his throbbing cock popped into her open mouth, which was so hot and wet inside that it almost drove him instantly to the brink, but he held back. After a few more seconds, however, he couldn’t last any longer, and he let out a groan, blasting a hot thick load down Karen’s gullet. She involuntarily swallowed every drop. Not much else she could do. In fact, it was such a big load, after Darren slid his dick out her mouth, she belched, which caused much of the semen to shoot back up into her throat, and all she could do is gulp it down again. It was the first blowjob she’d ever given, because she always thought blowjobs were disgusting, demeaning. But now, though she was ashamed of her feelings, she almost liked it, craved it. It was her first tit-fuck too. Of course, she never had tits to fuck until now.
    Darren rolled off her and lay next to her on his side.
    “You already finished, dog?” Joe asked him. 


    “No, man, I’m still up. Looking at her tits is keeping me hard.”

    “Good.” Then Joe stopped thrusting and arched over her. As he had done before, he put his face close to hers, his lips and inch from her lips. “You want to kiss me?” he said. “Don’t you?”
    Karen looked into his icy blue eyes. In this motionless state, her body began to settle some, and she had a moment of clarity. She hated this guy, she remembered. She hated him so badly. How could she let this prick fuck her without a fight? This same guy nicknamed her “The Plank” in high school because she was so flat on the chest. She remembered the time he ran over her skateboard in the school parking lot just as a lark, and the time he tripped her in the school cafeteria while she carried her food tray. She literally had to pick peas out of her hair after that. And he was just using her now, using her like a fucking blowup doll, just because she had some T and A! 
      He is handsome, though, she thought, and muscular, very muscular. And his dick is so big inside of me. Oh, hell, she couldn’t help herself. She closed her eyes, puckered her lips, and leaned forward. She was going to kiss him.

     But Joe lurched back. 

    “Just kidding,” he laughed “Do you really think I’m going to kiss you, sperm breath? Not my lifetime.” 

    She looked up at him like sad puppy dog, her bottom lip quivering. He pulled out of her. Then he flipped her over and clutched her by the hips. She yelped as he pulled her giant ass up in the air.
    “Get under her, bro,” Joe said to Darren. “Let’s double team this skank.”
    His cock still fully erect, Darren began to wiggle under Karen, which was a bit hard to do because of her giant boobs. When he was ready, her body directly on top of his, he shoved his dick deep into her pussy. Then Joe began to slide his dick between her overstuffed butt cheeks. 

    “Not there,” Karen managed to say through the building pleasure. “I’ve never done that before. . . .”
    But Joe ignored her plea and slowly slid his pulsating cock inside her tight asshole, which caused her to yell out in more pleasure. 

    Then Joe and Darren began to pound her simultaneously, her giant boobs and butt obscenely jiggling and bouncing. The sound of slapping flesh echoed loudly in the room, along with the sloshing of milk in Karen’s overwrought breasts. 
     Then Darren began to lick and nibble on Karen’s nipples, and she screamed out again. It was the best thing she ever felt, being attacked from every angle, crammed in every hole. Waves of sexual electricity seemed to blast through her body, repeatedly. 
     Joe and Darren continued slamming her for several minutes, Karen’s orgasms never subsiding. Then Joe grabbed both her butt cheeks, squeezing them tightly as he started to come. He erupted inside her clinching asshole, a massive load. One of the best orgasms he had ever had. Darren followed shortly after with another blast of hot semen, this time in her gushing pussy. After it was over, Joe dismounted and Darren shoved Karen off of himself. 
    Darren rolled over and sat on the edge of the bed. Karen lay in the afterglow behind him. Joe was standing naked by the door of the room, resting his elbow on the doorframe. 
    “What do we do now?” Darren said.
    Joe scratched his chin. “I guess we keep her. When my girlfriend’s not around, I’ll need something to screw.”

    Darren smiled. “I can have her too, right?”
    “Sure. Anytime, bro. She ain’t going anywhere.”

     “Awesome.”

     “We’ll need to take her to the tanning beds, though. She’s too pasty. And we’ll let her hair grow out. It is way too short.”
    “And she needs a tongue ring for when she sucks our dicks. I can put one in. I can put some makeup on her too.”

    “Yeah, that’d be all right. But people can’t know we’re fucking her. She looks too gross with that freakishly large ass and those tits. People we’ll think we’re weird. ”

    Darren stood up from the bed, his large flaccid dick swinging between his legs. “Let’s get some food. Then we can come back later and give her another go.”

    Joe grinned, a nod. Then he and Darren walked out of the room.

    Karen lay quivering in the bed, still being attacked by small orgasms. She couldn’t move, because she knew if she did, her body would explode in full on rapture again. And she couldn’t take anymore of that.
    She gazed down at her milk-filled tits. They looked even bigger than before, as if they had swelled while she was getting fucked. She could see blue spider web-like veins running through them that she hadn’t seen before, and stretch marks forming. The skin over her breasts was too taut, if they got much bigger her skin could tear, or worse, her boobs could burst! It was so humiliating, so debasing. Strangely, though, the thought of being debased began to turn her on, which had never happened before. It wasn’t like her at all.
    She clinched her teeth and her fists, trying not to come again. What’s wrong with me?

    She closed her eyes tightly, tried to think clearly. But it was no use. She knew deep down inside she would never be the same, and that she was in the power of Joe and Darren. Yet somewhere, deeper inside, she was screaming to be free, to be her old rebellious self again. Why did I make those stupid wishes? Why? . . . It was just a joke!

Terry rounded the street corner on foot. He had left Karen’s hatchback idle along the street and decided he’d simply walk to the antique shop. A couple minutes later, he finally arrived there. He ran up to the entrance and jiggled the door handle. It was locked. He stepped back and looked up over the door. The sign from before was gone, no more Ingrid’s Antique Shop. He covered the sides of his face with his hands to block the sunlight and pressed his nose against one of the large display windows. He squinted into the shop. It was empty inside. No more shelves. No more antiques. No more anything, just vacant space. But how? 
     He turned from the window. He began to walk away when he spotted something at his feet. It was an envelope. He picked it up and opened it. Inside was a folded piece of paper. He unfolded the paper. It was a letter, which he began to read:

    Hello, young man. This is Ingrid, of Ingrid’s Antique Shop. Well, as you may have guessed by now the jewel isn’t phony and works quite well.  I hope Karen is happy with her three wishes. I can tell you that I certainly am. You see, as you may have guessed, I am a witch, and I grant wishes through the power of magical jewels. And every three wishes granted keep me from aging. Sorry you couldn’t have a wish yourself, but a broken jewel is a broken jewel. And accidents are out of my hands. 
    Anyway, I’m off for now, off to another town, ready to set up shop again. Hopefully there are people there as susceptible as your friend Karen. 
    It is too bad, though, that she didn’t wish for money as you suggested. Some people are just too defiant to listen. 
    And you may ask, how do I know all this stuff that happened to you? 
    I’m magic, dummy. 
Thanks again, 
Ingrid.

Terry dropped his hand and released the piece of paper. The wind caught it and carried it up the street. He knew then that his friend Karen was lost for good.
The End.
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