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  Foreword



Ordinary Girls began in October 2015 as a 30-day OC Challenge I came across on DeviantArt. I wanted to write a slice-of-life story about a trio of dissimilar roommates and used the daily writing prompts to flesh out the characters and balance their personalities. By November, I had characters I not only believed in but couldn’t stop thinking about. I was itching to tell their story.

I wanted Ordinary Girls to be a comic, but I didn’t draw, had never written for comic format, didn’t know an illustrator, and couldn’t afford one. Instead, OG made its debut as a casual serial to give me something to do during creative dry spells between projects. The original series would go on to stretch eighty chapters, wrapping up five years later in November 2020.

This collection of parts 1-20 represents Volume One, though I can’t guarantee additional volumes are forthcoming. Over the course of the series, I began commissioning images of the characters to depict the social media lives the story revolved around. The series became increasingly reliant on the image interludes, which added depth to the story, but complicated publishing, particularly when it involves commissioned artwork by over a dozen different artists, several of whom are no longer active. The digital release will link to the corresponding images at www.hashtagordinarygirls.com as they come up, which also includes a few new entries that were not in the original run!

It’s also worth mentioning that this series is very much a snapshot of technology and technology trends of the time. I do not endorse Instagram, Google, Reddit, Microsoft, or any other company or brand mentioned in this story, and they do not endorse me. If they did, this volume would sure as hell have been a comic.

-RC
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  Kind Words




“I’m pretty sure you’ve broken just about every convention (written and unwritten) of the genre, in the best possible way.” 

-Prophet Tenebrae




“You’d be hard-pressed to find characters in size kink fiction as vivid and tangible as Krysta, Alicia and Whitley of Ordinary Girls. One small episode at a time, Robclassact builds a world within the walls they share.” 

-TrebleCleffy




“Despite the title, there’s nothing ordinary about Rob’s girls, his originality, his attention to detail, his sense of sensuality, or his keen knack for depicting the inner lives and outer beauty of people with unusually large assets.” 

-NjordoftheTides




“Ordinary Girls is a master class in the slice of life category. The characters are rich and well developed. Very well DEVELOPED in all three cases. From the opening onwards you care about Alicia, Krysta, and Whitley.” 

-Pettyexpo, Expo Comics











  
  
  #1: Pilot

  
  




Non-judgy female roommate wanted for two roommates in 3br 1ba 2lvl w/basement. $275/mo, walking distance from NU. Please tell us about yourself, and we will get back to you.


Krysta reclined in the small coffee shop booth and sipped her tea, searching her palette for traces of the flavors listed on the menu. It served as a mental break from her current objective: sorting through a heap of replies to her ad for a second roommate. Across the table, her roommate Alicia worked her way down the list, reading each reply aloud.

“I’m Chloe. I’ll sleep anywhere, I do my own thing, and I’d love to live with ladies.” Alicia gulped her double nonfat iced vanilla latte. “She seems fun.”

“Sounds like a slob, or a guy. Either way, no.”

Alicia sighed and continued scrolling. Fresh off her afternoon jog, her hot pink running shorts hugged her quads, and she’d cut the sleeves off her powder blue hoodie to accommodate her brawny arms and shoulders. As far as she was concerned, if all this meant she’d pay less rent per month and still occupy the basement for her mini-gym and cosplay, it was a win-win. The only challenge was finding someone who wouldn’t be weird about her lifestyle, or Krysta’s for that matter.

They continued down the list.

“A guy wants to move in, says he’s cool with girls.”

Krysta rolled her eyes. “I bet he is. Next.”

“This girl is moving into town from California. College grad. Sorority sist—”

“Nope”

“This girl’s from Florida.”

“No way.”

“You know, for people who asked for ‘non-judgy’ we’re awfully—”

“Just keep reading.”

Krysta looked up at a young man passing by who had stopped in his tracks to take a long gaze down her blouse. It took him several seconds to take in the celebration of cleavage rising out of Krysta’s V-neck tee. She slurped her drink loudly, which snapped him out of his daze. Finally making eye contact, a familiar flash of surprise indicated he didn’t expect her to be Vietnamese. He smiled eagerly, and Krysta offered a gentle ‘no-thank-you’ glare.

Alicia gave an exasperated sigh. “Krysta, we’ve been here since two and it’s almost five. This is taking for-ev-er. Why do we have to be so freaking picky?”

“Well, for starters,” Krysta pressed her chest forward, accidentally bumping her mug. She managed to catch it and avoid a spill, but she’d expected Alicia to freak out and lift her laptop out of the way. Instead, Alicia remained engrossed in her screen.

Alicia set her drink down. “Interesting.”

“What is interesting?”

“This one just says, ‘My name is Whitley Valentine. ‘"

“Good for her. My name is Krysta Dinh.”

Alicia tapped her finger against her lips. “I swear I know that name—from college maybe?”

“Google her.”

Alicia did so, which returned pages of volleyball articles and images. Krysta leaned over and peeked at the screen. Whitley’s official volleyball head shot depicted a tall young woman with amber skin, curly black hair, and bright hazel eyes.

“Huh, she is pretty. What is she, an athlete and a model?”

“Wait a sec.” Alicia clicked and scrolled rapidly through the search results, her eyes getting wider. “No way. Ohmygodomygod!”

“Alicia?”

“No. Freaking. WAY!”

“Alicia! What is it?”

Alicia spun her laptop towards Krysta, who scanned the screen and smiled broadly.

“Alicia, I think that is our girl.”

“This is totally our girl.”

* * *

Their girl was eight blocks away, stoned, and loving the shit out of Taco Tuesday at Señor Tacos. However far from the authentic Mexican cuisine she knew from growing up in Southern California, they were seventy-five cents per, and Whitley had severe munchies. She’d added some pounds since her college athlete years but being a couple of inches over seven feet tall gave her leeway with her caloric intake.

Whitley had worked through six of eight tacos and had one in each hand when her phone vibrated on the table. She chomped one taco, then the other, finishing half of each with a single bite. A pair of women in a booth nearby gawked at the exceptionally tall girl passionately devouring two pounds of cheap Mexican food. One of them grimaced and turned away, but the other continued to gape. 

“Luv dish plashe,” Whitley managed as she packed what remained of the tacos into her mouth and raised her hands victoriously. Her feast complete, Whitley acknowledged her spectators in the adjacent booth. “This concludes the evening’s performance. Tips are appreciated, particularly in the form of Mexi-tots.” The staring woman blinked a few times until her friend nudged her, and she finally pulled her eyes away. 

Whitley checked her phone. She’d received a reply to her lodging inquiry. She took a draw of her soda and read the message.

Are you still looking for somewhere to live? If so, we would love to meet you. You can text us at the number below.


“Sweet,” she said aloud, brushing taco shrapnel off her shirt. She rose to her feet, immediately drawing all eyes in the dining area. She bussed her tray and dodged a hanging fluorescent lamp while firing off a text from her phone. The phone was the size of a small tablet, but a perfect fit for lengthy hands.

Hey, it's Whitley. How soon can I drop by?


She received a reply as she climbed into her SUV.

This evening, if you are available. I will send you the address.


Whitley mapped the directions. It was only a few minutes away, meaning she could hit her new favorite Mexican place when she felt munchy. It was also affordable on a tight budget. Her dad had offered to pay for a hotel for a week while she found a place to live. If her luck held, she might only have to pay for a single night.

Sounds good. See you around seven.


Now all she needed was for her new roommates not to freak out when they met her.

I hope they Googled me.








  
  
  #2: First Impressions

  
  




221 Lake St. This is the place.

The white two-level home sat on a corner two blocks off Empire Street, the main drag from which the ruckus of college bars wafted over nightly. Whitley barely caught the address behind the cover of several low-hanging trees. Her tires screeched as she swerved into the driveway. She expected her prospective roommates to come and investigate the vehicle that had nearly smashed into their porch. Instead, she found herself idling in her car in search of any sign of life behind the dark blinds covering the windows.

Whitley checked her phone. She’d arrived fifteen minutes early. She considered waiting in the car but feared that would come off as sketchy. Whitley opened the door and stepped out, her feet easily reaching the ground from the high driver’s seat of her SUV. As she shut the door, a young girl pedaled her training-wheeled bike across the street in Whitley’s direction, stopping directly in front of her. Having not been around children recently, Whitley could not pinpoint the child’s age but figured her to be less than ten and older than six. The girl craned her neck up and studied the figure towering over her.

“You’re really, really tall,” she said, pointing her finger up at Whitley.

Feeling ogre-ish, Whitley knelt, though even on her knee she still dwarfed the child substantially. “You sure you’re not really, really small?”

The girl appeared to consider the possibility, before a twisting of her expression indicated that the idea was utterly ludicrous. She shook her head vigorously and pointed at Whitley. “No. You’re really, really tall.”

“Well, you’re right about that, kid. How tall do you think I am?”

“You’re bigger than my mom and my dad.”

“That’s probably true.”

“You’re a giant.”

“No, I’m Whitley, and I’m hopefully going to be moving in right here.” Whitley gestured towards the house behind her.

Her face brightened. “Wow, I’m gonna have a giant neighbor!”

“Don’t get carried away, kid. Where are your parents, anyways?”

The girl turned and pointed to the house across the street. “My mom’s right there.” Whitley looked up only to catch a glimpse of the rustling curtains. 

I seriously wouldn’t blame her for staring. “Well, your mom seems delightful. Maybe I’ll drop by for dinner sometime, but right now I got roommates to meet. I’ll see you again soon, yeah?”

“You bet! Goodbye, Giant Whitley.”

Whitley stood up to her full height, casting the girl in her long shadow. “See ya, Tiny.” The girl’s frown indicated she didn’t care for the nickname, but she decided to go with it. She pedaled back across the street, and Whitley again noticed the rustling curtains in the window.

Turning to her soon-to-be home, Whitley resumed the search for signs of occupancy. The blinds did not just cover the back windows, but every window, though there appeared to be lights on upstairs and in the basement. Checking the time, it was still ten minutes to 7:00. She weighed whether or not to grab something from her car, and decided on a backpack, which seemed non-threatening enough. She then re-assessed her ensemble, which consisted of gray jeans that ended at her calves and her orange XXL Durrenburg University sweater. 

Whitley climbed the steps up to meet the frustratingly low awning, which required her to crouch slightly. It angled upwards, allowing her some clearance as she moved through. The porch light was out, and there was nothing short of her dropping to her knees that could make her look any less imposing. I’m overthinking this, she thought. Shit, I’m still kinda high. Pulling her thoughts together, she backed up until the crown of her head met the overhang, reached forward to ring the doorbell, and waited.

And waited.

A few minutes passed, then she rang the doorbell again. She thought she heard a door open inside, but only silence followed. Marking the time, Whitley waited a full minute to 6:56, set her finger on the doorbell, pressed it three times in quick succession, and pulled away like she’d touched a scorpion.

Chaos erupted inside, as a series of footsteps thundered from above and below, accompanied by unintelligible shouting. Whitley prepared herself to make the worst possible first impression with a group of girls she assumed to be wearing beauty masks, painting each other’s nails, video-chatting with boyfriends, or whatever sorority girls did. She had no idea, in fact, what sorority girls did, and had no reason to think this was a sorority house, but when she imagined people who would hate her, she always thought of sorority girls. A cacophony of footsteps indicated one of them had stumbled down the stairs. As the occupants approached the front door, Whitley began to decipher the shouting:

“Is it seven already!?!?”

“It doesn’t matter!”

“But I’m not done with my—”

“Answer the goddamn door!”

“Fine, but you better put something on!”

“I am! Just let me—wait, where’s my robe?”

“Too late, opening!”

“No! Damn it, Alicia! Don—”

The door flew open. Whitley was greeted by two wide-eyed girls straining to look as welcoming as possible. But Whitley was not focused on either of their faces. The blonde wore a dust mask and a striped cat-ear hooded sweater with the sleeves ripped off to display her beefy arms and shoulders. Behind her, a Vietnamese girl in a black pencil skirt with her hair tied up in a power bun struggled to stuff a soccer-ball sized breast into a woefully over-matched black bra. The blonde pushed the screen open and pulled down her mask to reveal a bright, eager smile. 

“Hi, uh…Whitley, isn’t it? You got here earlier than we expected. I’m Alicia, and the one with her tit out is Krysta. Can we give you a tour?” 
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