LET CLOTHES DEFINE
CHAPTER 04: BOA CONSTRICTOR 
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This had to be a joke, right? Someone in their friend group was playing a prank on her? “HOW DID I END UP IN AN ATHLETIC SHOP!?” Caught in the river of people much like her friends had, the short-statured Nonon Jakuzure had been an easy victim to wash away. Maybe ‘wash away’ was a kinder way of putting it in the end, it was more like ‘not so gently shoved to her destination’. But how she got there wasn’t of any concern to Nonon, but rather the fact that she was there at all. She was a woman of the arts, a delicate lady that enjoyed classical music in a quiet setting. Things like working out, getting all sweaty? She’d leave that to the monkey of her group.

In the back of the room a number of exercise machines were laid out for demo usage, but in between the store front and the back was an array of women’s fitness attire. Yoga pants, sports bras, arm bands, gloves, it would have been a magnificent selection to those that could have appreciated it. But sadly Nonon wasn’t one of the people that could. The space reeked of sweat and body odor, adding one more to the tally of ‘things that make her want to get out of there ASAP’, and so she turned to the door she’d come in. It was still wide open, inviting her to leave. It was her full intention to do so. But the moment she moved her foot towards the scuffed tiling of the outside world the door suddenly shut in her face. “WHA!?”

…and the ground opened up beneath her. “WHAT THE HEEEEELL!?”

The pink haired teen had fallen a short while before her butt finally collided with a blue gymnasium mat, and quite painfully at that. During her fall she’d been stripped and re-dressed by devices she couldn’t quite gleam short of her own mental imagery that they were pairs of giant hands (this wasn’t exactly too far from the mark, not that she was aware). Looking down at herself, the casual wear she’d worn to the mall was completely gone, instead replaced by a black sports bra and a pair of yoga shorts, paired with a set of black socks and runners. “Ugh. This isn’t cute at all.” As if to drive the point home she stuck out her tongue. Because they were so tight they accented her body’s lines, which was unfortunate from her perspective because of how petite she was. She never had the type of body that would turn heads, not like Satsuki at least. If there was a single thing she liked about this ensemble it was the dangerously low neckline, which paired with how tight the bra was made her breasts just look the slightest bit bigger under their touch.

Arms, tummy, and thighs could feel the cold arm of the space she’d fallen into, and that chill down her spine inevitably turned her attention back to problems outside of her own wardrobe. To her front: a very, very long hallway with a conveyor belt that was moving towards her at a rather brisk pace. If she was going to reach the elevator at the end she was going to have to run across it somehow. And considering her physical state that likely wasn’t going to happen. To her rear? Wasn’t that a small pool of water-- “SHIT THERE’S A SHARK IN THERE!?” There sure was. One whole ass shark. And the platform with the gymnasium mat she’d fallen onto was slowly sinking into said pool.

“Run… or get eaten by a shark.” Nonon was seriously weighing the pros and cons of each situation even as water started to touch the mat she was sitting on. If she didn’t climb up onto the conveyor belt using the nearby ladder soon she was going to be fish food. “After today I’m never going to a mall again.” One hand gripped the ladder, then another, and before she knew it she was one step away from having to run. She took once last glance down at the platform she’d been standing on. Yup. Submerged. And her sharky friend was getting closer. 

Alright. 3… 2… 1… Mentally she steeled herself before making her first step onto the spinning belt. A single mistake would have been fatal and she knew it, tripping would send her back into the water and to her doom. The musician really hadn’t had a chance to think about it until that moment but: who the hell made this sick game?
Thankfully Nonon didn’t fumble from the start, catching a rhythm that allowed her to at least keep pace with the mega-treadmill so that she could slowly increase her pace to move forward. But it hurt, and it was exhausting, and it only took thirty seconds and approximately two feet of twenty to consider just going for her final swim instead. Her body was perspiring like crazy, her lungs heaving from more physical work than she’d put in over the course of a year. She was gonna die. She was gonna die! 

Then came the second wind. She didn’t have the foggiest where it had come from or why, but she could only assume it was that ‘runner’s high’ so many athletes talked about. The run became a little smoother, a little less taxing. This kind of recovery wasn’t from something so trivial as a runner’s high, however, but perks given to her by the outfit she was wearing. Nonon, of course, had no idea that her peers had been succumbing to clothing just as she was about to.

The most prominent changes early on were in the legs she was working so tirelessly to preserve her own life. In order to keep up with the work load her muscles hardened, momentarily looking somewhat awry on her petite frame as they gave her the strength she needed to push forward. The sheen of each leg was rapidly beset by a golden tan, as if they’d been kissed by a very artificial sun. The truth of the matter was that it was a tan born from a bed, not from sunbathing. The type you’d find in any overpriced gym. 

With each step against the belt she found herself able to make a little more headway against the flow of the conveyor, and not only because she had more strength. Her reach had been affected as well, or perhaps it would have been more accurate to say her height. The Jakuzure family had been cursed with short stature. Her mother was short, her mother’s mother was short, and so there had never been a daughter to exceed Nonon’s typical height of 4’10”. But that DNA was being challenged in real time as the bones in either side lengthened, stretching skin and newly formed muscle so it didn’t look quite as uneven against the backdrop of her body. 

The length was consistent across the board so that no part of her body looked too lanky at any times. Arms that were being swung from front to back on opposing rhythms become a little longer, healthy muscle cropping up where none had been before. 5’2”, 5’4”, she continued to grow unabated though not unaware. “What’s happening to me!? I’m getting all tall!” Pink eyes peered down to see her legs running in front of her in all of their bronze glory, the same color coating her arms and hands as they clenched into disconcerted fists. She couldn’t even stop to figure things out, knowing full well if she did she’d be shark chow. 

Her growth stopped at 5’6”, the final touches present in the extension of her tummy upward. Nonon’s core looked far healthier than it had before, with abdominal muscles practically glowing with sweat from the workout and with the gold of her artificial tan. By this point her entire body looked extraordinarily fit, which would have been fine if that was the sole purpose of her transformation.

It wasn’t.

Nonon Jakuzure had a reputation. Snarky, rude, loud, grumpy, defiant, entirely unattractive. To fit into the new Honnoji they had to turn that reputation on its head.

She was past the halfway point now, and honestly? She felt pretty good. Her pacing had become brisk, breathing constant, and she’d put the worries of the shark behind her. That didn’t mean she wasn’t worried. She was still fully conscious that her body had become that of a tall, fit athlete. She was one hundred percent aware of how sweaty her body was and the scent of body odor that radiated from her skin. She simple couldn’t do anything about it as long as she had to run. 

Distance was suddenly lost when one bound forward suddenly ended with a pair of painful POPs that dropped her to her knees for a moment, and the second she returned to running she could tell something was off. The movement of each leg was different, largely because hips double in size had corrected the angle they moved out. Nonon ran with a little more desperation now in hopes of making back the distance she’d lost, and as she did so the jiggle in her shorts increased exponentially over the distance travelled. It was because her ass was expanding, cloth being filled with more and more fat that smothered the hard muscle that had grown there. 

Cheeks eventually peeked out over the waistband of the yoga shorts, the fact that her butt wasn’t tanned like her chiseled back above very apparent as material strained and ass cleavage became a reality. Each leg of her run sent a ripple through this fat, which extended down into her thighs as they grew plumper to match. “What… WHAT!?” The run catching up with Nonon once more, she gasped to voice her concern as she looked back at her bubble rump and saw the fat of her thighs dance rhythmically as she ran across the conveyor belt. 

This merely steeled her resolve to reach her goal, and she was a mere few feet away. Deciding to put all of her energy into this final burst she leaned forward and dashed ahead. Her breasts bounced, tiny as they were, with each and ever step of this dash, and just moments before she could claim victory she stumbled forward as a hefty weight was born in both tits simultaneously.

But the fall was enough, and she rolled onto the platform with the door ahead, uncharacteristically bountiful breasts smacking her in the face along with all of the sweat that had clung to them as she rolled and landed upside down with her back against the door… before promptly falling onto her side. “Ow…” She did not stick that landing. The moment her head had collided with the ground her eyes gleamed from pink to bright purple, locks of pink hair toying with strands of blonde as they were pulled up into a pair of twin tails held together with black scrunches.

“What…? How…?” A lot didn’t make sense at that very moment. A concussion? Possible, but no. The personality corrections had hit her like a baseball bat in the final stage of her shift from musician to dumb, sexy jock, and she was feeling the full brunt of them manifesting. She squinted, wondering why the floor was in the sky for a moment. “Like, that’s weird.” Her voice itself hadn’t changed, but her verbiage was more suggestive of a less intelligent individual if anything. 

With a flexibility she did not possess before, she planted hands on the floor beneath her head and pushed herself back up and onto her feet, D-cup tits dancing so wildly with the bounce that the untanned flesh beneath her sports bra became apparent to invisible onlookers. “Oh! This is like, the training ground beneath the sports store? How’d I end up down here?” Tanned fingers tugged at the neckline of her sports bra, flesh bouncing too and fro as sweat spilled down her stomach to be lapped up by her shorts. “But what a workout! Woo! I’ve never felt so alive! Mr. Sharkie really made it all that more spicy!” Who even was this chick?

Exactly whom her captors wanted her to be. A dumb muscle maniac that acted typical of a stereotypical high school girl. Even now she was thinking about going upstairs and taking selfies of her bod after a hot workout. Maybe after she’d ask Satsuki to help her pick out some new clothes for her special take on the fit gyaru lifestyle. “Hmm… Maybe we’ll fuck? Haha! I guess I could do that with any girl here, why’d it have to be, like, Satsuki?” She wasn’t sure. Had she always had that kind of interest in her? Sure, Nonon (or Nonny as she now liked to be called) was gay as hell, but wouldn’t she look better with a cute, petite girlfriend? Hmm… choices!

Pressing the button, the elevator door opened. She’d get changed and then head back out into the mall none the wiser. Maybe in this new Honnoji she’d open an athletics club? Yeah! She liked the sound of that. 

