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[Persona 4; muscular weight gain, stuffing, fatty weight gain]

Part I — Massive Aspirations

It’s a beautiful, sunny summer day, rolling Japanese hills framed by blue sky and lazy
white clouds — all in service of little Inaba, which nestles in the valley below. Three young
ladies enjoy the fresh, warm breeze which blows down the narrow town streets while they sit

at an old, cracked, and well-loved picnic table just off the sidewalk.

They wait there, just in front of a small food stall in the small-town shopping district,
when suddenly, the fourth — a tomboyish, short-haired girl prances gaily, laden with a weighty
platter to join them at their table. “Here you go guys!” Chie Satonaka slams a packed plate of
variety meat skewers between her friends. “Dig in! I got us the party set!” She places her hands

on her hips with pride, green tank flapping around her waist in the gentle wind.

“Chie, you really do like your meat, don’t you?” Naoto Shirogane, dressed in a
collared button-up shirt and wearing a blue cap over her similarly boyishly-cut hair, delicately
lifts a juicy kebab from the top of the intimidating pile. Despite a slowly-shifting fashion sense,
the young girl could still be reasonably mistaken for a boy nearly as badly as when she first
began to hang out with her more feminine compatriots, if not for her sizable breasts. She slowly
spins the stick between her fingers, observing its rich sauce dripping down the well-roasted

chunks.

The third girl, Yukiko Amagi, critically eyes the monster pile of glistening meat before
finally speaking up. “...Can we even eat all this?”” She runs her hand down to her slim tummy,
estimating her own capacity through the thin fabric of her top. Compared to the other two girls,
Yukiko’s pink and navy blouse and her long hair secured by her signature red hairband lend
her a certain air of refined, but simple elegance befitting a young woman in a Japanese country

town.

“Sure, we can!” Chie instantly replies, mouth widening into a toothy grin. “If you guys
don’t, I will! More meat is always good for my training!” She rolls up her right sleeve, slapping

her left palm against her bicep with a resounding sound.

“Maybe for you, but if we kept eating all this with you, we’d just get fat...” Yukiko

says, choosing a skewer from the platter of expansive meaty items with a dreadful look in her



eyes.

“Well, that’s not necessarily true.” The last girl, Rise Kujikawa, weighs in. Her figure
is thinner and more svelte than anyone in town — and clad in a fun, girly tank top, too simple
for what most fans might imagine the off-duty idol would wear. She flips her well-styled hair
over her shoulder with her hand, and, being an idol, her locks are beautifully-treated, shining
stunningly in the bright sunlight. “It’s all about what you do with those calories.” She gestures
between herself and Chie with her hand. “The only difference between our figures is her diet

and exercise.”

“Exactly!” Chie throws out a hand, index finger set squarely against Yukiko’s chest.
“Meat builds muscle if you work out right!” She rolls up her sleeve, revealing a little bicep set

underneath her soft skin.

“Chie, that’s great and all, but I’ve not decided to gain like that yet.” Naoto
dismissively waves her stick in Chie’s direction. “Y-yeah...” Yukiko says, a shadow crossing

her face as her eyes are downcast. “I think it would be better to watch what I eat.”

“If you say so!” Chie beams, excited at the prospect of more meat for her own greedy
stomach. “More meat for me!!!” She energetically nabs double skewers, slapping them onto

her plate. With that, everyone bites into their succulently roasted kebabs.

“Actually, now that I think about it, haven’t some of the girls been talking about that
at school recently?” Chie mumbles through a hunk of juicy meat. Naoto lowers her skewer.

“What?” She asks quizzically. Chie swallows the chunk with a loud gulp. “Bulking.”

“Oh yeah, everyone’s been talking about Kanami’s new shoots which she did for that

fashion mag!” Rise confirms with a playful waggle of her kebab.

“That’s right, in Kanami’s newest interview for Nihon Style...” Naoto rustles around
in her bag noisily, until producing the magazine in question. “...she says ‘I can’t wait to show
my sweetheart my new, huge curves, because I know he’ll love them!”” The page crinkles as

she turns it. “There’s a whole spread of pictures documenting her new diet and regimen, too.”

“...Really? Boys like that kind of thing?” Yukiko perks up, one hand sneaking two
more perfectly blackened, dripping skewers from the communal plate as her other reaches
across the table and turns the magazine around. “Wow...” Her eyes widen and her cheeks turn
rosy as her eyes glide over the glossy magazine. “She looks totally different from when we met

her... She looks amazing...” She says, jaws still working through a tender mouthful of meat.

“Yeah, totally! She used to be thin like me, and then she started bulking like crazy.”
Rise laughs happily. “So, are you paying attention to the fashion mags now, too, Naoto??” Rise

smiles as she adjusts her focus, leaning towards the girl as she flusters.

“J-just a bit-” Naoto stutters, nervously hiding her hands in her lap while Yukiko



continues to chew through the Kanami interview. “I guess I was curious and wanted to ask her

a few questions next time we meet...”

“Ohh~! You should have asked me!” Rise says, grinning even wider. “I could totally
take you along for a shoot or something, you know~!" She poses for an invisible camera,
gesturing for the girl to join her. “I-I dunno-" Naoto is saved from having to respond to the

invitation by a gruff voice bellowing at the girls from just down the street.
“Hey you!!”

The whole group looks over their shoulders, their eyes met by the sight of Hanako and
Ms. Kashiwagi jogging briskly their way. The girls immediately jump in their seats at the sight
— not because of surprise at seeing the two — but because of a shocking change to their
physiology.

The girls were quite familiar with the pair, Hanako being unwaveringly porky, and
Kashiwagi invariably voluptuous and matured. The two had long ago formed an odd dynamic
duo, Kashiwagi’s age and Hanako’s size complexes uniting the two in their unhappiness. Their
nasty narcissism, too, flourishes in one another’s presence. Hanako and Kashiwagi came as a
pitiable pair. That physical image — of an aged but reasonably thin woman with her pig of a
compatriot — had at some point between the end of school and now been blown away.
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“W-what?! Ms. Kashiwagi, you look totally different from when school went out!
Chie shouts. Kashiwagi stands before the girls and flexes, her arms now rippling with muscle.
Beside her, Hanako stretches provocatively, musculature drenched beneath her pudding-like

fatty padding.

“Oh? Do I now?” Kashiwagi says, voice dripping with scorn. “What about me looks
different to you?” Hanako, too, taunts the girls. “Me too!” She shouts gruffly. “Aren’t you
jealous of my sexy body?”

The four friends are all at a complete loss of words.

“By the way, we heard you talking. It must be really hard, suffering the consequences
of such an unhealthy lifestyle!” Hanako laughed cruelly, the consequences of her own

unhealthy lifestyle wobbling vigorously on her body like jello.

“What are you trying to say?!” Chie shouts in righteous indignation, slamming a fist
on the table.

“It’s not my fault. If they trained like me, then they could eat as much as they want,

like me!” Hanako narcissistically flexes, her muscles violently rippling beneath her cushioning.
“That’s rich...” Rise mumbles, absolutely fuming.

Naoto, cool-headed as always, simply places a hand on Rise’s shoulder as she speaks



up. “Is there a reason you came to talk to us, sensei?”

“Oh!” Kashiwagi exclaims, teasingly tapping herself on the noggin. “That’s right. We
actually came here to give you a formal announcement about the culture fest beauty pageant
this October.”

“Yeah, yeah! You better get started on that or else you won’t even stand a chance!”

Hanako smirks, leaning forward with her hands on her hips.

Naoto drops her jaw incredulously. “...You mean there’s going to be another one of

those...?” She groans, evidently discomforted.

Kashiwagi snickers raucously. “Oh, as I thought! You didn’t hear! Yes, there’s another
pageant! This year the event is even bigger and grander!” Hanako huffs proudly. “Mhm! This

year, the winners can have any boy they want!”

“...What...?” Chie, Yukiko, Rise and Naoto all say in unison, dumbfounded by the

pair’s delusional claims.

Ms. Kashiwagi nods aggressively, making a heart shape on her chest with her hands.
“That’s right! Because this year we have a theme: ‘Madame Muscle Yasogami’!” The
announcement is met only by the excited clapping of Hanako, backing her partner like a trained
dog. “Kanamin says that muscle is in with the boys, so that’s the set theme for the year!”
Kashiwagi glares at each of the girls daring them to repudiate her. Of course, they knew good

and well that there was nothing they could say to convince their teacher to change course.

Hanako sneers, “If you don’t want us to whup your butts this year, you better catch
up! You’re way behind!” Kashiwagi waves for Hanako to join her as she begins to jog off. “You

have 3 months to get your bodies ready for the competition! Ciao!”

...And the two make off down the street, leaving the gang simultaneously irritated and
awestruck. The girls glance amongst themselves, blinking — mixed expressions alighting their
faces. Naoto is the first to break the silence. “So... What do you think?”

“Jerks.” Chie growls, beating the table with her fist out of frustration. She angerly
chomps down on another chunk of meat — wanting something to take her anger out on in some

small way.

“They’re still ugly, inside and out.” Rise sighs, playing with her hair. “Mhm.” Yukiko
grumbles, dropping another two empty sticks onto her plate and ferociously biting into two

fresh ones. Under the table, her full tummy grumbles, too.
Naoto shakes her head. “Well, yes — but what about that pageant?”

“Oh, that!” Without so much as a thought, Chie jumps to her feet, yelling with

righteous anger. “We’ll put em in their place!!”



“You mean that you want to enter?” Naoto says, cocking her head.

“Why not?” Chie shrugs. “Muscle is in, isn’t it? And besides that, it could be useful if
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we have to go into the T.V. again!” She grins, leaning onto the table. Yukiko mulls it over,
dropping an empty kebab for a fresh one from the central plate. “...I have always wanted to be
able to help a little bit more in fights when I’'m not busy healing...” Yukiko mumbles in
agreement, mouth full of pork. “Mhm! Plus, there are lots of shadows who are either weak to
physical attacks, or who you can’t use magic on...” Rise puts a finger on her chin as she thinks.

“...and besides that, they’re right — muscle is totally in right now!”

Chie, Rise, and Yukiko are all nodding in agreement, brimming with eagerness and

lust for revenge.

“I don’t know...” Naoto says, holding her arm shyly. Rise grins playfully, bumping
shoulders with her. “You know Naoto, having some more muscle might have less people
treating you like a kid...” Rise teases, tapping her friend on the arm. Naoto clears her throat,

cheeks a little pink. “Maybe you’re right. I guess if you guys like the idea, I’'m in.”

Across the table, Yukiko speaks up again while she munches on yet another skewer.

“But can we even catch up at this point?”” She speaks through a mouthful of meat.

é

“Of course! It’ll be no problem!” Chie responds. “To start... Let’s make sure we get

alllll the protein our bodies need-" Chie returns her attention to the meat platter, which she



discovers has nothing more than a small pool of juicy scraps remaining. Across from her, each
of Yukiko’s hands are full with two kebabs, one of chicken and one of beef — and both have
toothy chunks taken out of them. On her plate, there rests easily a dozen barren sticks.
Additionally, the rounded bloat of her stomach is clearly visible through the thin fabric of her

summer top.

“Hey!” Chie slams her fist on the weathered wooden table as she shouts across it. “You
ate all my meat!” She growls unhappily at her friend. “It was our meat.” Yukiko mumbles
through her full mouth, lips upturned in a half-smile. “Yes, and you ate it.” Chie jumps up,
practically climbing over the table to pinch and pull Yukiko’s cheeks with frustration. “I need

all the protein I can get.” Yukiko quotes with stretched lips.

Rise bounds up and away towards the stall, saying, “One sec, I’ll get us some more,”
as she dashes over to the stall counter. “Three more platters, please!”” The owner’s eyes widen

as he nods, throwing all the prepped meat he has directly onto the grill as he busies himself.

The girls, brimming with excitement and zeal for their new goal, wait with eager

anticipation (and hungry bellies) for their food to get off the grill.

Later that afternoon, hours away in the city, a silver-haired young man named Yu
Narukami sits at his desk, staring at his phone. He counts the seconds, eyes impatiently flicking
to the nearby clock and back — a few dozen seconds turn to a minute, and then a minute into

two, and so on...

Just as he begins to think that the call isn’t coming after all, the phone vibrates
raucously atop the wood. Yu lazily reaches out, flipping the device open as a catchy tune floats
out of the tinny in-built speaker. Checking the number on the segmented display, Yu nods. Sure

enough, it’s Chie. Yu thinks to himself, brow furrowing.

Finally, he’s received the call he had been expecting. Of course, it’s hard to be
surprised. Anyone would begin to catch on after receiving the third call, and with Yu as

perceptive as he is, he had seen this coming right after the second one came in.
Slowly and deliberately, he presses down the button to accept the call.

“...Hello?” Yu answers tentatively. “H-hey, Yu! How are ya?!” A tomboyish voice
crackles over the line. “I’m pretty alright. How are you?”” He replies cooly. He spins in his chair
as Chie continues. “I’m great!!!” She says. She breathes in, and her voice waivers perceptibly.

“A-actually, I called to ask a question.”
“Shoot.” He responds simply.

Chie coughs. “...What do you think of... erm... bigger girls?”’ She says. “Like, with
muscles?” She says, but then deflects. “Do you think boys generally like that kind of stuft??”

Yu can hear her sigh through the noisy phone connection.



“Funny you say that...” Yu starts. “I was actually asked something similar just a little
while ago.” There’s a short silence as Chie absorbs this new revelation. “Y-you did?!” Chie

says with amazement. The mic picks up some rustling as Chie jumps slightly in her seat.
“Mhm.” He humms affirmatively.

“Well, to answer your question, I’d definitely say I like them.” After all, who wouldn t
be attracted to a woman with such outstanding features? Beefier arms and legs will only
accentuate a woman's curves... Plus, nothing quite beats a nice, bumpy tummy... Yu thinks as
his eyes glide over the signed copy of Nihon Style on the corner of his desk. On the cover page

there’s a finely written note which says “I can’t wait to see you again!” plus a little heart.

“Why do you ask?” He questions, pushing for some clue as to what’s suddenly gotten
into everyone. “N-no reason!!!” Chie balks. “I-I just was curious. Kanami’s recent magazine
said that most boys liked that, so I was just doing a little survey!” Chie manages to spit out a

half-truth, praying that it’s enough for him.
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“...0Oh?” Yu says, eyes widening. “A survey?!” That s a new one, he thinks to himself.
“...Y-yeah! A survey!” She stammers. “Anyways, gotta go!!! I’ve gotta call some more dudes!

Bye!”
Suddenly the line goes dead, leaving Yu all alone with his thoughts.

What's gotten into all of them... Yu wonders. It’s strange that they all called me at
once... He ponders over it for a moment before shrugging it off with a shake of his head.
Whatever. I can 't worry about that right now, I have to get my homework done, or else [ won 't
be able to go visit them before summer closes... Yu resolves himself, setting his phone aside as

he digs into the nearby school bag.

Part IT — Sun’s Out--:

Going forward, the girls follow a rigorous exercise and dieting routine, informed
largely by Chie’s existing knowledge of the subject. Initially, Yukiko, Naoto, and Rise all
struggle to keep up with Chie’s vigor — but with daily practice, in no time at all, everyone

begins competing with one another to put in the most reps, distance, and calories.

Every day is a different variety of exercise, switching between running, biking, lifting,
and sometimes even soccer or basketball. One day, to celebrate weeks of hard work, the girls

decide to spend a day training at the beach — and so — here they are.

The noonday sun shines down on the small group, all standing in the sand with their

flip-flops and a light layer over their swimwear.

“Damn, Naoto! This is awesome!” Chie excitedly patters her feet in the sand, eyes

dancing from one end of the wide, empty beach to the other. “There really isn’t a single person



in sight!” Yukiko nods happily beside her. “Thanks for showing us this beach!” She says,
twisting her bare feet into the warm, sun-baked sand. “It’s no problem.” Naoto replies, running
her hand through her hair bashfully. “Truthfully, I’ve always wanted to bring some friends here
— so thank you all for coming.” Rise grapples onto Naoto’s shoulders, smiling infectiously. “Of

course! This is gonna be a blast!”

“Anyways...” Naoto says, hefting a massive picnic basket up, cradling it in the crook

of her tough arm. “...how about we set up our stuff and get into the water?”
“Yeah!!” The others cry in unison.

Naoto drops the basket in a splash of pure white turf, and the girls swiftly unpack. In
no time at all, they’ve made their own little spot in paradise, replete with towels, chairs, and

even a huge umbrella.

“Hurry up and strip, guys. I wanna get in the water!” Rise calls, pulling her blouse
over her head. As the fabric clears the crest of boobs, they bounce perkily into the open air.
Tugging it even further up, the fabric of her sleeves cling to her arms, the high swells of her
impressive, budding biceps catching inside the narrow openings. Her crowning abs flex subtly
as she bends to throw the shirt off and into her bag. She tugs her bottoms off and they’re caught
against the swelling curves of her hips and legs on the way down, grown as they were by the
weeks of workouts. Finally, she’s left in nothing but her flowery bikini, which clings onto her
hips and breasts, which themselves are gently propped up by her moderately increased pectoral

mass.

Next to her, Chie and Yukiko both make to do the same — pulling tops and bottoms off

to reveal swimwear below — with varying levels of difficulty along the way.

Chie tugs at her crop-top for a moment, but quickly resorts instead to slowly rolling
the over-tight shirt over her hard, bumpy stomach and appreciable chest. Next come her shorts,
which are even tougher to get off — given that they’re practically painted on due to the massive
dividends from Chie’s preference for leg training combined with her considerable lead on the
group. Eventually, though, she manages to kick the things off of her muscle-knotted calves

with some vigor, leaving her in just her boyish trunks and a striped bikini top.

Yukiko’s black blouse conceals much of her shape very well, so as she tugs it up and
off, it reveals a gently hilly topography which had been entirely hidden beneath. The rising
hem of her blouse slides over the light bumps of muscle on her abdomen, each one softened
together into a single curve by a thin and pliable layer of fat. Her belly curves gently outward
into the open air and her boobs (which have been subtly expanded by her eating habits),
supported by a white bikini top, rest on the upper surface of her tummy. Her hips, too, are
showing with the beginnings of a love handle. Below all this, her soft butt hangs beneath her
pure white, frilly bottom.



Naoto nervously glances around as the other three girls undress, evidently a little
hesitant to do the same. Instead, she stands there with reddened cheeks, hugging her arms

against her generous chest, though eventually Rise looks over, noticing her embarrassment.

“Come on Naoto, you can’t get into the water until you get out of your clothes!” Rise
says, approaching the girl with fingers stretching threateningly towards her top layer of clothes.
“A-Actually, I was thinking I might want to sit here and read for a little while. I was re-reading
Sherlock recently and...” Naoto stutters, but is silenced as her arms are seized from either side
by Chie and Yukiko. “Nope, strip!!” The girls cheer all together, rapidly yanking her arms and

her blouse towards the sun.

Naoto’s outfit is ripped clean from her body and discarded nonchalantly, leaving her
standing there in nothing but a navy blue one piece — essentially a school swimsuit sans name

patch.

Everyone had known that Naoto had become enthused by the regimen, but with her
arms and legs uncovered fully like that, everyone can see the evidence of that fact. Naoto stands
there, cheeks burning bright red as she hugs her chest again — her sizable boobs pressed up and
around her bulging biceps and defined forearm muscles by the growing pectoral muscles
beneath. With the dark color hiding her stomach somewhat, the sheen of the fabric is the only
thing betraying her growing starter of a six pack where it bulges into the material. Further down,

her legs are also swollen with new muscles.

“See, you look great, Naoto!” Rise says, rubbing a finger along Naoto’s gently bumped

stomach. Naoto recoils and blushes, but nods in acknowledgement of the complement.

“Ok everyone, are you ready?!” Rise shouts, throwing a fist up in the air. “Yeah!” Chie
joins her, jumping in place with a sandy splash. Naoto gently smiles and nods, straightening up
again. “Woohooo!!” Yukiko cheers, her body jiggling along with the excited motions of her
hands.

“Let’s go!!!!”

The whole group ditches their remaining things in the sand, running at full tilt towards
the waiting water. Where the land meets the foam, the girls all jump together, splashing down

into the salty water.

When they resurface the girls immediately begin splashing one another, the warm sea
water making their developing biceps glisten in the strong sunlight. Water runs in rivulets from
head to foot, points of light shining at the peak of every meaty lump of a muscle, and deep
shadows cast in each valley. Even Naoto (who’s suit previously obscured her tummy near
completely) glows where the peaks of her growing six-pack reflects the sunlight thanks to the

wet cloth sticking to her skin.



With everyone is satisfactorily wet, Chie jumps up to her feet in the calf-high water.
“Ok! Let’s play a game!!!” She shouts. “How about we race to that buoy?!” She points her
index finger to one which bobs a couple hundred yards out into the sea. “First one there gets
first dibs at the barbeque later!” Looking to it and then back to Chie, everyone nods, pumping
their fists.

“Ok! Three, two, one-" Chie starts, but is interrupted as Rise, Yukiko, and Naoto begin
the race on a false start. Panicking, she dives into the surface of the water too, kicking after the

plumes of spray ahead of her.

Their pace through the cool water is blistering. Their powerful legs contract and relax,
pushing water rearwards with incredible force as the girls glide like torpedoes through the pure
blue water. In the back, Chie is buffeted in the wake of her three friends, but eventually, muscles

burning with exertion, manages to catch up.

The group enters the final twenty-five yards just about neck and neck, everyone
straining to pull ahead. Biceps, triceps and glutes all burn with tiredness, bulging as they piston
their arms and legs in and out of the water. Yukiko’s tummy rolls as her torso undulates in a
butterfly kick — Rise’s chiseled forearms cut through the water — Chie’s muscled calves swell

with each push — Naoto’s neck knots with her exertion...

...And all as one the quintet arrives, diving out of the water and slapping their hands
on top of one another against the side of the large buoy with near-perfect synchronization. Surf
splashes up alongside their arms, obscuring everything for a fraction of a heartbeat — everyone

left blinking as they watch in united anticipation.

Each girl removes her hand one by one, until, right at the bottom of the pile, only

Rise’s hand remains.

“I did it!! Yay!” Rise nearly springs entirely out of the water for joy, everyone else
clapping excitedly along with her. “Nice one, Rise!” Naoto says as she adjusts the top straps of
her swimsuit where they had lifted thanks to strong hydrodynamic pressure. “Ooh, you’re
amazing at swimming, Rise!” Chie shakes her head, droplets of water flying out of her hair in
every direction. “Yeah, you’re crazy fast! Too bad, I was looking forward to having my choice

of barbeque...” Yukiko sighs and rubs her stomach.

“Thanks guys!” She beams, bobbing in the water along with everyone else. “I guess
doing so many beachside photoshoots has finally come in handy somehow!” Rise throws a

peace sign and grins, glowing with confidence.

“Actually, how has that been going?” Yukiko asks. “Your modelling?” Rise smiles,
running a hand through her hair and then down along her physique. “Pretty well! Actually, my

manager was excited about the new marketing angle I suggested, so-"



“Heeeeey girls!” A familiar voice calls out across the waves, interrupting them. The
whole group looks over their shoulders back to the sandy beach in apprehension, and sure
enough, standing there on the fine white sand is Kashiwagi and her favorite student, Hanako —

yelling at them from over a football field’s length away.

“How goes the training? I see you still have some catching up to do~!"” Ms. Kashiwagi
stretches her well-defined legs in a squat, Hanako doing the same. The two have continued

their impressive gains, not allowing their lead to slip in the slightest.

For Kashiwagi’s part, the muscles in her arms and legs have become even more
pronounced — only exaggerated by the sports bra which she elected to wear for her little
excursion to the beach. Lower body clad in nothing but mini shorts, the full extent of her new
leg musculature can be appreciated even from the small distance out into the water that the
gang views her from. All around her arms and legs must have expanded by a few full

centimeters — and her round, bulging abs, too, were obviously larger.

Similarly, Hanako is more imposing than ever. Evidently not adjusting her diet, her
body continued to put on both muscle and fat in equal measure, leaving her with an overall
hefty visage. In particular, her tree-trunk legs are attention-grabbing — packed with meat and
muscle, they’re as wide around as your average girl’s waist. Her stomach still looks soft and

flabby, but is brimming with hidden strength.

Rise groans, tossing her head back in frustration. “How did they find us? Did they
stalk us here?”” Naoto leans into the group and whispers as she bobs with the waves. “I thought
I saw them as we were waiting at the station platform, but I hadn’t imagined they were there
because we were. I guess they trailed us so they could scout out our routine.” Naoto says,
squinting to try and get a better look at the duo as she continues. “Even after watching us,
maybe they’re still confident with their month lead on us.” Yukiko self-consciously squeezes

her comparatively slender arms while, saying, “I suppose I would be too...”

“Hey! Stop whispering over there!” Hanako’s shout grabs their attention again. The

wide-set girl is stamping the ground in frustration — impatient as always.

“Thanks for the concern, but we’re doing alright.” Naoto calls back with a polite
response. “We’ll catch up with you in no time, just watch!” Chie shouts, throwing her fist up

in a splash of water.

“Well, good luck, girls! You’re going to need it, since we’re gonna be busy going on
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a looooong summer training camp!” The two motion crudely at the girls, Hanako sticking her

tongue out. “Pea~ce!”

The four squint silently as Hanako and Kashiwagi run off, muscles visibly gleaming

in the hot sun — even from so far away.



“...can we really catch up?” Yukiko says, turning to Chie with a downcast look on her
face. “M-Maybe?”” Chie responds, running her fingers through the short hair on her head with
apprehension. “I dunno,” Rise says, “we’re making good progress, but right now we’re looking
a lot more like gymnasts than body builders...” She lifts herself out of the water with the help
of the buoy, demonstrating by pressing and rubbing the budding muscles on her belly.

There’s another long moment of silence as the group drifts in the water, a passing

cloud momentarily sapping the warmth from the waves.

“I have an idea!” Chie says with a silly grin on her face. “Why don’t we ask Teddie?
He’s an expert at ‘body building’, isn’t he?! Haha...” Chie says, abashedly rubbing the back of

her neck.

“Not a bad idea...” Rise says, mulling it over. “...Good point.” Yukiko says, rubbing

her chin. “He could actually know something.”

“...What? Did I accidentally throw out a good idea?!” Chie says. “I was totally just
joking about that...” She stops and thinks about it for second. “Yeah, he totally could have

some good advice for us.”
Naoto, evidently not in the loop, furrows her brows as she hears the conversation.

“...What do you guys mean? Teddie doesn’t look like a body builder...?” Naoto
glances around in confusion. “Ah, that’s right. You didn’t hear about that, did you?” Chie says.
Rise lets go of the buoy, gently pushing off towards the coast, saying, “Ok, let’s get back out
of the water and we’ll explain it to you over some barbeque!” Chie, too, pushes off with energy.
“Yeah, B.B.Q!” She shouts, starting off towards the shoreline with the speed of a torpedo,

everyone else trailing closely behind.

Part III - Naked Gains

The next day, the girls all turn up together at the Junes supermarket. They wander the
isles for a few minutes, until they find the store’s bear mascot in the electronics section — when

they promptly ambush him for an interview.

“Hey Teddie, are you busy?” Chie asks, folding her arms and planting herself in front
of the bear. “Oh, hey babes!” Teddie says, suddenly finding himself surrounded on all sides.
“I’m bear-y busy right now, but I can make some time for my fa-bear-ite growing ladies.” He
bounces cheerily on his hindpaws. “Thank you, Teddie.” Rise says, taking the lead and leaning
down to talk with the bear like one would a child. “Remember that time you recovered from
getting flattened in the TV?” The bear takes a single step back, immediately uncomfortable.
“...Yes. I couldn’t bear to go through that again.” Teddie says, visibly cringing at the memory.

“Well, we had some questions regarding that-” Naoto begins to interrogate, but is



interrupted as Chie shouts over her. “~how did you do that so fast!?” Chie leans in intimately
close to the bear’s face. ““...Yes, and how did you not only recover, but also generate a human

body, too?”” Naoto pushes closer, retaking her initiative.

“Ahhhh, well....” Teddie starts, scratching his head. “It was lots of pushups, right?
And curl-ups. And other workouts, which I bear-ed with.” Teddie says, rubbing and squeezing
his temple as he racks his brain for the old memories of his recovery. “Oh!” He smiles widely.
“And with the right nutrients! In the shadow world, I had to find food that’s juuuuust right for

a growing bear!”
At that, Naoto smiles.

“Oh, nutrients?” She asks. “Mind telling us what you had?” She grabs the bear by the
paw, shaking it as if a deal were already brokered. “Yeah! What kind of food can you get in the

shadow world?!?”” Chie asks, excited by the prospect of a new flavor to experience.

“Hmmm... Well, it’s a kind of shadow-food. It has a ‘get stronger and healthier!!’
smell.” The bear’s unhelpful explanation joined by equally-unhelpful gesturing. “...What-?”
Chie seems like she’s about to start shouting at the poor bear, but Naoto hushes her quickly and

resumes her interrogation. “...Would you mind finding some for us? We want to try it.”

“Humu...” Teddie says, eyebrows knitting. “I don’t know... The stuff was great for
bears, but I dunno a-bear-t humans.” The bear paces in a small circle, pondering the request

deeply. “Please Teddie?” Yukiko says, leaning in and petting his head.

Seeing this, the other girls all join right in, eight strong hands rubbing Teddie’s furry
head back and forth and up and down and right-way and wrong-way all at once. “Grrrrawwww-
okay!” He says, blushing timidly. “I’ll go into the other world and get you some. Wait here for

me, babes!” The bear smiles and toddles off on his short little bear legs.

The girls don’t have to wait long, as within thirty minutes, Teddie is back, arms full of

jars of thick, golden liquid.

“Ta-dah!” Teddie presents an object to each of the girls, smiling bashfully. “It’s bear-
licious, and bear-y nutritious — straight from my seeeeecret bear snack stash!” Each of the girls
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hold a tightly-lidded jar filled with a viscous, clear, yellow substance. “...is this honey?”

Everyone says, staring.

Teddie, scratches his furred head, turning his own jar in his paws and watching its
contents lethargically roll along with the motion. “Dunno.” He ultimately says, with much
thought. “But anyways, it’s kinda like honey. I like eating it like this!”” Teddie screws off the
lid of his own jar, immediately sticking his whole paw into the thing. Withdrawing it again, his
paw comes out glistening and dripping with golden goo. Right away, he shoves it into his mouth,

sucking on it like a baby does their own thumb. “Mmm! Bear-licious!”



The girls are silent.

“I wonder if we could put it on toast or something...” Yukiko wonders, immediately
discarding the bear’s suggestion. “Maybe we could make some honey-barbeque sauce!?” Chie

adds, drooling at the thought of having more meaty foods.

Naoto opens her jar, giving it an experimental whiff. “Perhaps we should add it to our
protein shakes?” She suggests pragmatically, before sticking a finger in and giving it a suck.
Immediately her eyes go wide, and she moans happily around her finger. “Thash sho good...”
She mumbles, unsticking her finger from her mouth and struggling to keep herself from taking
another undignified taste of the mystery goo.

“Mhmhmmmm...” Teddie mumbles, and then unstucks his own paw from his mouth.
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“I think you can eat it however you want! It’s a bear-satile ingredient

“Hmmm...” The girls contemplate for a minute, weighing their options. Eventually

Naoto lifts her head, smiling.
“Well, if it worked for you, Teddie, I’'m sure it’ll work for us!” She says.

“Thanks, Teddie!” The girls say, giving his head a final rub-down before they depart.
Ready, energized, and excited by their new secret weapon, the girls rush back home to prep for
their workout, putting a generous amount of their newfound ingredient into their protein shakes

before reconvening in the park for their evening run.

Immediately after adding the new supplement to their diets, the girls find themselves
surging in size and strength. The honey imbues them with plentiful energy and calories, both
vital for an effective workout — and in fact, the honey is more effective than the girls could

have ever imagined.

Over the course of a single month the girls have each packed around fifteen kilos of
pure muscle onto their formerly thin and svelte frames. Their arms and legs bulge with new
musculature, their smooth limbs now roll with little tan hills. Even their backs and sides are

becoming progressively more defined. The only issue?
Constant soreness.

On one hand, the new muscles feel incredible. The girls are feeling stronger, healthier,
and more confident than ever — but they’re also feeling sorely in need of some relaxation. And

so, with that in mind. ..
...they need another break.

Thankfully for the group, choosing a place to go to relax is extremely simple, thanks
to an offer from Yukiko to come and take advantage of her family’s inn and onsen. All that’s

left in terms of organizing the event is a quick phone call before they split ways to pack and



then regroup in the afternoon.

Later, as the afternoon sun begins to drop and redden, the doorbell sounds throughout

a small house.

In the middle of the living room, father and daughter sit on their cushions upon the

floor, interrupted from their TV time together.

“Ah, Nanako! Come get the door with me.” Mr. Dojima says, pushing himself up and
off of the floor as he stands. “Hmm? Ok, daddy.” The little girl says, jumping up to her little
feet. “I’ll open it!!!”

Nanako dashes ahead of her father, shoving the door open as he arrives at the entrance.
Standing outside, framed by the red light of the evening sky, are the gang of huge, buff girls —
each of whom is clearly many more centimeters taller than they once were, not to mention

much, much curvier. Naoto, Yukiko, Chie, and Rise bow politely.

“Hey! O-oh, wow.” Dojima says, taken aback. “You girls have changed since I last
saw you.” The man is forced to crane his neck upwards slightly to make eye contact with the
girls — an unexpected development for Dojima. “Good evening, Mr. Dojima! Hello, Nanako-
chan!” The four young ladies wave energetically, grins all around. “Huh? Why is everyone here,
dad?!” Nanako says, eyes bouncing between her older friends and her father. Dojima grins,

patting the girl between her pigtails. “They’re here to pick you up!”

“Surprise! We wanted to do a sleepover at Yukiko’s house, so we called to invite you
too, Nanako-chan! She said we can use her onsen!” Rise says, bowing down to talk with the
much shorter girl. Nanako turns and tugs on her dad’s pant leg as she glances up worriedly.
“But what about dinner, Dad? I thought we were going to cook?” Dojima waves his hand
dismissively. “Don’t worry about it, kid. Dad’ll take this opportunity to practice his cooking

alone. Go have fun with these wonderful young ladies.”

Nanako’s smile glows. “Yay! I can’t wait!” She shoves her feet into her shoes, hopping
outside and into the circle of older girls and jumping up and down excitedly. “Onsen!! Onsen!!”

She cheers, holding hands with each of the older girls in turn as she continues to celebrate.

“Oh, wait! I also packed a bag for you!” Dojima adds, grabbing a nearby backpack
and putting it onto his daughter’s back. “There you go! All set.” Dojima straightens up, re-
addressing the older girls. “Thank you for always taking care of Nanako-chan.” He smiles

warmly before continuing. “You kids have fun!”

“No problem! See you later!” The girls say, bowing politely before they start oftf down

the road — Dojima waving them off.

“So, Yukiko? I suppose we’re walking to the Amagi Inn?” Naoto asks. “Actually, me

and Chie had another idea, if you guys are alright with it.” Yukiko responds, turning towards



the others and coming to a stop. “Why don’t we run it?” Chie says, lifting her meaty legs in a
jog as demonstration. “That way we don’t miss out on any exercise today!” Naoto and Rise
both glance towards Nanako with concern. “That is a good idea, but...” Naoto says, Rise

completing her sentence for her. “...what about Nanako?!”

At that, Chie grins even wider. “We thought of that, too!” She says, trotting over and
dropping a squat by Nanako. “How would you like to ride on a nee-san’s back, Nanako??”” She

smiles, the little girl blinking in confusion.

“I want to but... I-Is that ok?! Isn’t Yukiko’s house really far?” Nanako says,
concerned. “Don’t worry about it, we won’t mind at all!” Yukiko states firmly, pumping her
arms with excitement. “Well, if she’s ok with it...” Rise grins and pats the girl’s full tuft of hair.

“Yeah, I suppose that’s fine.” Naoto nods.

With things decided, Chie gives a nod of affirmation. “Ok!! So then, who would you
like to go with, Nanako-chan?”

Nanako’s head swivels around between the four older girls and she spins,

overwhelmed by analysis paralysis.

“Actually, how about we play rock-paper-scissors for it?”” Rise intervenes on Nanako’s
behalf. “Ohh! Good idea!” Yukiko agrees, immediately practicing her throw in eager
anticipation. “That’s perfect!” Chie jumps back up to her feet. “Alright, everyone — on ‘shoot!’”
She declares, holding her fist out in front of her.

With everyone’s fist in the circle, Chie counts it off. “Rock, Paper, Scissors-*“ They
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say together, Nanako on her tiptoes, watching from outside the circle. “...shoot!” They cry in

one voice, a hail of fists landing between them — broken only by a single flat palm.

Yukiko blinks, staring at her hand. “I won!!!” Yukiko’s face betrays her shock at the

immediate and overwhelming victory.

“Ooh! Nice, Yukiko!” Chie says, clapping her on the back and grinning widely. Rise
turns to Nanako and squats down before reaching out with her hands. “Ok, Nanako! Let me

take your backpack for you!” Rise says, helping the lass pull her arms back out the straps.

With Nanako’s little red bag safely stowed on Rise’s back, Yukiko squats down, giving
Nanako easy access to mount up onto her soft, but well-muscled back. “Alright, hop up,
Nanako!” Yukiko invites cheerfully.

“Okay!” Nanako grasps onto Yukiko’s rounded shoulders, pulling herself up and onto
the older girl so that she sits atop Yukiko’s developing trapezius bump. Once Yukiko gets a
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hold of her legs, she pushes them both skyward. “Hup! Up we go

“Woah!!! I’'m so high up!!!” Nanako tightly grasps the top of Yukiko’s head. “You
alright up there, Nanako? I know I’m a bit taller than the others now...” Yukiko says, fingers



firmly clasped around Nanako’s thin legs. “Mhm!” Nanako hums. “Let’s go! Onsen, onsen!”

“Onsen, onsen!!” Chie cheers, pumping her fist in the air — followed by the voices of
the other three girls — at which the girls fall behind Yukiko, all jogging together towards the
Amagi Inn. The run is a little bit far, but the girls forge their way through the little town at
breakneck pace, making short work of the distance. They go all out, as always — lifting their
knees almost up to their chest with each step — and though Yukiko is careful, Nanako still finds

herself shaken about on the older girl’s back. At the very least, Nanako seems to enjoy it!

They arrive at the inn huffing and puffing, and moist with sweat from top to bottom.
The group steps out of their outdoor shoes at the entrance, following Yukiko past the front desk

and to their shared arrangements.

As the girls finally step into the room, they collapse into the provided chairs on the
floor. “Ohhhh... I’'m exhausted!” Chie says, stretching and wiggling in her seat.

Watching happily from the side, Nanako jumps energetically up and down on the
tatami mat. “That was fun!” Nanako says. The girls nod in agreement, panting with their

luggage in a huge heap on the floor.

“Oh! I just remembered!” Chie says. “Let’s drink our shakes before they get too warm.”
Still panting, Chie reaches into her bag, pulling out a sizable jug from inside. Popping the cap,
she immediately starts chugging.

“Oh, right!” Rise says. The other three pull out similar bottles, downing the contents

in one long swig.

“Pwah!” Chie exhales. “That stuff is soooo good!” Naoto’s neck bobs with each gulp
until she drains her own canister. “Yeah, it really is quite -URP- nice.” She says, stifling a belch
and rubbing her now slightly-rounded stomach. “It works really well, too.” Rise says, flexing
her bicep. “Kanami was blown away when we saw one another at a shoot the other day, I think
we might be able to pass her up soon!” Naoto runs her hand down her huge, beefy quadriceps
as she admires them, saying, “If we’re caught up to Kanami, I wonder how we compare to

Kashiwagi and Hanako now...”

“Umm... Should we go to the onsen??”” Nanako interrupts, looking around at the other
girls. “Dad says it’s best to take a bath after playing outside...” She said, though the other girls

could see the want for a bath written all over her face.

“Yeah, yeah. I guess we should get going, huh?” Chie says, ruffling Nanako’s hair.
“Yes, it’s probably best we wash off right away.” Naoto says, pushing herself back up and onto
her feet. “Ok, let’s go! It should be the women’s bath right now, anyways... I checked earlier...”

Yukiko says with a giggle.

Once everyone gathers their things for the bath, Yukiko leads the way, sliding open



the door and ushering everyone out and down the hallway. Nanako trots happily right on
Yukiko’s heels, with the other three ladies following behind, the whole way listening to Nanako

chant, “onsen, onsen, onsen...!” all the way down the hall and into the changing room.
Right away the girls start to tear off their clothes — almost literally.

A month of eating all manner of honeyed foods and weight gain shakes has made a
marked impact on everyone’s physique — in expected and unexpected ways. Of course, the girls
had hoped for their secret ingredient to boost their muscle growth, but they could have never
expected the other side effects of the mystery syrup, such as their unbelievable surge in height
and the expansion of their other womanly curves. However, those changes are all made

apparent as they pull their clothes off.

When Rise pulls off her tight shirt, her boobs bound out with a bounce and a slap
against the hard surface of her upper stomach. The sharp sound catches Chie’s attention. “Oh
wow, Rise!” She says. “You’ve gotten bigger since I last saw you.” Chie’s eyes widen as she
brazenly ogles her up. “Hmm? If you say so.” Rise says with a knowing smile and a hand on
her bosom. “So have you, you know.” Chie blushes, but puffs up her chest with some inflated
pride. “Ahaha — Yeah, we’ve all gotten pretty big in various ways.” Chie responds, looking
over her shoulder. “Isn’t that right, Yukiko?”” She calls, her eyes wandering up and down the

girl’s especially tall, and uniquely plump figure.

“H-huh?!” Yukiko jumps, her plush ass and tits jiggling as her panties fall down her
leg mid-strip. “Now that you mention it, Yukiko’s gotten pretty tall, hasn’t she?” Naoto finds
herself looking upwards as she attempts to estimate the gap between her own height and
Yukiko’s. “Yeah, she has!” Rise reaches up and playfully pats the taller girl’s head. “...Probably

because she eats so much...” Chie teasingly prods Yukiko’s somewhat flabby tummy.

Embarrassed, Yukiko does her best to cover her modesty and her squishiness. “M-
maybe...” The towel digs an inch or so into her plush hips as she tries to wrap herself up, boobs

deforming softly around her arms.

“Alright, enough teasing. How about we go clean up?”” Naoto says, similarly draped

in her towel.

The others hurry it up, and once everyone is stripped and towel-clad, the group moves

on into the washroom, where they sit in a row to clean up.

While washing her hair, Rise notices Nanako staring intently in her direction. “Hmm?
What is it, Nanako?” Nanako’s eyes glow with interest. “You look super strong... can I touch
your arm?” Rise stretches her well-muscled arm out towards Nanako so she can reach. “Sure,

I don’t mind.”

The young girl grabs on, squeezing each individual set of rock-hard muscle groups,



and as if she were rock climbing, goes all the way up to Rise’s bulging ball of a shoulder. With
how massive Rise’s upper body and limbs have become, that was a lot of climbing — and at that

point, the small girl could hardly reach without Rise bending over to her side.

“Woah! Your arm’s super hard!!!” She says excitedly. Nanako looks past Rise at the
other three girls as they washed themselves. “Chie too! And Yukiko! And Naoto!!!” Nanako

looks very interested. “Can I feel?!”

“Sure!” Chie says, stretching her leg out as she continues to scrub her hair. “Check
this out!!” Everyone watches as Nanako excitedly trots over on the wet tile floor, immediately
latching onto Chie and squeezing with all her might while Chie flexed her quads, making her
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leg swell with the underlying muscles’ contractions. “Ooh!!! Cool

Excitedly, Nanako swaps her focus to her next target, rushing over to Yukiko (who is
scrubbing her hair, completely unaware). With very little fanfare, she starts poking and

prodding the poor girl up and down her back and sides.

“W-Wah!!” Yukiko cries out, laughing as Nanako prods the fatty padding covering her
obliques. “Q-quit it!!” Even with so much extra muscle mass, the slight fatty padding and soft
skin on top left Yukiko soft to the touch. That combined with her ticklishness made her very
fun to poke.

In fact, the poking is so fun that it takes Nanako nearly ten seconds to notice Yukiko’s
panicked cries for mercy. “O-oh, sorry.” Nanako says apologetically, stepping back as Yukiko

wheezed, controlling her laughter.

Finished playing with Yukiko, Nanako looks past her towards Naoto, only to see her
already standing up and wrapped in her towel again. “Come on guys, let’s move on and get
into the water.” She says, escaping out into the relatively cool night air through the sliding door

— causing the others to rush after her.
Catching up to Naoto, the girls approach the rocky lip of the onsen’s pool.

“Ooh, just standing here in this steamy air feels great...” Rise sighs contentedly.
“...but I’ve gotta get in!” She swiftly lifts her towel and lowers herself into the water, her whole
body momentarily revealed — every inch of it having forsaken fat and adopted muscle instead,

save for her generous chest.

Following her lead, Chie and Yukiko fold up their towels and descend into the warm,
gently bubbling spring water, offering a hand to help Nanako climb in too — which leaves only

Naoto standing out in the cold.

“Hmm? What is it, Naoto?” Chie enquires. “Hurry up and get in with us, Naoto!” Rise

urges her in.

Naoto holds herself uncomfortably, meaty arms crossed and face aflush. “A-alright.



Give me a moment.” She says, releasing a raggedy sigh. Working up the necessary resolve,

Naoto lets slip the cloth and allows it to flutter to the moist masonry floor.
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“O-oh, wow...”
“You’re looking pretty...”

“Huge...!” Nanako completes the statement, stunned.

As the towel drops, Naoto’s vast chest flops out, revealing itself in all its glory. While
everyone sports their own enlarged pair of boobs, Naoto’s set is surpassing the size and mass
of honeydews — by and away the largest. With Naoto standing out of the water and above

everyone as she is, their sheer size is only emphasized.

As quick as she can, Naoto plunges herself into the water, covering her chest as she
goes in to soak. Only once she’s chest-deep in the water does she let her guard down, a fierce

blush still coloring her cheeks.

Nanako cautiously approaches her, gazing at Naoto’s body with awe. “...may I touch,
Naoto?!” She asks innocently. “Everyone else already let me!” Naoto hugs her chest
protectively. “H-huh?!” She flusters. “S-sorry...” Nanako says. “If you don’t want me to, it’s

ok...” She presses her index fingers together with an apologetic face on.

Seeing this, Naoto can’t help but soften her defenses. “I-I guess if everyone else let
you do it...” Naoto lets loose a raggedy sigh, dropping her arms and allowing her massive
melons to float freely in the water. They rise up an easy several centimeters from their own
unbridled buoyancy.

“Yay!” Nanako says, approaching Naoto with a grin and reaching out towards the
older girl. Naoto watches with fear and severe embarrassment, only hoping for the ordeal to
end quickly...

...only to be surprised to feel Nanako’s little hands roaming up and down her arm.

“Huh?” Naoto says, ripples propagating from her floating tits. “Ooohhhh!” Nanako
exclaims, enormously pleased. “Your arm is almost as hard as Rise-nee-chan’s!!” Nanako
squeezes down on Naoto’s arm, using all her strength in both arms, only for her probing fingers
to be completely rebuffed by the iron strength of the older girl’s muscles. “R-really!?”” Naoto

says, laughing out of sheer relief. “W-well, guess I still have some catching up to do!”

The other girls join in the giggling fit with Naoto, the whole bath instantly livening
up.

“Speaking of catching up — Naoto, you seriously need to let us in on your secret!”” Chie

says, elbowing her under the water. “Yeah, your chest really has surged way past the rest of us!”

Rise joins in, her own boobs hanging as she wades over to Naoto’s spot. “Yeah, is there



something missing in my diet?!” Yukiko cries urgently. “I-I dunno...” Naoto responds shyly.
“I’ve been eating the same as you three...” Chie sighs, head drooping into the bath. “Nothing

beats good genes, huh...” She sullenly blows bubbles under the surface.

The girls soak for a good while longer, sores and weariness washing away in the
mineral water. The warmth soaks them to their very bones, permeating skin and muscle and fat

alike. Thirty minutes into the bath, Chie speaks up again.

“Ok... I feel myself turning into a raisin...” Chie says, throwing her pruned fingertips
high into the air. “Me too...” Yukiko says. “Let’s go ahead and get out.” Naoto and Rise nod

in agreement.

Yukiko rises up out of the water, her chunky beginnings of a potbelly surfacing, a
bright sheen of water reflecting on the surface of each fat-laden knob of abdominal muscle.
The other girls take their queue to stand with her, their more rugged abs glowing with the same

wet shine.

As the girls step out of the onsen’s warm water and head towards the changing room

once more, Rise speaks up.

“By the way...” She says. “...we still haven’t gotten to do any girl talk!” Next to her,
Nanako’s eyes glint with curiosity. “Girl talk?!” Rise responds as she wraps her hair in a
complementary towel. “Yeah! Specifically, do you guys have any boys you’ve got your eyes

on?!”

“Geh-" The three other older girls jolt, peeking back over their shoulders at the

offending friend. They suddenly look eager to make a hasty retreat out of the onsen.

“Ooh!” Nanako says, excitedly glancing between each of her older friends as the

atmosphere practically boils with tension.

The girls stutter and blush, holding their coverings tight while Rise pushes her
advantage. “Ohhh, so there is someone!” She approaches them from behind with a menacing

smile, grabbing Yukiko and Naoto by their shoulders with a steely vice grip.

Yukiko and Naoto desperately cling to their towels as they search for an exit, but

captured are they are, can only watch while Chie sprints towards the changing room.

“Hey! No running~!!" Rise calls after her with a singsong voice. “You’re gonna have
to tell us one way or another! Right, Nanako?” Rise adds, her two unfortunate remaining friends

yelping as she squeezes hard.

“Right! Come back for ‘girl talk’, Chie!!” Nanako says, trotting after her. Still caught

in Rise’s grip, the other two girls wilt.



