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Cameras flash as multiple photographers snap pictures of the four plus-sized women standing for a mock police lineup photoshoot. They’re all models for the “A New Shape” Agency, a company that solely represented females of the “thicc” variety. Ashley Graham had made girls like them run when she was the first plus-sized model to be featured in the 2016 Swimsuit Issue of Sports Illustrated. A decade later in 2026, a company like ANS could fly with their particularly voluptuous clientele. It was a long and hard road for the majority of those with their body type...and incredibly less for the fifth woman standing at the far right. Her name was Cora.

“Make sure Cora gets a break. Little skinny things like her get tired if they don’t get their second coffee and cigarette break!” Marissa joked, the thickest and most beautiful of the Full-Figured Four, the top-earning models of the agency.

She was also the tallest of the friend group, standing at six-foot-five and every one of those feet stacked with the illustrious curves everyone at A New Shape envied, especially from Cora. Marissa was situated on the far left and it was no wonder that most of the camerapersons were snapping pictures of her. Like the company name implied, she embodied the hourglass body type to the fullest, and arguably, harshest. ANS was known for females of this type and she was considered as the consummate best the agency had to offer.

“Just looking at her makes me hungry!” Marissa added, punching her down as she patted her broad and distended belly.

Even without the belly that should work against her, the top model was a thoroughly tremendous exaggeration of the build. At the top of the tall beauty was a mane of brown curly hair as thick as the rest of her. The curtain of curls draped over her G-cup breasts, doing nothing to cover up the exquisitely round chest mounds and if anything, accentuating the prevalent part of her anatomy. They’re all dressed in black and white prisoner outfits fashioned into bikinis. The wide stripes made her big body stand out all the more. Marissa’s shoulders were as wide as linebacker’s and jarringly, her hips were twice as broad. Curving down from the powerful pelvis was one of her two points of pride, a pair of thighs so thickset, they could easily be a seat for Cora and the second-smallest of the five, Tabitha.

“Yeah, Cora, can I have your helpings at the buffet? If you’re not going to eat, I will! ...God knows I need it!” Tabitha added.

The other three of the Four laughed, Marissa reaching down to slap the amazing ass Tabitha had. She was quick to join in on the daily Cora teasing, because before she came along, Tabitha used to be the center of their ridicule. Tabby, as they called her, was on the short side like the smallest, standing at five-foot-four. After a year of said ridicule, she pumped herself up with the gainer shakes A New Shape sold, called “Grahams of Glowup” in honor of the aforementioned forerunner of curvy gals. Otherwise shortened to GG, the shake, beside the Triple F’s, was the signature brand of the agency. For the short gal, though, the several she had every week appeared to only go to her buttocks. Almost twice as less wide than Marissa’s, the glutes should be unnoticeable among their clique. However, that’s where perspective immensely worked in her favor. Her rear end was so big on her that it looked comical yet salacious on her tiny frame. In regular outfits, she looked like she was smuggling two hams in her bottoms. The way her butt dominated her body was plain juicy.

“I would trade my tits for your ass...but these porker puppies would keep you on the ground at all times!” Alannah offered in jest.

They laughed again, not as much for Tabitha’s comment, some of them wanting to take her up on the offer. Alannah was an olive-skinned beauty from Turkey, her wavy black hair tied in a ponytail as long as the overcompensating Tabby’s. Unlike Marissa, the Turkish queen wanted nothing to distract from the terrific rack she held. At five-foot-nine, Alannah usually positioned herself as close as she could to the goddess hips of the top model. At eight inches shorter than her, the raven-haired stunner could stand with her two-foot wide bust just above the hips a half-foot wider. Their width wasn’t as visually absorbing as the O-cup size of her breasts. Each the size of a large squishy beach ball, the bosom overtook her torso about as much as the shortest’s ass did to her lower body. “Al”, as they nicknamed her, wasn’t without a decent ass though. A half-foot less than the breadth of her bodacious boobs, she was a tight and plump package.

“Y’all won’t admit it, but I know everyone wants my gorgeous gut.” Courtney stated like a true diva, proudly patting her big belly.

Marissa, and Cora second, would be the last to admit to their covet for the corpulence that was Courtney’s round corporation. It was a belly too perfect to be included in the chaff of their cruel put downs. Smooth, silky, and with just the right amount of glistening shine, the mound was easily mistakable for pregnancy. Even then, the spherical distention was too much of a perfect circle to be the result of an expanding womb underneath. It also happened to be “too” big to be pregnant, the maternity companies having stopped asking her to fashion their bump-accentuating wear after she surpassed a stunning width of three solid feet. Its girth sat well on her six-foot-zero frame, the majority of her long torso taking up her overall broad body. She wasn’t as wide as the above mentioned, only sporting an eighteen-inch bust and butt. Nonetheless, that belly—draped on either side with her lengthy straight blonde hair—made her a staggering stomach queen from the South. The one drawback was that her belly was also considered “too big” by their admirers.

“Ego much, Court? There’s a lot more big belly lovers coming out of the woodwork these days...but not enough for your size. Most people still enjoy a more...manageable middle.” Marissa dressed down, patting her one-foot-wide curve.

While the other three had their one superior asset, Marissa was sought over for her bodily balance. Those goddess hips were a sturdy foundation for the rest of her assets, her ass and breasts steps below the size of Tabitha and Alannah, yet her belly about three sizes less than Courtney’s. The visually appeasing aspect of her manageable middle was that it was “just right”. It protruded at the lower end of where her torso met her pelvis, the two and a half foot breadth of her hips making her waist seem bigger. The visual trick was that it was eighteen inches less in width but the upper part of her lower torso blended well from a frontal view. Her towering stature allowed the eyes to scale her bulging trio of orbs in one field of vision, her width and height shadowing any of the girls or guys in the room.

“I know how you ‘manage’ that belly...and everything else about you.” Cora muttered under her breath.

Last but definitely least—in terms of dimensions—was Cora. The redhead was irresistibly cute to take in, even though her personality was nothing of the sort. At five-foot-one, she had more than an expected short girl complex. For one, she also had nepo baby allegations since her adopted father sat on the board of directors for A New Shape. Truth be told, she couldn’t escape the allegation, considering it was the only reason why she was in the same room with the FFF. The diminutive ginger had an ego bigger than Marissa’s and she didn’t care who her dad was. In her mint green eyes, she deserved to be here to begin with.

Which was comical to those who had seen the rare glimpses of her entitled attitude. One look at her would make one ask why was actually here? Her only claim to model-like beauty was her face, which granted among the five present, she undoubtedly had the freshest and prettiest visage. She could be mistaken for Taylor Swift at times, her soft and uniform features absorbing the wandering eye with her perfect cupid’s bow lips, adorable nose, and piercing eyes. Other than being able to sweet talk anybody into doing anything for her, she was just a pretty face amongst the also beautiful yet roundly luscious goddesses to the left of her.

Cora’s assets weren’t anywhere near the realm of roundness of the Four, nor near “big” at all. She wasn’t skin and bone, despite the latter being blatantly clear in a bikini, but she was quite slender. Almost concerningly so. She had a thigh gap the size of the English Channel and unbeknownst to anyone in the room, she wore the slightest of padding in her bikini top and bottom. If she didn’t, then her supple B-cups and complete lack of a buttocks would make people think she was a starving junkie. The irony there was that she wasn’t on drugs. No, that allegation would apply to only one woman in the room, the one nobody would suspect—Marissa.

And that was the only reason why the redhead had manipulated and cheated her way to get here. The bigger picture these five ladies painted was that not a single one of them was innocent nor came from a bad place. Although the animosity between the Four and Cora appeared one-sided, they relentlessly made fun of her because in actuality, it was the redhead that fired the first shots.

“...Huh? Did you say something, Cora? Hard to hear you from all the way up here.” Marissa provoked...and succeeded.

Cora snapped, running up to Marissa directly like a tiny dog coming at the passing pitbull to square up. “I said I know how you manage EVERYTHING about your body! You’re a FRAUD and without it, you’re nothing but a FAT HEIFER!! ...Like ALL of you!”

Her bony finger furiously pointed at the tits, tum, hips, and hind end of Marissa, completing her flagrant finger-pointing by
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