Fat Little Piggy Petunia

By Mollycoddles

“You sure this is the right stop?” asked the bus driver.  He squinted as he scanned the empty horizon. 
“Yeah,” said Petunia, hitching her duffel bag over her shoulder.  She tried to sound confident, but secretly she shared the driver’s confusion.  There was nothing out here, as far as the eye could see, except for cornfields.  And she still wasn’t even close to her final destination: Prof. Franklin’s research farm.  That was so far off the beaten path that she couldn’t find any bus routes that got closer than this.

The spindly Filipina hopped down the bus steps, landing on the hot asphalt with a thud.  This was true hillbilly country.  With her dark skin and her short spiked black hair, Petunia must stick out like a sore thumb. Her punk style didn’t help matters – Petunia’s ripped jeans, leather jacket and multiple piercings made her look like a Mad Max reject.
What could Bess possibly be doing out here?  Petunia grimaced.  Her roommate Bess had disappeared weeks ago, but no one seemed to care. Technically, according to the police, Bess wasn’t even missing.  She was on an extended research mission with her mentor, Professor Joan Franklin. That was the line that the professor was feeding them, and everyone, from the campus cops to the real police, was accepting it at face value.  Petunia didn’t accept it.  She was suspicious.  Deeply suspicious.

Okay, maybe she was on a research mission. But that couldn’t be the end of the story.  Petunia and Bess had been roommates since Freshman year and inseparable friends. The outspoken slender Filipina and the shy chunky blonde made an odd couple, but somehow they got along perfectly.  Bess was so excited when she was first accepted to work with Dr. Franklin, the esteemed nutrition scientist.  Supposedly she was working on bovine growth hormone supplements or something? Petunia didn’t understand most of that scientific jargon. She only knew that Bess was on cloud nine. This was going to be the first big step toward a real career in food science for her!
But almost immediately things started getting strange.  First, there were physical changes.  Small but noticeable.  Bess started gaining weight. Her already thick curves swelling thicker, putting excess strain on her slacks and jeans.  Already ample up top, Bess really started to bust out after only a couple weeks into the program.  Petunia tried not to stare but it was hard not to notice that Bess was stacked! When Petunia caught a glimpse of her roommate undressing after a long day at the lab, she couldn’t help but gawk.  When Bess peeled off her overloaded sweater, her large hefty breasts bounced free, nearly overflowing a clearly inadequate bra.

That was no mere freshman 15.  Something was going on.  She tried to confront Bess about the physical changes, but talking to Bess was becoming more and more difficult due to, well, the mental changes.  Bess had been so excited to start work with Prof. Franklin, but, as the weeks wore on, she took her job less and less seriously.  At first, Bess spent hours pouring over lab results, drinking pots of coffee to help her stay awake into the wee hours of the dawn.  But eventually, she lost interest in research.  Petunia would catch her zoning out in front of the television, watching brainless soap operas and daytime talk shows – real trash TV that Bess NEVER watched – and shoving potato chips into her mouth.  When Petunia pointed out this strange behavior change, Bess just rolled her eyes like a petulant teenager.  That was so out of character that Petunia wasn’t even sure how to respond!
And it kept going.  Bess started becoming forgetful and easily distracted.  She giggled constantly, as if she was regressing back to being a giddy schoolgirl.  

And then she just disappeared.

Research trip, my ass.  Professor Franklin was up to something out here, and Petunia was convinced that the professor was using Bess as her unwitting guinea pig.  There was no other explanation!  After a fair amount of digging, Petunia had tracked the professor to this isolated research facility out in the country.

She didn’t expect that the professor would be happy to see her.

***

Surprisingly, the professor actually seemed very happy to see her.

“Petunia, is it? Oh yes, Bess has told me so much about you! She tells me that you two are the very best of friends.”

Petunia looked her host up and down.  Prof. Franklin was young for a professor – probably only in her late 40s – with long dark hair just beginning to show streaks of gray, thick glasses, and a welcoming smile.  She was sturdy, the sort of thick that comes from hard work on a farm rather than comfy days spent in an office, and, while her flannel shirt and denim overalls made her look more like a farmer than a professor, they seemed entirely appropriate on her.  She exuded a down-home country charm that made Petunia feel instantly welcome, even after barging onto the professor’s land unannounced and banging on her front door.

Right now, the professor was bustling around in the house kitchen, pots and pans clanging.  Fixing dinner, apparently, though she refused to allow Petunia to follow her into the kitchen. So the slim Asian girl stood in the living room, inspecting the country chic décor.  She grimaced.  She was a punk, so this floral wallpaper did not appeal to her.  She liked her walls black like her mood.
Though she couldn’t deny that whatever the professor was making in the kitchen smelled absolutely heavenly.

“Is that so? Is Bess around? I really need to speak with her.”

“Oh yes, of course, Bess is out doing some chores right now.”

“Can I go see her?”

“No, no, mercy no! When I say “chores,” I don’t mean regular farm chores.  She’s engaged in delicate operational research, we simply can’t disturb her.  But she’ll be back for dinner soon, if you’d care to join us? I know that Bess would be simply thrilled to see you.”

Petunia nodded.  That sounded… reasonable.  Prf. Franklin seemed to be on the level so far.  If anything sketchy was going on, she wouldn’t be so calm and collected with Petunia’s unexpected visit. And she wouldn’t be so eager to let Petunia actually meet Bess, either.

Petunia scanned the horizon.  There wasn’t much out here.  At first, Petunia wasn’t even sure that she’d found the right place, because this looked so little like a research center.  There was an old grain silo over there, and over there was a barn, and then there was Farmer Joan’s farmhouse right here. But otherwise not much out here besides corn fields.

“Sure, I’ll stay for dinner.  What are you guys studying out here anyway? Corn?”

“Oh no, we’re doing very important research into animal hormone supplements. You should really be proud of the work that Bess does here.” Prof. Franklin’s eyes sparkled behind her glasses.  “See, Bess is helping me develop supplements that could even end world hunger.”

“No kidding? How so?”

“We’ve had really great success in developing a serum that increases lactation in dairy cows.  Cows using my serum produce nearly triple the amount of milk. Think of what that could mean for people starving in the third world!”

“That’s great to hear,” said Petunia.

“We’re not stopping there, though. Our next subject is going to be pigs.  I’m right now hard at work developing a supplement that will help pigs gain weight at triple the speed, producing more meat for hungry families. Isn’t that exciting?”

“Very. Um, do you need help with dinner?”

“Of course not! Let me worry about that. That’s our country hospitality.”

Petunia tried to push her worries out of her mind.  Everything seemed so normal.  She watched as, tray by tray, the professor loaded up the table with a multi-course country meal: deep dishes of collared greens, buttered corn, tureens of thick brown gravy, succulent sliced ham, mouth-watering fluffy biscuits.  

“How many people do you usually have for dinner?” asked Petunia. “This is enough to feed an army.”

“Oh, it’ll just be the three of us tonight,” said Prof. Franklin. “But you know that Bess. Such a hearty appetite!”
“Uh…that’s not really the Bess I know. The Bess I know was always trying to watch her waistline.”

“Yeah, but that’s in the city.  Things are different here in the country.  Believe me, as soon as you taste some of this country home cooking, you’ll understand.”

Petunia unconsciously licked her lips.  The food DID look good!  Petunia was naturally a light eater, but even she was feeling a little tempted.  Her flat stomach grumbled at her.

“Tuck in, Petunia, don’t stand on formality.”  Prof. Franklin pulled a chair for her guest and motioned for Petunia to sit down.

“Uh… shouldn’t we wait for Bess?”

“Food’s gonna get cold. Bess will join us when she’s ready, she’s always a little late. That girl just gets so wrapped up in her research.”

“Huh. Now that DOES sound like Bess.” At least, the old Bess, thought Petunia.  Nevertheless, she was starving.  She hadn’t eaten since breakfast, so maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if she just had a few bites before Bess arrived…

It was the collared greens that did it. She only meant to take one bite, but something about them just tasted so good that she couldn’t stop herself from ladling great heaping spoonfuls onto her plate.  Next was the mashed potatoes with gravy. So thick and warm and savory.  So so good.  Then she couldn’t stop herself! She just wanted more more more.  She was shoving food into her mouth with abandon, not even pausing to taste anything. She just had to eat eat EAT!
Petunia lost track of time.  She only came to her senses when her fork hit the empty plate, the loud CLINK jolting her back awake.  What was going on?  Suddenly aware of the heaviness in her bellt, Petunia looked down to see her stuffed paunch bulging over the waistband of her jeans and stretching the fabric of her shirt.  Wow! She didn’t think she’d ever eaten so much in her entire life.  What had come over her?
“Wow, that was delicious,” huffed Petunia, leaning back in her seat and patting her swollen stomach. “You have to excuse me, I’ve really made a pig of myself! I normally wouldn’t eat like this, but it’s all so good!”

Prof. Franklin smiled, her eyes twinkling as if she knew some secret joke.

“Now then, Petunia, are you full yet? Just let me know when you’re full. I wouldn’t want you to go hungry.”

“Naw, I’m good,” said Petunia, stifling a burp.  She was honestly stuffed; her overloaded tummy was pressing tightly against the waistband of her jeans, her tank top riding up slightly over the arc of her gut to reveal a little sliver of brown flesh.

“That’s a shame, because you haven’t even touched the corn bread yet.”

Petunia’s gaze fell on the baking dish of fluffy golden cornbread.  How had she missed that?  Her belly was absolutely stuffed, but Petunia felt herself salivating all over again.  

“Maybe…just one slice…”

“Good girl,” cooed Prof. Franklin, cutting a slice of corn bread and plopping it on Petunia’s plate in one fluid motion.

Petunia didn’t pause.  She grabbed the cornbread in one hand and shoved it into her mouth, chomping through the sweet confection with renewed gusto.

“Another slice?”

“Mmm…yes…I mean no…I mean…please…”

Another slice appeared in front of Petunia and disappeared into her mouth just as fast.  And another… and another… and another…

Ping! The button on Petunia’s jeans finally succumbed to the pressure, popping off and flying across the room.  Petunia didn’t even break rhythm; to her, the busted fly only meant that there was less pressure against her poor, distended tummy.  Free of its denim prison, her bloated belly bounced out, full and round and proud.
Petunia stared, bleary-eyed, at the now empty corn bread pan with mounting horror.

“Here, let me help you to your room, Petunia. Why, I bet you’re just exhausted after your big trip!”

“Huh?” Petunia blinked in confusion.  “But I’m… I’m not done yet.”  What was wrong with her?  Her stomach was aching, her guts churning in protest.  She was soooo full!  Logically, she knew that she was done eating, but somehow… somehow she still wanted more!

What was happening to her? What did this woman do to her?

“What… what did you do to me?” asked Petunia, a note of anger creeping into her voice.

“Why, I didn’t do anything at all to you, Petunia.  I just served you dinner, it’s not my fault that you decided to make such a pig of yourself.  What a naughty piggy you’ve been! You really did eat way too much, didn’t you, piggy?”

“I…I’m not a piggy…what are… what are you saying? You must have…put something…in my food…”

Petunia was already having trouble thinking straight. She must have been drugged! That was the only possible explanation, but somehow she couldn’t muster up the willpower to get properly angry.  Her head felt like it was filled with cotton candy. Petunia was too dazed to even think much about how she’d just popped the button on her jeans.  Normally she would have been so embarrassed about that, but she could barely even remember it happening.  As Joan led her to the guest bedroom, a groggy Petunia looked down to see her plump tummy hanging out of her busted pants, wobbling slightly as she walked.  When did that happen?

Joan tucked Petunia into bed.  “Sleep tight, piggy. Cuz tomorrow, you have a big day ahead of you.”  She giggled as she patted the mound of Petunia’s bloated belly through the sheets. “A big day of eating, that is!”

*** 

Petunia woke the next morning with a ravenous hunger.  She vaguely remembered some weirdness the day before, but… well… honestly, she couldn’t quite place her finger on it. Then again, Petunia was having a lot of trouble remembering things this morning.  For example, where was she?

“Hi Petunia, did you sleep well?”

“Uh… yeah?” said Petunia, “Where am I?”

“Why, you’re at the farm,” said the professor appearing at the door with a platter of eggs and toast. “Don’t you remember, Petunia? Or should I call you piggy?”

“Piggy? Me? What is this…all about? Who are you?”

“Just call me Farmer Joan, your friend Bess already does.”

“Bess… Bess is here?”

“Oh, you’ll get to reunite with her soon. But first, how about some breakfast?”

“Yes! Breakfast!” said Petunia, sitting up in bed.  Her belly, still puffed out from last night’s feast, squished against her lap, but Petunia didn’t notice.  She was too excited about that delicious breakfast!
“Easy there, piggy,” said Farmer Joan, chuckling as Petunia shoveled the buttery scrambled eggs and hot crispy toast into her maw.

“More!” squealed Petunia.
“Already?”

“I’m still hungry,” whined Petunia, “No…wait..” She shook her head, rubbing her eyes to clear her thoughts.  “No…what am I doing? What’s…what’s wrong with me? What did you do to me, Farmer Joan? I mean… professor….Joan?”

“Farmer Joan” chuckled again.

“Just a little bit of my new supplement in your dinner last night. And in your breakfast this morning.  I have to say, I’m pretty pleased with the results. Our porcine supplement seems to work a lot faster than our bovine formula.  Isn’t it exciting to play a part in scientific progress, piggy? Think about it while you can, because you won’t be able to think much longer.  Pretty soon, you’ll be just like Bess: a dumb animal unable to think about anything except her most basic urges. Sex. Sleep. Food.”

Petunia’s eyes lit up. “Food?”

“That’s right.  Don’t stop, we’ve got plenty more for you.”

It didn’t take long for the new formula’s other effects to start showing.  In just a couple days, Petunia’s naturally brown skin started to lighten, turning a rosy shade of pink like the hungry pig that she was.  Her slim body started to grow as Petunia found herself unable to think about anything other than food and eating and filling herself up.  Everyday, Farmer Joan brought her breakfast in bed.  Everyday, Farmer Joan stuffed her new guest at dinner.  And under the influence of Prof. Franklin’s new formula, Petunia was expanding into a gluttonous, lard-ridden sow, so greedy that she was constantly squealing for more food.

After weeks of constant round-the-clock feedings, Petunia was nearly unrecognizable.  Gone was the slender punk girl. Her gut crept further out in front of her everyday, her toned arms and legs replaced by thick chubby trunks, her rear end ballooned into a big round bubble butt.  Her clothes seemed to be shrinking, her already busted jeans tearing apart at the seams under the force of her growing thighs and her T-shirt slowly morphing into a crop-top as it slipped up the swelling arc of her belly.  

Petunia didn’t even wonder about Bess anymore.  Nothing mattered except eating. She was so hungry.

“I think you’re ready for the next stage of your treatment,” said farmer Joan one morning after a particularly vigorous feeding.
Petunia lay in her bed, her chubby cheeks slathered with cake batter.  She stared at her farmer in confusion.

“Huh? What… what do you mean, Farmer…farmer Joan?”

“Well, you’ve been living in the house and eating people food. But that’s not right, is it? Houses are for people. And people food is for people? But you’re not a person anymore, are you? You’re a pig. A big fat greedy pig. And pigs live in the barn and eat slop. Isn’t that right, piggy?”

“But… I like…people food,” grunted Petunia.  The poor pudgy piglet no longer possessed the presence of mind to deny that she was a pig or insist that she was human.  All that mattered was that Farmer Joan was talking about denying her food. She did not like the sound of that!
“Don’t worry, you’ll get something even better.  You’re going to get all the slop that your greedy little tummy can hold. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

Petunia licked her lips.  “I… want that,” she mumbled, “I want to eat.”

“Good. Now follow me.  Let’s get you out to the barn and into your new home.”

“But I wanna eat noooow!”

“Just wait. There’s a special surprise in the barn that I think you’ll enjoy.”

Petunia grunted in annoyance as Farmer Joan slipped her shoulder beneath her arm and hoisted the hefty hog to her feet.  One foot in front of the other, Farmer Joan gently led the fat Filipina out of the bedroom and then out the front door.  Petunia glimpsed their destination across the cornfield:  The barn, a big looming red structure.  What was in there? Petunia scowled.  This stupid trek was cutting into her eating time.  Petunia looked down at herself, briefly wondering at the bright pink blush of her rotund belly hanging out from under the hem of her threadbare shirt.  Was she always so pale?  Wait..no…maybe? Eh, who cares?  Petunia couldn’t bring herself to worry about this strange change in her skin tone.

But all her grumbles disappeared when she arrived at the gates of the barn.  Farmer Joan had already prepared the barn for Petunia’s arrival:  Right there, on the center of the barn floor, stood a large trough, filled to the brim with pig slop. 

Petunia’s belly gurgled. Farmer Joan laughed and patted Petunia’s bulging gut. “Hungry, piggy? What are you waiting for? Dig in. It’s all for you.”

Petunia didn’t need to be told twice.  She stumbled forward, her eyes locked on the trough.  So much food! Oh she couldn’t resist, she needed to eat…. She needed to feed!
Petunia kneeled at the edge of the trough and inhaled deeply -- then shoved her face into the trough with an excited grunt.  Farmer Joan watched with barely concealed glee as the plump grad student guzzled and gorged.

“Mmm…s’good…oof… so’ good!”  Petunia mumbled to herself as she inhaled the food.  Leaning over the trough, Petunia’s broad butt stuck straight up in the air, shifting back and forth as the greedy girl ate with gusto.  Mmmm, more, more, more!  What was wrong with her?  She was certain that she must have already eaten enough to satisfy an army, but she couldn’t seem to stop herself!  Petunia was seized with a strange new hunger, a deep and insatiable need to eat and eat and eat and fill herself until she was absolutely glutted beyond belief.  She already felt so full.  Her bloated belly rested heavily against her thighs, growing larger and rounder and heavier with every ravenous gulp.  Petunia squealed in surprise as she felt her overloaded belly make contact with the floor, the smooth dirt shockingly cold against the warm, soft flesh of her belly.  But even that wasn’t enough to rouse Petunia out of her feeding frenzy.  The trough never emptied no matter how much Petunia ate and the fat pig girl couldn’t bring herself to wonder why… or even to care.  All that mattered was the needs of her greedy belly.

Something was building inside Petunia.  She could feel something big, something strange, an odd rumble deep in herself that she couldn’t identify.  All she knew is that the feeling grew with every bite that she took.  What was happening to her?  She didn’t know, but she couldn’t stop herself.  Bite after bite after bite.  Something was coming.  
A curly corkscrew tail suddenly burst from the small of her back, poking out proudly above the two perfectly round hemispheres of Petunia’s massive butt.  Petunia didn’t even pause in her meal to acknowledge the troubling change, but Farmer Joan noticed it.  What an interesting development!  It was almost as if Petunia had eaten too much, too fast, and her body had reacted by popping out a tail!
“My, you really are quite the pot-bellied porker,” said Joan, running her hand along Petunia’s rotund belly, pinching and poking to gauge the overstuffed girl’s fullness.  Yes.  Yes, she was pretty full.

“I’m so full, I… don’t think I can make it back to the house…oink!”  Petunia slapped a chubby hand to her lips, her eyes going wide, as she realized that the piggy grunt had just escaped her own mouth!

Farmer Joan chuckled wryly.  “What was that, Petunia? Did you say something?”

“I just said that I’m too full to move. Oink!”

“Well, Petunia, you’ve turned into the quite the porker, haven’t you?” Joan fondled the blubbery folds of Petunia’s belly, running her delicate fingers between the tubby girl’s gelatinous jelly rolls. “Oh my, just look at all this bacon.”

“I can barely even get up,” moaned Petunia.

“Then don’t. Why exert yourself, Petunia? Just relax. You can stay here in the barn. Wouldn’t you like that? If you stayed here in the barn, you’d get to eat like that everyday.”
Petunia’s eyes lit up.  “Every…every day?”  She licked her lips. Pop! Her ears suddenly popped into a pointed, lengthened shape – much like pig ears!  At the same time, Petunia’s nose turned up, looking more and more like a piggy little snout.
Already the gears in her head were turning.  Did she even dare imagine what that life would be like? Everyday would be a heaven of absolute gluttony, a euphoria of gorging, an eternity of food food FOOD!  Petunia’s jowls quivered as she licked her lips in anticipation.

Farmer Joan could tell that Petunia was already hooked.  This new formula was even better than the last one! It took several weeks before Bess turned into a complete mush-brained, pleasure-obsessed gluttonous cow girl. But only a few days and Petunia was already ready to become the perfect little piggy.

“Good. So you’ll stay here in the barn, just like the piggy you are. How do you like the sound of that?”

“I…I’ll get to eat…more?”

“Yes. As much as you can hold.  You’ll get to eat until you’re ready to burst.”

“Oink!” Petunia squealed. Her nose pointed up even more, becoming the perfect piggy snub.  It sounded like agreement to Joan.
“Excellent.  Let me take you to your pen. You can meet your old friend Bess.”

In the far corner of the barn, Farmer Joan opened the gate to a large pen and ushered her new hog inside.

“Bess, I want you to meet your new roommate.”

“Hiiiii! Moooo!” lowed Bess.  Once a slim intelligent woman, Bess had transformed into a busty, bloated bimbo of a cowgirl – she was still mostly humanoid, although her gray-and-white blotched skin made her rememble a Guernsey cow almost as much as the small horns and long, cow-like ears sprouting from her head and the long, tufted tail poking out from her backside.  Not to mention her breasts.  Bess was grown ridiculously buxom, her tits ballooned to the size of over-inflated beach balls and constantly leaking milk from her poor abused nipples.

“Hello! Oink!” said Petunia.  She squinted at the strange cow woman, wondering why she looked vaguely familiar.  Even her name seemed…kind of familiar? 

“What’s your name? oink! Bess?” asked Petunia, her question punctuated by guttural piggy grunts.

“What? Huh? Oh yeah, I guess so… what was yours?”
“Uhhh…Pet…Pu…” Petunia turned to look at Farmer Joan pleadingly.

“It’s Petunia, sweetie.”

“Yeah, what she said,” said Petunia, beaming stupidly.

“Wow, you must be really smart,” said Bess, “You know how to put on clothes!”

Petunia stared at the shredded remains of her old clothes, still hanging off her corpulent body in tatters, and momentarily panicked.  What were those? How was she possibly going to get them off?
In contrast, Bess was completely naked, not a stitch of clothing hiding her rounded curves, from her magnificent oveinflated udders to her plump pussy.  Joan grinned, knowing that, after today, Petunia wouldn’t be wearing much more than her old friend.

“My boobies hurt,” whined Bess abruptly. “Farmer Joan, could you please milk me?”

“Oh Bess, I just milked you this morning.  Did you make more milk since then? You naughty little cow.”

“I can’t help it!” whined Bess, struggling to reach her nipples with her own fingers in the futile hopes that she could squeeze her own nipples to relieve the growing pressure inside her chest.  “My boobies keep making more milk and getting bigger and bigger! My boobies feel like they might go boom!”

“Milk?” Petunia’s greedy piggy eyes gleamed.  She licked her lips.  “Maybe…I could help you, Bess.”

Bess was nearly in tears.  Her breasts hurt sooo much! The fat cowgirl was convinced that she was going to burst in a shower of milk before the morning milking!

“What could you do?”

“I could…drink…”

Petunia advanced on her former friend, hunger in her eyes as she watched fat droplets of creamy milk ooze from Bess’ puffy nipples.  Joan grinned.  How ironic that neither girl seemed to recognize the other.

Petunia wrapped her lips around the leaking nipple and took a deep drag, pulling fresh creamy milk out of Bess’ throbbing breast.  Bess lowed gently, sighing in relief as the pig girl suckled.

“Moooo! Ohhhh that feels soooo good! Keep sucking! Moo!”
Petunia didn’t say anything other than to grunt softly in her throat, milk dribbling from her lips as she lapped.  Her already overfull belly swelled outwards, filling with sweet creamy milk, looking for all the world like a bloated tick growing bigger and rounder.

“Mmm, that’s so good! Moooo! Thank you, Farmer Joan, I like my new friend!”  Bess giggled as she craned her neck to see over the swell of her own monumental bosom, to watch the bloated piglet eagerly draining her. “Ooo, look at her tummy! She’s getting fat!”
Famer Joan chuckled again, shaking her head.  It was true, of course.  Even though Petunia was already quite chubby – hell, more than chubby, she was downright fat – her stomach was still noticeably distended from her big milky meal.  It was ironic that Bess actually picked up on that, since the bimbo cowgirl was completely oblivious to her own size.  Bess didn’t draw the connection between her own growth – including her massive breasts – and her own excessive eating.  Joan wondered whether Petunia, when she finally stopped suckling long enough to take in the full extent of her new roommate, might do the same.  It would, after all, be pretty funny if Petunia noticed Bess’s absurdly zaftig figure when she didn’t notice that she had plumped up into a big pudgy porker.

“Um, like, do you think she could keep drinking? I like it when she drinks the milk from my boobies! I felt like my boobies were going to pop cuz they were so full!”

“Well, we’ll let her drink for now,” said Joan, “But she can’t keep going forever.  We wouldn’t want your new friend to pop either now, would we?”

“Umm…. I guess not?”  Bess strained to follow Joan’s logic, since everything beyond her own bodily sensations was too abstract for her to comprehend easily now.

As much as Petunia sucked, Bess continued to produce milk.  It looked like the pig girl’s hard work wasn’t going to have any effect on Bess’ breast as that mighty orb barely shrunk even an inch in diameter.

And Petunia still hadn’t even begun to drain Bess’s left breast at all yet! It would be a wonder if the greedy piglet didn’t explode first. She was going to have the fattest pig and the milkiest cow on her farm.  If the investors had been impressed with Bess’ progress, they were going to absolutely flip when they saw how quickly Petunia had degenerated into a fat, greedy, food-obsessed pig. 
Farmer Joan watched with a smile on her face.  This was going even better than planned.   

***
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