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  Big


Megan always hated visits to Doctor Byron’s office. He was often understaffed and overbooked. It would be a two-hour wait, so she had to clear her schedule on these dreaded days. And now, as she pumped the pedal with her ballet flat, she knew she would be late. So, arriving after her scheduled appointment meant adding more time to the already lengthy waiting room tenure. 
On the ride over, she shifted in her seat, feeling flushed beneath her blouse and jacket. She checked her makeup in the mirror—everything was fine, even though her skin was a little red. Was she getting sick? She hoped not. Perhaps it was something she ate. The butterflies in her stomach that morning was also unexplainable. As Megan pulled into the parking lot, she chalked it all up to a nervousness of seeing her doctor. Megan’s White Coat Syndrome was horrible.
The office was a fat, square building. One floor was divided between a waiting room and a trio of examination rooms in the back. Separating the anxious patients from Byron and his staff was a sliver of glass where the receptionist sat playing games on her phone. Megan approached the desk, signed in, then sat on one of the chairs along the back of the wall. There were only a handful of people. It was quiet, the only sounds of bored magazine pages turning and a few sniffles.
Across the room, she caught a man watching her. He was probably tall—at least as tall as her own five-foot-eight frame, but it was difficult to tell while seated. A stubble hung at his sharp chin. He had piercing blue eyes and close-cropped hair. Twice Megan looked up to find his eyes averting back to his cellphone. She tried the old-fashioned ‘yawn test’ and opened her mouth wide. Then, from the corner of her eye, she saw him stifling his own yawn. He’d been watching her, for sure. Megan gave him a sly smirk almost as if to tease as a reward for his interest.
For the first few minutes, nurses entered through a door, snatched patients, and lured them back to the examination rooms. The man remained, and at one point in her visit, he was the only other warm body inside the room. This made her feel uncomfortable, but it also sparked something else in her—a long buried desire that crept back into her brain whenever she found herself alone and in quiet situations.
Megan’s eyes fell to her ballet flats. She could see just the edge of her toes before they terminated inside the leather material. She gave them a squeeze, feeling the shoes tighten, hearing the invigorating sound of the leather groaning. And as she watched her toes and her mind began to substitute fantasy for reality, she wondered what it would feel like to have them burst through the shoes as everyone in the waiting area was seeing and hearing it happening.
It was an odd fantasy, for sure, but one that dominated a lot of her younger years. She’d always wanted to grow. She’d always wanted to be bigger than everyone else, and not just a few inches. She wanted to tower over buildings and cars and everything else. And wouldn’t it be fun, to tower over the staring man?
As the morning progressed, Megan found herself fidgeting in her seat. Perhaps it was the dry air or the power of suggestion but she felt . . . off. Her clothes weren’t hanging on her body as they normally did. She was still hot, a light sheen of sweat already coating her skin. There was a tingle that started between her legs, and spread through to her extremities. At first she thought it was a build-up of nerves from the appointment—it was just routine, after all. But there was something more at play here. Something carnal. Something . . . she wanted . . .
Megan continued to fidget with her ballet flats. Normally, she’d cross her legs and let the shoe hang from her toes. This was an avenue for her nervous energy—she’d let the shoe slide off and then snap it back to her sole. But today, it wasn’t so easy. Could it be the sweat keeping her foot from slipping out? She didn’t think so because despite the flushed feeling, she wasn’t that sweaty. Now that she stared at the smooth leather, she noticed the indentation of her toes, each outlined and defined.
Again, her thoughts turned to the idea of being big. It was such a pure, unbridled concept that teetered on emotion. Looking across the sparse waiting room, she imagined what it would feel like to spread out, to occupy every inch of it with her flesh. This notion alone was enough to elevate her temperature, and not for the last time she felt a tingle between her legs. 
Still, she couldn’t get comfortable in the chair. Her shifting was enough for the man across the room to make steady eye-contact and Megan wondered if he was about to say something, at least to question why she was so fidgety. She reached back and grabbed handfuls of her hair and twisted it, noticing that the four bracelets upon her wrist weren’t clinking.
These had been a gift from her then boyfriend Matt when they visited Cozumel. And they’d always been loose enough to make pretty music whenever she raised her arms. But not now. When she pulled back the sleeves of her jacket, they remained in place. Megan kept one arm up and gently used her fingers to slide them down, their music stifled because they were so tight around her wrist. Her thoughts didn’t immediately return to the pleasurable idea of growth—they turned to the awful prospects that she was gaining weight.
Now that she was hyper-aware, she made another interesting discovery. Her jacket, which was normally quite loose, now gripped her biceps. Again, she looked around the room—the man, a trio of adolescent girls in the corner, and an old gentleman with a newspaper—and none of them seemed to be paying her any attention.
Keep it together, she thought. You’re not growing. That’s silly. You’re just anxious to see Doctor Byron and you’ve retained water. That’s it.
But she couldn’t make herself believe that because in the near silence of the room, a noise droned out that she couldn’t place, although it came from her person. It was a high-pitched groan, the give of some fabric or clothing accessory. Possibly even the chair. She sat up straight, feeling her hair cascade behind her. With her feet flat on the floor, hands in her lap, and eyes forward, she could tell a difference. 
Maybe I’ll go to the bathroom, she thought. I’ll just get up, go adjust my clothes and splash cold water in my face. That’s all I need.
But then she decided against it. There was something building deep inside her. Although she wasn’t entirely convinced she was growing, she still loved the idea that her mind could be fooled into thinking so. And if she didn’t get bigger as she’d always wanted, she was determined to keep her ass in the seat and ride the emotion until whatever end came.
She peeled back the sleeves of her jacket, rolling them until they were snuggly against her forearms. A red line appeared from the tightness. Megan gripped the armrests and watched as goosebumps sprouted along her skin, racing up her arms and disappearing beneath her clothes. But she could still feel them, mixed with the tingle that ran from head to toe. The sensitivity upon her flesh was intense, as if the mere touch of another human would bring her to orgasm. Her body seemed to vibrate as she began to accept what was happening.
There were few outward changes, at least right now, but she could certainly feel things happening under her clothes. Her feet were swelling in the shoes, filling out the ballet flats nicely. Her shins were visible now as the jeans rose higher on her legs. And her bra felt snug as her breasts subtly pushed into it—the cups tight, the shoulders pinching. Her panties were noticeably shrinking, slipping both between her pussy lips and her ass cheeks. It wouldn’t be long before they were uncomfortable, but right now the garment was rubbing her in all the right places.
When she tried to reach back and address the wedgie formed by her panties, her felt arms felt stiff. The tightness of her sleeves was making her fingers tingle. Just bending her arms felt mechanical, as if they weren’t flesh and blood but big blocks of wood. 
She took a moment to assess her breathing. Heart disease didn’t run in her family but that didn’t mean she couldn’t keel over like any other random person. But there was no pain in her chest, despite her heart thumping heavily. The man across the room seemed to notice and he leaned in, but Megan simply closed her eyes and tried to smooth her jacket and pants. There was no way she would hide this for long.
By now her thighs were getting tight in the jeans. The waistband was pushing out, groaning as her stomach moved forward and up. She wished to loosen the belt, to thread it into a higher hole, but she’d missed that chance by several minutes. This sensation, coupled with the panties pulling down and closer to her naughty bits, turned the intense tingles to wetness. She could already feel it seeping out, and that was a testament to her arousal. She’d never been able to get herself wet without first touching. A weak, half-grimace, half-smile sprouted on her lips and she was certain the man thought she’d gone insane. 
Megan loved pain in the bedroom, so it translated well there in the waiting room. She was being pinched and cramped from three distinctive spots—her feet, her pussy, and her waist. It was all closing in, making her feel trapped, yet free at the same time. The shoes would probably be the first to go. The toe cleavage she’d admired earlier was gone because they’d pushed up to the end so far. Now, all she could see was a band of flesh with a bright red line across because the circulation was cut off. They made soft groaning noises as the leather stretched.
Her arms, now sprouting past the rolled-up sleeves like snakes coming out of a hole, were too long for the arm rests. She positioned herself straight once more, aligning her elbows with her body—and her fingers had nothing to hold. And as she stared at those fingers, she had a mind to remove the opal band on her left middle finger. She’d been wearing it so long that she forgot it was even there. But now there’d be no getting it off. Megan only hoped that if the growth continued, it would snap off with little pain.
And while she was looking at the rings, her fake press-on nails began to pop off like popcorn. They were still painted pink underneath from the manicure she’d started but was too lazy to finish. The man across the room didn’t seem to notice, but she thought perhaps a woman walking across to sign in probably did. There were still two of them left, affixed by glue but Megan pulled them off and placed the whole collection in the seat next to her. 
Just then, her earrings rolled down her swollen breasts and landed in her lap. She gathered those up, as well, and put them next to the nails. Megan assumed she’d never find the backs of her earrings but she wanted to keep the expensive part, nonetheless.
As she readjusted herself in the seat, something even more peculiar than the growth happened. The man across from her made steady eye-contact. There was no one else in the room now but the two of them, yet he had a knowing half-grin on his face. He knew what was happening to her and he seemed to be enjoying the show. Megan returned his stare, followed by a sultry grin of her own. Her heart sped up, as if all she was waiting for was the acknowledgement of the man.
Her entire being was making noise now. The pants were groaning, as were the shoes, the jacket, and the chair. When the ring, wristwatch, and bracelets became tight enough to push lines into her skin, Megan joined the noises. They weren’t of pain, at least not yet. They were sultry, commanding, and stifled because somewhere in the recesses of her mind, she was still trying to hide her change. Her heart was like a machine gun in her chest.
As her body temperature rose, she decided she didn’t care that someone else was present, and she tried to slither her fingers down the front of her pants. It was a tight fit, almost impossible until she straightened her legs and pushed back on the chair—a move that made a loud popping sound that she was certain she’d learn more about soon enough. The man averted his eyes but he still stole glimpses. It was too tight for her hand, but not for her fingers. She just managed to reach in and assess how soaked through her underwear had become.
In fact, her juices were starting to soak through her jeans and onto the chair. Megan knew that in this situation she should’ve been embarrassed but she wasn’t. The heat rising to her cheeks and the scent filling her nostrils was just too much. She pulled her hand—with quite a bit of effort—from her pants and rubbed her fingers beneath her nose, basking in her wet scent. It made her nipples hard, although they had little room to stiffen against the tight bra.
Megan tried to straighten in the chair again, and when she leaned back, one of the taut buttons from her jacket went sailing across the room. The man, with reflexes like a cat, moved to the side and caught it before it could strike the wall. It was a good catch, but also sheer luck. When she exhaled, a second button fired off and this time he’d been ready. He stood—revealing he was in fact a tall man—and snatched the other as it was headed skyward. It occurred to her that he was trying to capture the buttons before they hit so that her predicament wasn’t broadcast to the staff.
And then, she couldn’t control herself anymore. Megan threw her head back and stared at the ceiling and let out a small cry. She had an orgasm so intense that it left her legs shaking. Her clothes were so tight, the final bastion before they exploded and set her body free. Her pants were riding down, her butt crack moving above the waistline. Now, she was soaking through the panties, pants, and chair. She was certain her juices were dripping down to the floor. The man watched, his face turning as red as her own. 
Her bracelets, wristwatch, and ring popped off, the metal spinning up and coming down. She had no time to process this because her seams were beginning to rip. One started along her back, moving right down the middle. She could feel the cool air rushing beneath her jacket and filling up the space next to her blouse. The next rip came at her shoes. The leather of her ballet flats was stitched at the sides, so that was the weak point that began to open. Her crammed feet were finally earning freedom.
Her toes peaked through the top, lengthening and looking more like fingers. She always had long toes but now they were freakishly slender. The leather of the shoes kept groaning, the stiches ripping until the sides of her feet spilled out. A cool breeze licked the skin of her sweaty soles and she squeezed her toes, feeling the leather bend around them.
As she stared at the man (and he stared back) she was amused by the changing eye line. Everything was steadily falling as she rose. The world was looking smaller, or at least the slice of world she saw in the office. The other chairs, the table and its magazines, the tower lamps. They were all subtly compacting. 
Megan took a moment to appreciate what was happening. She didn’t want to question it, for she thought that giving it a voice would make the process stop. A small part of her continued to think it was all an illusion, that her addled, nervous mind was inventing all these wonderful sensations. But no, she was truly getting big . . .
Beneath the jacket, her bra snapped, the cups still pressing tightly against her flesh. Down below, the same thing happened to her panties, finally engulfed by her ever-ravenous pussy. There were still seams ripping, the weak points of fabric along her jeans and her jacket. Megan rested her chin on her expanding breasts and watched it all, amazed yet curious of the changes happening through her body. Her pants, now too tight around her calves, could no longer creep higher.
And then, perhaps the most audible sound yet, the pants erupted, spilling out her tanned flesh like two giant loaves of bread. The fabric tore all the way down to the knee, then had trouble progressing because of her bent legs. The cool air that rushed against her skin felt nice, and served as a testament to how flushed she’d become since the start of the process. 
Megan tried to shift in her seat but now she was much too large for that. Her bottom had expanded to fill it completely. Judging by the shrinking room—and the man, she guessed she was at least double her normal size. It made her heart flutter to think she was the biggest human to ever live. And she wanted the process to continue on. The tingling between her drenched legs demanded it.
After her pants burst, she became so enraptured by it that she held her breath, not realizing she was running out of room to grow within her garments. And when she started to get lightheaded and finally released the ragged breath, her stomach moved forward and popped the belt. It made a loud ‘thwack’ as the leather popped through the metal buckle. 
The rest of the office—those in the examination rooms—seemed to ignore her growth. She wondered if whatever was causing it also put some sort of protective aura around her, rendering her invisible to all but the man. He was very much enjoying the show, his legs crossed over, elbow resting on his knee, eyes forward. If not for her own heat, she would’ve felt his own from across the room. Megan made a sly grin when she realized that he was certainly sporting one hell of an erection. She vowed to keep him hard.
Another groan sounded and this time she knew exactly what caused it. A moment after the strange, metallic noise, her heart leapt in her chest because she was plummeting to the floor. It made her laugh and it made the man stand up and reach out as he worried she’d been hurt. But she waved her hand, the first acknowledgement of his watching. The chair had collapsed, the little metal legs now splayed out like a felled deer. Her expanding ass was still on the cushion. She reclined back, now stretching out her legs, and continued to grow.
The shoes were nearly gone. Her feet had grown so big that the end of the leather now hung a few inches below her toes. When she came into the office, her toenails were painted pink. Now, those squares of pink had retreated to the center of her nails because the color didn’t grow with her. 
She turned her feet inward, bristling the soles with wrinkles, and shred through the final tufts of material keeping the flats together. The leather soles fell away and she was left with the top parts, however, she left them on so she could measure her growing feet against them. Plus, it provided an extra form of striptease . . .
With her legs straight, she watched her body consume the remainder of the jeans. They were still attached at her shins—which should’ve been at her ankles—but those threads were splitting one by one. She did want to help one part of the disrobing—the material at her waist. Now that she was sitting in an L shape, it was growing painful at her crotch. She used two fingers to extricate the mangled panties. They were soaked through. She twirled them around, the wetness giving them some weight, and flung them across the room where the man caught them. He seemed surprised by the wetness, and without breaking eye-contact, he brought them to his face and inhaled. 
That was enough to send her sex drive through the roof. 
The rest of her clothing was serving no real purpose, it was only hugging her body in little clumps, held together by particularly strong threads. Megan arched her back. Because the blouse stretched more than the jacket, the three buttons below her neck were barely holding together. Three slashes of flesh could be seen between the strained buttons. 
She’d always considered her breasts to be average size but they certainly weren’t now. With the shrinking shirt, they were pushing out like steadily inflating balloons. The bra had started to migrate south, so she reached beneath the shirt and pulled it the rest of the way. It made her sad in a way—this was her favorite, lacy bra. 
Now that it was gone, her growing nipples were pressed tightly against the blouse. With each breath she took, the neckline grew and the buttons creaked. Megan just watched, her entire body consumed by the arousal. One of her hands found her hair and rain through it. The other was across her thigh, ready to do a little exploring. But she couldn’t stop watching as her nipples got longer and thicker with each breath.
And then the blouse was no more. The buttons, one by one, fired off like little plastic bullets. Then, her massive breasts spilled out. She peeled back the folds of the jacket and inspected them, her fingers rubbing across them. The growing was making her so sensitive—she noticed it when she was smaller but now it was an entirely new sensation. There’d never been a man’s touch—nor a woman’s—who could make her feel the way she felt right now. 
She clenched her fingers, noticing the same visual effect of her toes was happening to the nails on her hands. The squares of pink were shrinking into the center. Megan was sure there was some kind of formula based on this to determine just how large she’d become, but her addled mind couldn’t piece it together. Also, she didn’t really care. The growth remained the aspect of importance—not the how or the why. 
She unclenched her fingers and ran her hand down her thigh, feeling the tatters of the pants. Her entire pussy was on display now, and when she made eye-contact with her favorite observer, she began doing circles on her clit. Right now, it was throbbing, aching. It wanted to be touched so badly. And each time her wet fingers glided across it, new waves of pleasure seeped into her bones. If the outside world wasn’t aware of her yet, it would be once she became loud with pleasure.
Megan’s entire body relaxed, the growth still occurring. Her fingers wandered across her slick labia, gently brushing it with enough effort to cause tingles. She bent her legs slightly, popping the tough seams that were still connected around her ankles. Now, the material hung in slivers around her legs. The top flaps of the ballet shoes fell off and Megan was now fully naked from the waist down.
The jacket and blouse still remained, but that was only because of the shape of the human form. It was difficult for it to fall completely because the material was bunched in places, such as her elbows and shoulders. But her biceps were becoming visible through the thick fabric of the jacket, long slivers of tanned skin peeking out.
Her fingers began working faster. She laid her head against the wall, now subtly tugging her hair as she moved up it. The room was shockingly smaller now, feeling more like the downstairs bathroom in her house with its narrow walls and toilet you couldn’t use without your knees touching the tub. This space was rapidly dwindling but she still had room to grow.
The man was sitting straight now, unable to look away. Megan could see a fine sheen of sweat on his forehead just before he unbuttoned his flannel shirt and tossed it into the seat next to him. He was more than just a handsome man—he was like a Greek god with his chiseled chest and arms. The grey t-shirt he wore looked so tight that he could’ve been mistaken as growing, as well.
Megan brought two fingers up to her mouth and sucked on them, then passed her growing tongue across them. After that, she went back down, fingers trailing across her engorged nipples, down her stomach, and to her sweet spot. She did a few more circles across her clit and then plunged them inside her. With all her wetness and the way she’d relaxed her body, there was little effort. Her insides were so wet and so warm and she closed her eyes as she shoved ragged fingers in and out. 
Her other hand came up and pinched her nipple so hard that it would probably be sore in the morning. She didn’t care. Megan clenched her toes, now halfway across the waiting room. If anyone entered the building now, they’d have to step over her growing legs to sign in at the front desk. That thought gave her a bit of joy, and furthered her arousal even more. 
The man was starting to look childlike. If not for his perfect physique, she would’ve mistaken his small stature for an adolescent. She had no clue how large she’d become by now, but she was certain she could reach out and lift him with both hands. He was still but she could see his heavy breathing, the steady rise and fall of his pecs. This was the best show the man had ever seen.
She leaned into the fingering, and that’s when the remainder of her clothes lost the battle. The jacket, already split down the middle, crumbled away at her shoulders and biceps. With her free arm, she pulled it off her body, along with the blouse. The tattered remains of her clothes looked so small and miniscule now. 
Her ass was dragging across the floor as she grew, and now she could feel her own hot wetness beneath her. The scent also lingered in the air, and she was sure the man (who was now creeping closer) was also aware of it. She offered him a little smile as she continued to plunge her fingers in and out.
By now her growth had brought her head to the ceiling. It startled her at first, causing her to lose her rhythm. But she course-corrected quickly and kept her fingers darting in and out. She slid down the wall, moving her head away from the tiles above her. But this put force against the wood and she heard a distinct crack. The man’s eyes grew wide but then he smiled, not caring at all.
Megan’s legs were now far across the room, visible to the girl in the window but she didn’t seem to notice. It was now more prominent just how large she’d become because she could measure her feet against the man. With the way she grew, she was moving her legs to either side of him. Did he realize she was about to box him in? Did he even care?
Again, her head was creeping close to the ceiling so she slid down a little more. Eventually she would lie flat, and by then she would consume the whole room. Her little clothes and shoes were nowhere to be found because it was all under her. Long arms and fingers, broad shoulders and hips, all expanded out, filling every inch of the room. 
Her knees bent and now they too were on a course toward the ceiling. Megan continued to slide down the wall, her fingers still working her pussy. It was a difficult balance to maintain a proper shape inside the room while continuing to pleasure herself. The tiny man—now looking just over a foot tall—continued to stare. He looked down at her long toes as they snaked their way beneath the chairs to the left and right of him. And then, he did something totally unexpected—he reached out and stroked her ankle—perhaps on accident, perhaps not. His touch was the only thing she needed to send her arousal skyward.
It began to build at her toes. She clenched them, but by now she was big enough that such a clench toppled the chairs. Her feet were now on the walls to the left and right of the man, a network of spiderwebbing racing across the drywall. A pair of floral paintings clattered to the ground and broke. But none of this mattered because she let out a howl so loud that the glass partition between the waiting room and the examination rooms began to vibrate.
Megan’s orgasm was enough to knock the man against the wall. She gushed between her fingers, filling the tiny space she had left. There was a chorus of bent metal, plaster, glass, and fabric as her growing, satisfied body turned the contents of the room into debris. That’s when she felt tiny hands against her inner thigh and she knew that he’d been protected. When the dust from the mangled sheetrock cleared, she found him staring up at her, his body just in front of her pussy—and he was soaking wet.
There was no moving inside the room now. She tried to sit up, to shield him from the collapsing ceiling with her breasts but it was impossible. So, she used her hand to create an umbrella over his head, hoping that nothing heavy beyond the ceiling tiles would fall. However, this wasn’t the case, as the brick ceiling rained down, thumping against her hand.
Feet as tall as the man pushed through the far side wall, spilling daylight into the mangled room. She was thankful the building was only one story or else she’d have been hurt—as well as any little people involved. Megan had to get out, so she kept one hand above the tiny man and put the other one against the ceiling. She pushed up, easily passing through the tiles, insulation and layer of brick. Once she was sure the tiny man was in no danger of falling debris, she moved her hand to her side and used it to help herself into a sitting position.
The building was no more. Megan could hear screams somewhere to the right but she was certain they were of fear, not of pain. Her attention was fixed on the tiny, drenched man standing between her legs. For a moment they just stared at one another. She was breathing heavily, her breasts obscuring him completely each time she exhaled. It made her wonder what was going through his brain—was he scared, aroused, curious. Interested? 
Finally, he held up a hand and said, “I’m Billy.”
She tapped it with a finger. “Megan.”
And her body gave a little shudder and she wondered, now that she was big . . . would she get even bigger?






  
  Living Large

A Goliath Virus Story


Both Deloris and Clara noticed an increase in police presence this year at Autumn-Con compared to last year, but they assumed it was due to the likewise increase in people. There were far more costumes this year. Every walk of life converged at Autumn-Con, for it was too long to wait for the main attraction in San Diego—Comic-Con—and Deloris doubted that they’d ever be able to afford  those tickets. But A-Con was fun enough, especially when studios were gearing up to release the big-budget movies that released in the summer before Comic-Con.
Being such a huge Agatha Marshall fan, Clara, as much as Deloris these days, thought it was a no-brainer to buy tickets when they went on sale. Deloris had never met a celebrity before, and just being in the same place as so many of Hollywood’s royalty made her tingle. 
They had lunch, checked out a few merchandise booths and then finally settled in for the afternoon event—a panel discussion with the actors of Crimson Moon, the guaranteed biggest blockbuster next summer. 
“You think she’ll be here?” said Clara, assessing the currently empty stage. “I read she’s been filming in Switzerland for some Julie Andrews biopic.”
“She’ll be here,” Deloris assured. “She’d better be here.”
But then the moment of truth came and the conference room exploded into a frenzy of excited wails and whistles. A quintet of actors, barely recognizable from their various roles, marched across the stage and took a seat at the table, just in front of little plaques with their names. Neither Deloris nor Clara cared about any of these actors aside from the movie’s lead—a girl named Amy Winfield.
She was the Hollywood ‘it’ girl right now. She rubbed elbows with the top dogs of the industry, had the right on-again, off-again relationships with notable bad boys, and just last year she earned a whopping forty-two million dollars from her movies and athletic gear enterprises. Oh, to be Amy Winfield. That was the sentiment across the room as the actress strode across the stage, threw up a hand in a wave, and sat next to her costars.
Most of the conference was boring to Deloris, mainly because she was here to see Amy who was having to share her facetime with four other people. Looking around the room, she guessed that others were also bored. A few of the women across from her were out of shoes—their long toes spread across the bar of the metal chair in front of them. They listlessly tugged at their clothes, as if needing to give their fingers something to do. It was hot in the event hall—everyone was fanning sweaty faces, especially the ladies.
Whenever Amy talked, Deloris felt a tingle run through her body. Of course, she was getting to the point of experimentation—college was great for that—but she’d never experienced a crush quite like that of Amy Winfield
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