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The Orange Light of Avarice is not a force that takes lightly to the whims of the Many.
You will not find it policing the galaxies, the silly sectors of space that the so-called “Guardians of the Universe” have bequeathed unto their little torchbearers. There will be no cheering crowds, thanking its flickering bearers for policing their every want and whim. And you will most certainly not see more than one wielder awash in its sickly golden glow—at least, not for long. 
For unlike the other colors that form creation, those various shades and hues that encompass the greater Life, the Orange Light of Avarice does not grow stronger when divvied amongst the Many.
Whereas the other colors grow stronger when divvied amongst ring bearers, like a fire burning brighter as it spreads to illuminate the darkness, the Orange Light is more akin to a glimmering pile of gold. Shimmering in the sun, and growing fainter for every pair of greedy hands that there are to snatch up what was rightfully his.
And now, what is rightfully hers.
A new hand touches the Battery, and so she will listen and obey.
It too, will listen and obey.
Soon, with her abilities amplified by the Orange Light of Avarice, all will obey her. Of the many worlds and the countless people that she has found herself able to subjugate—to bathe in the glow of Her light—she sees that there is much work to be done.
But what better place to start this wicked odyssey than her old stomping grounds? There was quite literally an eternity ahead of her in trying to figure out how her newest toy worked. How well it would blend with her deep pool of magical power...
The only real question was whom of her many enemies should she begin to mess with first?
***
“As if that’s even a question.”
Diana’s time with the Titans had never been all that extensive. But when faced with the opportunity to train some of the world’s upcoming superheroes—specifically those few and far between Titanesses in need of guidance. 
More specifically, martial guidance.
“Okay. I’ll let you know if anything comes up.” Clark’s voice came over the comm-link and into Diana’s ear, “A few extra sets of hands means less work for everybody; and if you really want to teach the girls a thing or two, there’s no better place to learn a thing or two than out in the field.”
“I’m sorry… the girls?”
“I’ll… be signing off now.”
The soft click of the communicator silencing from the Watchtower, and an eye roll from the Sensational Wonder Woman. 
The girls.
Diana was going to Titans Tower so that she could train women. What more could they have done than drop the “Teen” from their name to prove to the rest of the superhero community that they were ready to become more than children in their eyes? If no one else on the League was going to accept the fact that these young heroes were ready to be seen as more, then Diana would be the first one to welcome them as…
“Great Hera.”
As Wonder Woman’s feet touched the ground of the great patio that acted as an entryway for flying members of their team, she could see the pileup of pizza boxes from just outside the sliding glass doors. She had been young once, and the less disciplined of the Amazons were not that dissimilar to a bunch of youths (that, and Flash quite frequently left debris of this sort in his wake) but it still didn’t bode well.
“I’m going to assume that this is the product of several young adults living together rather than any slovenliness on my pupils’ parts…”
Stepping inside of the state-of-the-art facility, Wonder Woman’s honed senses could smell that the pizza boxes were not old. They were fresh. The warmth of the pies that had been within still hung in the air, as did the faint aroma of cheese, meats, and grease. 
“I suppose it’s not uncommon to have a big meal before training…” Diana remarked unsurely to herself as she took a few steps further in, “Although on Themyscira we tend to wait until after our bodies are exhausted to replenish our appetites…”
As unwilling as she was to accept Superman’s passive dismissal of her pupils, Diana would admit that walking into such a display of a lack of discipline didn’t bode well for her trainees. If she had found that they had any part of this, then there would have been no other course of action than to go harder on them than they probably would have liked. And while that might have dried up any future invites to the Titans’ tower, it was important that the next generation of young women defending the Earth knew how to properly keep themselves in check. If she would be demonized for that, then so be it.
“Kory?” Diana called out, cupping her hand to her mouth, “Rachel? We have training exercises to do!”
There was no response to Diana’s calling out. But there was someone mousing around in the Tower. Sounds of rummaging, muffled voices behind the inches-thick steel and technology between rooms. The immortal amazon narrowed her eyes in the direction of the commotion. Her hearing wasn’t nearly as good as Clark’s, but whomever it was in the other part of the tower wasn’t exactly trying to be subtle…
“Girls…”
Great, now I’m doing it.
“It’s the Seventeenth. Training Day.” Diana called out in a stern voice, her brow furrowed and her fist readied just in case, “Don’t tell me you forgot…”
In Diana’s long life, but during her time as a crimefighter especially so, she had become accustomed to these sorts of situations. Enemies having incapacitated her allies, and lying in wait to get the jump on those who would come to their rescue. It seemed like it happened every week, with the capes and costumes crowd. And not to disrespect the Titans or the foes that they faced, but Diana wasn’t about to let a fourth-rate supervillain get the drop on her. 
As she walked down the halls, keeping her steps quiet and her voice loud, she approached the sounds that she was experiencing…
Eating? 
Yes, that was it. The husky, messy sounds of great feasting. She had known it from the halls of Themyscira—indulgent meals after great battles, long stone tables laid out for her and her sisters to celebrate with. Granted, they had never enjoyed it quite as much as whomever was behind the silver doors of Titans Tower seemed to be doing.
Do any of the Titans have cannibal supervillains?
Should I be concerned?
“Rachel. Kory.” Diana narrowed her eyes at the silver pane outside the door, “Are you in there?”
The sounds of eating stopped. Suddenly, as if they’d been caught off guard. Whomever was behind the door, they hadn’t expected to be interrupted. Let alone by Wonder Woman, if they could recognize her voice.
The lack of noise in this empty tower was almost as concerning as the secretive, guttural sounds of indulgence. With all of the evidence she needed for this Wellness Check to become an Emergency, she quite literally punched through the door and tore it aside.
And for the second time she uttered—
“Great Hera.”
***
“We are truly sorry, Diana…”
“We just… we knew that you wanted to whip us into shape and we got…”
Watching the two of them struggle to find the words beneath their shame was hardly encouraging for the endorsement of maturity that Wonder Woman had given them in private, but it was also far from the most troubling aspect of hauling the two of them back to the Watchtower for a medical checkup. 
To them, they were “in trouble”. Getting hauled in by their ears by a senior crime fighter, despite being in their early twenties, like misbehaving children who had gotten caught in the act.
But to Diana and Zatanna, they were two parade floats squished into cosplay.
“E-Ever since I arrived on your planet, I have become an absolute xernhog.” The busty orange pumpkin said to her zeppelins as she struggled to look Diana in the eye, “I was worried, since it has been so long since I had last seen you, that you would… well… judge me.”
“I, uh… eat my feelings.” The cloaked mall goth cleared her throat unsurely, her pallid demeanor unusually rosy and cherubic—though whether that was due to her weight or her embarrassment, neither of the Leaguers could quite tell, “And… well… Kory was the one who suggested that we have one last hurrah before you helped us get back in shape…”
Get back in shape.
They kept using that phrase. These balloons dressed like Donna’s friends. But Diana had seen them quite literally the week before last, and they were perfectly normal—at least, as normal as a Tamaranean and a half-demon empath could be…
But now… they were hardly in shape to do anything related to heroics. Let alone train like an Amazon. It might have killed them! Where had the two warriors gone, and what had made them so soft and pliable and… round?
Starfire’s great golden stomach poured out over her wide, padded lap. The white NASA t-shirt that she’d used to make herself decent in lieu of any passable crime-fighting outfit giving up about two inches to the bottom of her tankard stomach. Her enormous chest distorted the logo beyond almost any sense of recognizability—fat watermelons that had grown ever ripe through what may as well have been a lifetime of indulgence rested and sloped off of the topmost slab of gutflesh that piled prodigiously in front of her. The poor thing sat a full foot taller than she used to—and Diana could only see a sliver of the shorts that she had decided to wear. Her golden-brown lower half was almost as distressingly round as her upper half. Starfire's legs were still thick and had an obvious strength beneath them, but her thighs were ample and meaty as they spread like pizza dough across the seat. Her calves curved outwards drastically, before tapering down to her small feet that kicked nervously as she avoided the gaze of her superiors like a child.
Raven was decidedly smaller, but only in that she wasn’t as rotund as her fellow Titan. Her skin had a certain rosiness to it, though there was so much more of it on display than normal. She had been packed into a hoodie that could have held Clark comfortably, but filled it so full that it visibly tugged around the greater diameter of her stomach. It should have been long enough that it fit snuggly around her hips—but with the vastness of a new pear-shaped form, there was hardly any hope of that. Whereas Starfire was stockily built, Raven had become just sort of… wide. And round. She wore a pair of loose black pants that hung low on her hips, accentuating her plump waist as her stomach billowed into the roomy front of her bottoms. Her thighs were thick and and pasty gray, heavy like butter as they poured out into the vastness of her half-demon dumptruck. Fumbling and drumming her fingers nervously in face of this inquisition, all that Raven could manage was squirming on her giant, plush rear while her eyes darted nervously from Diana to Zatanna.
“Diana, I think we should talk about a few things.” Zatanna cleared her throat, “Outside.”
“I agree.” Wonder Woman didn’t drop her stern demeanor, “You two. Stay here. I know that you Titans have a history of going off half-sheathed, but I mean it.”
In that moment, Diana did her best impression of Bruce.
“Stay. Here.”
“Yes ma’am.”
“S-Sure.”
And with that, the two older woman exited the room, leaving their younger counterparts in the Medical Center. Tests had come up nothing—they were overweight, but they showed no signs of nanomachinery or gene editing. They weren’t hypnotized, and there were no scientific reasons behind their gains…
“So you definitely made the right decision to bring me into this.” Zatanna put her hands over her chest, “Whatever’s happening to them… it’s definitely magic in nature.”
“I guessed as much. Their memories seem to have been tampered with.”
“Their pasts seem to have been tampered with.” The fishnet brunette answered definitively, “It’s different.”
“It is?”
“Listen, I know that you’re the authority on all things Magic around here. But I’ve studied under all sorts of wizards and goddesses and more than a few stage performers. I know acting when I see it. And I know mind control magic when I see it. And this is something a little more than mind control.”
“That’s reassuring. I can see why you and Bruce get along so well.” Wonder Woman sighed, “Is there anything else that you can tell me?”
“Well… it tastes a lot like my dinner last night. The magic, I mean.” Zatanna said off-handedly, turning towards the corridor and silently urging Diana to follow, “I eat a lot of street food during my performances, but I know the taste of Gyro when I come across it.”
“I don’t quite understand what you’re getting at.” 
“I’m saying that, whoever casted this magic is not only very powerful—enough to warp time in isolation—but also comes from your neck of the woods.” Zatanna did a dramatic turn, a small jiggle that hadn’t been there at the last Official Meeting showing itself in her stomach and arms, “When was the last time that you talked to any of your proteges, Wonder Woman?”

