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[Act 1: Sandy Rising]
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In the not so distant future, perhaps fifteen years ahead of the present era, a subscription service akin to the defunct OnlyFans had arisen. Dubbed simply as “Curve”, the site quickly became popular and controversial due its use of a technology they called the “Direct Swell System”, DSS for short. In a nutshell, it was a tiny computer chip surgically inserted into their body that could regulate the mass—and most importantly amplify—in their anatomies. The more subscribers, tips, and income from purchased pay-to-view content they received, the bigger their bodies would become. Subs were the main driving factor, though, because if their subscriber count went down, then they would lose the excess mass. All said, it was a moderately risky venture, especially when considering the buy-in.

Any adult could sign up for an account but if they wanted to make content, they had to pay a flat one-thousand dollar fee to have the chip implanted. After signing some legal mumbo jumbo, they were set to produce at their desire. In the beginning, only those who were confident in their looks and skills tried the system out, because no one starting out would have that kind of money to burn. The first women on the site thought it was a scam and did it as a joke. Lo and behold, DSS was as true as it was advertised. The higher the number became, the bigger their bellies, breasts, and asses became. Some discovered they could grow taller as well, and this massively appealed to the world of fetishes. For once, the weird body-part fixations of these kinksters had a place that rewarded their fantasies with actuality.

“...I think I’m going to be a belly girl. I could never get enough growing up. In high school, I used to get in trouble for stealing people’s lunches. ...Come to think of it, I think one guy I stole from just let me do it. Probably had a feeder fetish or whatever. ...Maybe I can take his money too. Hehe. What about you...Emma?” Sandy conversated.

Sandy and Emma, our two focuses for this story, lived in a college-town apartment together. The reason the college part needed to be mentioned was because the complex they resided in was an arrangement in which, whether it was two to four bedrooms, the tenants essentially paid slightly less rent for a single place. Essentially, they paid for their own room but had a communal spot where they shared the laundry machines, kitchen, and a living area. The point being that these two young women didn’t know each other beforehand, because the property management placed them together at their discretion. For university students, they were often too busy with school to care about their more expensive version of getting a roommate and it worked out because all they had to do was be concerned with their own space. However, some would click and that mostly applied to these two. They didn’t necessarily click but their career interests had unexpectedly aligned. In that they both dropped out of college and were looking to sell their bodies on the Internet.

“Um...I don’t know. I haven’t really thought that far. I’ll be happy with just the ‘base’ stuff you get. But if I had to pick...I’ll probably focus on my butt. ...Always been particularly insecure about that. ...People in my high school used to call me ‘No Cushion Emma’. ...Clever stuff.” Emma responded, rolling her eyes at the memory.

Their full names were Sandy Hayes and Emma Burnham, and they seemed like unlikely friends because they were. When they would become older, they would understand their relationship more along the lines of being a “friend of convenience”, rather than a genuine friendship. In living situations where you didn’t get to pick your roommate, the very least people of their age would accept was they would have to make the best of it. Regardless if they genuinely liked them or not, you’re stuck with their presence and have to build some type of friendly tolerance. Then again, most people their age didn’t know themselves so they were “open” to maybe eventually accepting the person. Mostly a naive thought and one that Emma hooked onto. She also didn’t have a lot of self-esteem. ...Sandy did.

More than she should. “...How do I look?” Hayes asked with rhetorical confidence.

And Burnham took the ego-stroking bait. “...Stunning. ...As always.”

Standing at five-foot-ten, and only because she was in four-inch heels, Sandy had the mid-level assurance of someone with that height to start with. Adorning that predominantly slender pole of a physique, Hayes was gifted with not big assets per se, but firmly compact. The belly she voiced want for would be a suitable challenge, seeing as she was flat as a cutting board in that department. Nevertheless, her wish for a belly would be paved with the perverted proceeds she got from those who adored her pert ass and solid rack. Both were just a step above what would be considered as “big” on the skinny figure she had.

Sandy was dressed in an outfit that certainly accentuated those juicy orbs, her butt conveniently positioned sideways for Emma to inspect and potentially be envious of, which she was and the woman in heels wanted her to. Her rear end sat on her fairly wide hips as a tight pair of spheres, its perfectly carved contours shown in the taut pair of pinkish red boy shorts she was wearing. Much the same as her matching bandeau cropped halter top, the v-neck exhibiting the solid side-curve of either her CC-cup breasts. The top was cropped right below her innie navel, the slightest sliver of tan belly teasing the abdominal audience she sought to cultivate.

“You’re goddamn right. This is my...well, our first show. We have to make a good first impression, yet not spill all the goods. We’ll be throwing them a juicy bone...and then get them coming back for the real meat.” Sandy declared in a calculating manner, slapping her belly playfully and in a tempting show, “...How’s my hair?”

“Again...stunning.” Emma responded, half paying attention. She was fiddling with her outfit but peeked at her hammy friend.

Envy hadn’t set in initially as Hayes had hoped for, but now that Emma had got a full look at her, the feeling began to swelter. Sandy was gifted with one-hundred-percent body goals for Burnham and her pretty head tied her sultry glam girl look together well. Her platinum blonde hair was long, wavy, and lustrous, and complemented her icy blue eyes. Those optics were surrounded by compact and small features, the same as her assets, a perfect-lipped mouth, lengthy natural eyelashes, and a button nose in the middle of the beautiful, smirking face. She might fool fellas into believing she was a girl next door type but the fair-haired female would shun the comparison, believing herself to be something “bigger” than that. Thin as a rail, they would shun her back, but thanks to Curve and DSS:

“...They’ll soon find out.”

“Hm? Didn’t catch that.” Emma half-heartedly asked for clarification, now engrossed in her own self-inspection and seeking attention to her anatomy too, she turned to Hayes. “What about me? ...How do I look?”

In her head, Sandy snarkily replied “what about you” but found her envy silently expanding as she checked-out her roommate. As tall as her without heels, Burnham was a little five-foot-six stunner. She often was compared to Sabrina Carpenter, a singer popular a few decades back. Despite the songstress known for being quite short, her assets and the rest of her body was curvaceously compact. The same went for Emma, her breasts sitting on her narrow torso as a nice package underneath her yellow long-sleeve shirt, also revealing a slice of tummy that puffed at the center to invite the same looks Hayes would get for hers. The same couldn’t be said for big butt.

As Emma spun around for approval, Sandy felt her envy evolve into a jealous yet still silent rage. If Hayes’ ass was a large pair of grapefruits, then hers were two honeydews, trimmed at the upper portion of both to form back to her slim waist. Even her breasts were a cup size and a half less than hers in the halter top but the slimness also applied to her upper torso. Her other piece of clothing, a skinny pair of white shorts that not only packed all of the glorious glutinous maximus into it well but as well as the equally juicy pair of hams for thighs she had. She wasn’t plump, not even necessarily “thicc” as they said back in the aforementioned singer’s time.

“You have to share your diet and exercise routine because I refuse to believe that ass is as ‘natural’ as you’re playing it off to be. I have my secrets but keeping yours away from me is just...cruel.” Sandy half-complimented, her eyes never leaving that tumescent trunk.

“Heh. ...Thanks.” Emma shyly accepted, turning around for another tease that Hayes didn’t find as cute as she intended and then spinning back around to raise her hands to her head, “...And what about my hair?”

Again, Sandy internally mocked the question back to her snarkily. Emma was born with a naturally curly mane of dark down hair that required little maintenance to remain as fabulous as it did, draping her softly round face and splaying over her compressed yet pushed-out bust, dyed with red streaks that matched the color of her lips. Cute, compact, and curvy, her whole look was sold with a wide set of hazel eyes that pulled in anyone looking with a sweet magnetism. Her mouth was a half-size bigger than Hayes, pronounced dimples and thick eyebrows stopping the drawing gazer short of her quietly happy expression. Overall, she was a package of comfortable beauty and if she had half the surety her falsely taller roommate did, she might draw in more subs if she unpacked more of it.

“‘Again’...share your secret. Don’t make me sneak into your bathroom to find out what shampoo you use...” Sandy grilled, almost wanting to press the matter but a glance at the clock made her drop it, “Anyways, we look good but let’s make sure the set is too.”

The “set” being the kitchen directly adjacent to their small living area. They were lucky to live on the top floor of the building so they were granted a bit more floor space but it still wasn’t saying much. Hayes had hallways wider and bigger overall in her well-to-do parent’s house than what they had here. Sandy’s mom and dad weren’t rich but they made close to six-figures a year with either of their salaries, their career-focused mindset having been passed down to their daughter but not so much with her work ethic. The blonde was ambitious but not for the rat race. Being in a fancy office that a six-figure college debt could buy wasn’t something she believed in working four years at university for. She was born in the age of streamlined instant gratification and embodied the concept wholly. That said, she wasn’t beyond benefiting from cushiony upbringing, having used the last of the money her parents gave her for the setup.

“Not to sound ungrateful but I hope this stream works. ...I used the rest of my refund money to cover the utility bills for this past month—all of which were over the allotted limit by the way—but, uh...including what I owe you, I need to see some profit from this.” Emma remarked, trying not to sound annoyed but raising a concern any young adult would have.

Particularly for two dropouts that technically didn’t have a job yet. The other facet of living in an apartment like theirs was the realty company trying to nickel and dime them at any capitalistic opportunity. One of which was the complex imposing a limit on every one of the utility bills they paid for the tenants. Burnham had grown up with frugal parents so from a young age, she was instilled with economic measures such as turning off a light once out of a room, or even further, unplugging all of electronics from their outlets when she was out of the place. Her badly disguised annoyance was from Sandy not subscribing to such an economical mindset. For example, there were three televisions in Hayes’ room, kitchen, and living area, all owned by her and all on at every practical minute of the day.

“...That’s funny. When you say ‘ungrateful’, that implies you’ve expressed some type of gratitude beforehand. Come to think of it, I don’t think I ever heard a ‘thank you’ when I covered half of your signup fee. ...But I didn’t bring that up until you just brought up the utilities. I’m not trying to sound resentful but I didn’t ask you to pay me back for also buying all of this pretty expensive stream stuff. So, yeah, Emma, I’m with you on needing to see some profit too...considering I’m more in the hole than you are.” Sandy fired right back.

Emma froze, looking down at the carpeted floor and ignoring the stain left by Hayes when she spilled wine. Burnham knew she had a point, even though the stain and the three still on televisions were also starting to remind her of other things she accommodated for also. If she had sufficient dignity, she would bring up these points and see that it was actually equal between them, but no, her anxiety told her she was to blame. Truth was, that if she did some digging, she would discover that Sandy charged two-thousand dollars to her father’s debit card, stealing it from him to pay for her signup fee, half of Burnham’s, and the streaming equipment. The bigger picture was that the blonde’s parents had cut her off financially when they found she dropped out a month ago.

“...You’re right. I’m sorry. And uh...thank you for covering all that you have. And with your parent’s allowance. I should thank them too, I guess. It’s nice they still support you after droppin—” Emma apologized, interrupted to a weirdly abrupt hug from her roommate.

Another thing about Hayes that bothered her but wasn’t vocalized was her not respecting people’s personal space. She accepted this hug because they were arguing, and happy for the quick resolve, she hugged her back. However, any tenderness that was given with the gesture was then taken away with Sandy grabbing her big ass with both hands, groping both cheeks rather firmly.

“Apology accepted! You can make it up to me by making sure this dump truck is on display as much as possible for the stream.” Hayes responded with fast calculation, groping her rear end again yet harder and then kissing her on the cheek, “...Let’s do this!”

Burnham touched her cheek, almost blushing but the flush receding once she followed the prancing Hayes into the kitchen. She checked her makeup in the portable vanity mirror and then had a quick fit check with her collaborator, inspecting each other without envy this time and ensuring nothing would be off for their first ever live stream. They decided their brand would be something like the “2 Broke Girls” tv show that aired in the 2010s. The titular characters were two waitresses and Sandy had purchased cheap renditions of the low-skirted yellow and red uniforms they wore in the show. To begin their livestream, they were going to introduce themselves and then change into the costumes to cosplay them making cupcakes together. Since this was a NSFW space, those on the site knew where this could go, but as Hayes schemed, the viewers would only get a tease of their bodily goods. The “juicy bone” was this cosplay and was reminiscent of stream antics from the era of Twitch. Would it be too little or too much for Curve? As Sandy said, they’ll find out.
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