Gingerbread

By Mollycoddles

Flo was baking a fresh batch of gingerbread in her kitchen, the delightful sweet spicy aroma filling her little cottage, when she heard the tell-tale gnawing sound.  Her ears perked up.  Could it be?  Flo rushed to her front door, made not of wood and metal but out of a single giant sheet of gingerbread frosted with buttercreme, threw it open and poked her head out.  Yup, there she was!

A young woman was standing at the side of Flo’s house, a big chunk of gingerbread mortar in her hands.  A chunk she had clearly pulled right out of the wall of Flo’s house.

This was to be expected.  After all, you don’t build a gingerbread house without expecting a few hungry visitors.  Flo was a witch, after all, and this was exactly why she built her house out of gingerbread.

“Nibble nibble, like a mouse! Someone’s nibbling at my house!” sang Flo.

The girl looked up suddenly, a guilty look written across her rounded face.

“Yeah,” she said. “Well… what did you expect? You build a house outta candy, of course someone’s gonna eat it! It… it is real candy, right?”

“Of course it’s real, honey,” said Flo sweetly. She grinned at this girl’s chutzpah.  “What did you expect? Are you lost, dearie?”

“Yeah, I was just hiking through the woods and… I kinda lost my way,” said the girl.  “I didn’t think anyone lived out here…”

Flo smiled a disarming smile.  It helped that she didn’t look like a witch.  People always expected a cackling old crone with warts and green skin.  Flo looked like someone’s perfectly nice spinster aunt, her chestnut hair lightly streaked with gray, her slate eyes commanding but friendly.  Instead of the traditional black cloak and pointed hat, she wore a comfortable pair of sweat pants and a baggy sweater with a big picture of a happy black cat.  Flo was over 500 years old, but, to the strangers who wandered into her little glen in the deep of the woods, she couldn’t have been a day over 50.

Clean living had its benefits.  Despite her candy cottage, Flo didn’t much go for sweets.  For most of the year, she lived simply – hearty stews of wild mushrooms, carrots and potatoes from her home garden, fish from the local stream.  Oh, and the occasional kid.  She was a witch, after all, and nothing tasted better to a witch than a nice plump human!  Flo’s mouth was already watering at the sight of this young girl at her doorstep.  People didn’t come this way as often as they once had, so this would be a special treat.  And just in time!  It was already September and Flo’s coven would be meeting for their annual Halloween feast in just about a month’s time.  Most years, they had to content themselves with venison or wild boar.  But it looked like, this year, they might actually get a decent feast!  

“What’s your name, sweetie?” asked Flo.

The girl rubbed her arm across her face, wiping gingerbread crumbs from her lips. “Jenny.”

“Jenny, huh? That’s a pretty name. My name is Flo.”

Flo looked Jenny up and down.  Jenny was a thick, short girl dressed in tastefully ragged denim shorts and a black babydoll shirt that hugged her ample curves.  Her dirty blonde hair was dark brown at the roots, tumbling out from under a battered baseball cap.  She wore old converse sneakers.  All in all, she definitely had that distinctive “sports fan girlfriend” look that Flo had seen on so many young women.  Most importantly, though, was that she was soft and curvy, her pert bubble butt filling out her shorts as nicely as her hefty rack filled out her shirt.  She had the slightest hint of a tummy, a little bulge over her waistband that spoke of a love for secret indulgence.  She wasn’t yet plump, but she had the kind of soft, supple body that indicated that she was constantly in danger of tipping over into chub.  Just a couple cheat days might be enough to do it.

“You built a whole house outta candy?”  Jenny whistled in appreciation as she pushed back the brim of her sports cap. “What are you, some kinda witch? Like from a fairy tale?”

Flo chuckled. “Well… what do you think?  Who else could build a house out of candy?”

Obliviously, Jenny broke off a chunk of marzipan rain spout and shoved it into her mouth, chewing vigorously.  Flo raised an eyebrow.  Most girls would feel embarrassed to so brazenly destroy Flo’s property right in front of her face… But Jenny didn’t give it a second thought.

Flo stroked her chin.  It was unusual to find a girl with so much… potential.  Sure, there were lots of big girls around these days, but it wasn’t just Jenny’s size that made Flo take a second look at the portly little shortstack.  It was that certain greedy gleam in the short thick girl’s eye when she looked at the gingerbread trim on Flo’s candy house.  It was the nonchalant naivety in Jenny’s voice, a tone that suggested she could be easily tricked, easily manipulated.  Flo wondered.  Jenny had a nice amount of meat on her bone already, but not nearly enough for her liking.  If she judged Jenny right, if this girl had a sufficiently greedy appetite and wasn’t too keen on asking questions… well, Jenny could make the perfect star attraction for her Halloween feast!

“Poor girl, you must be starving! Why, I have half a mind to bring you inside and give you a proper meal… so that you don’t literally eat my house.”

“Oh, sorry,” mumbled Jenny through a mouthful of sweet confection. She wiped her lips against her thick arm. “Guess I wasn’t thinking. Damn, what a blonde I am! This is your house, right? I didn’t mean to…”

“It’s quite all right, easy enough to fix,” said Flo.  “Listen, Jenny, why don’t you step inside?  Then we’ll get you some food that’s NOT architecture.”
“Yeah, yeah… that sounds good,” agreed Jenny, allowing the older woman to rest a hand on her shoulder and politely yet firmly direct her through the front door.  Whatever misgivings Jenny might have had quickly evaporated as she inhaled deeply, detecting the sweet reassuring scent of cake baking in the kitchen oven.

“I shouldn’t stay too long,” said Jenny as Flo pushed her down into a wooden high-back chair at the cottage’s small dinner table. “I’ve got a long walk home, ya know?”

“A walk, huh? Oh I bet you love that.”

Jenny grimaced. “Not really.  I, uh, was just trying to get some exercise.  Ya know, get out more in the fresh air?  I’ve been spending too much time in front of the tube and it’s starting to show.”  She squeezed a handful of pudge around her middle.

“Exercise? Ugh, how dreadfully boring! I bet you wish you never had to do that.”

“Yeah,” agreed Jenny absently. “Dang, that smells so good.”

She was already salivating as Flo placed a large apple cake in the center of the table.  Flo cut a generous slice and placed in a plate, pushing it toward Jenny.
“Go ahead, help yourself, sweetie,” said Flo sweetly.

Jenny didn’t need to be told twice.  She grabbed a fork, sank it through the moist cake and popped the first bite between her lips with obvious relish.
“Oh wow, this is soooo good,” she sputtered with a mouthful of cake. She suddenly eyed Flo suspiciously. “Like, so you’re a witch, right? Is that how you make this cake so good?”

Flo chuckled.  “Oh gracious no, it’s just ordinary cake, an old family recipe.  Women in my family just have a knack for baking.”

“Hmm,” mumbled Jenny as she gobbled another bite. “So you’re reallllly a witch? I thought witches were made up.  So what was it that happened in that story with the gingerbread house and the witch?”

“Oh nothing, I’m sure I don’t know what you’re talking about.  Now eat up, dearie.” 

Flo smiled widely as Jenny mowed through the first slice of cake.  The older woman deftly cut a second slice and plopped it back on Jenny’s cake with one fluid motion, so quickly that Jenny couldn’t be sure it actually happened.  Had she actually finished the first slice? No, it was still there on her plate.  She shrugged and attacked the second slice with equal gusto.

Flo could barely contain her excitement.  Jenny was remarkably incurious about her situation, easily accepting the strangeness of a witch and a gingerbread house without a second thought and then not even connecting the dots between her current situation and the gruesome fates that the fairytale witch had planned for Hansel and Gretel in the old story.  This was perfect!

“See, my stupid boyfriend said I was starting to get chunky,” said Jenny, spraying crumbs across the table as she indignantly talked with her mouth full. “The nerve of him! We just hang at home, watchin’ TV and playing video games, but suddenly I’m too fat for him! Whatever! I’m not even THAT fat.”

“Oh no, of course not… not yet.”

“Huh?”

“Nothing, dearie. Do go on.”

Flo spoke a quiet incantation under her breath and instantly the room was warmed by the subtle glow of magic discharging.  Jenny’s chubby tummy gurgled hungrily, her natural appetite suddenly stimulated by Flo’s magic.  Jenny blathered on obliviously as she ate, and Flo was edified to see that even the young chubbette’s constant chatter didn’t prevent her from eating.  And eating. And eating.

“We had a big argument about it, too,” continued Jenny, lost in her recollection now. “I can’t believe the nerve of him! But after he went home, I thought: okay, maybe he has a point? Just a little? I mean, I know I’ve got a little more pudge than I used to.  But who’s fault is that, huh? It’s not like he ever wants to do anything but sit around, so how am I NOT supposed to gain weight?  Anyway, that’s why I was walking in the woods.  I thought, you know, it would be good to get a little exercise and just clear my head.  Get some perspective on things, ya know?”

“Oh, of course,” said Flo. “It sounds like you’re way too good for him, Jenny.  What kind of decent boyfriend would ever criticize you?”

“That’s right!” Jenny brightened up. “That’s exactly what I thought!”

By now, Jenny had obliviously worked her way through the entire cake.  Her tubby little gut was visibly bulging against the fabric of her T-shirt, her breathing heavy as her full tummy pressed on her lungs.
“Oh Gawd, I ate waaaay too much,” huffed Jenny, leaning back in her chair and rubbing her swollen gut with both hands. “Dang, Flo, please, take the food away or I’m going to absolutely burst!”
Flo grinned and placed the palm of her hand on Jenny’s bloated belly, feeling the warmth and tightness through the thin fabric of her stretched shirt.  She was pleased to see that Jenny didn’t even flinch at the older woman’s touch; either Jenny was too bloated to care that Flo was feeling her up or she genuinely just didn’t care period.  This girl was the perfect combination of greedy and dumb!  Maybe that was unfair… maybe she was just extremely blasé about everything.

“Oh Jenny, poor sweetie, you know you can stop eating anytime, don’t you?”

Jenny whimpered.  Flo chuckled at her pained expression.  The poor little glutton absolutely had no self control!  It wasn’t just Flo’s magic that enhanced the growing chubbette’s appetite; it was Jenny’s natural gluttony suddenly given license to bloom, freedom to indulge.  Flo let her eat whatever she wanted without any judgment and the lure was just too much to resist!  Flo knew that, away from Jenny’s judgmental boyfriend, it wouldn’t be hard to make her feel comfortable with her growing gluttony.
“Please…” mumbled Jenny.  Her eyes were still glued to the table, where another cake had already appeared.  Somehow Jenny didn’t register this as strange. Part of it was Flo’s witchy magic gnawing away at the edge of the girl’s sense, dulling any natural curiosity that she might have about the wondrous things around her.  But part of it was also Jenny’s own deep-seated gluttony overpowering any doubts in its demand to be satiated.
“Tsk, tsk, the things I do for you!” giggled Flo.  She snapped her fingers and the food disappeared. “I hope you appreciate this. But after all, it wouldn’t do to have you explode.  We wouldn’t want to have to clean up that mess.”  Flo giggled again.

“Oh thank you,” sighed Jenny, “I’m so stuffed… I just couldn’t eat another bite… but all this food is just so good… I don’t know what’s come over me.”

“Now, now, no more worrying,” said Flo. “Let’s get you to bed!”  Jenny didn’t resist as Flo slipped her arm around the young woman’s back and helped to hoist her to her feet.  Jenny groaned loudly as she felt gravity tug as her enormous packed belly, but she was too bloated and woozy to do anything other than to follow where Flo led her.  Flo gradually guided the overstuffed cutie to an ornate bedroom and lowered her down onto a decadently splenderous bed with satin sheets and big soft feather pillows.

“Good night, Jenny, I hope you have pleasant dreams! Because tomorrow is a new day!”

Jenny slept late in the day, snoring loudly as her overloaded gut gurgled and bubbled with the processes of digestion.  Flo wasn’t concerned.  She knew that by the time Jenny woke up it would be too late for her to begin the trek back through the forest and she would be forced to spend another night as the witch’s guest.  And after that? Well… Flo was convinced that after just a couple days of gorging herself at the witch’s table on the witch’s enchanted baking that Jenny would lose all memory of home… and all desire to return there!  And then Jenny would be hers to feed.  Of course, she didn’t have a lot of time until Halloween.  The rest of the coven would be expecting a nice delicious feast for their annual Halloween Sabbath.  Jenny was plump, yes, but she still had a long way to go before she could be considered to be an adequate meal for the whole coven.  Flo tapped her long, gnarled nails against the surface of the dining room table, pondering the task before her as she listened to the buzzsaw-like wheezing emanating from Jenny’s bedroom.  She thought she could do it.  She would just have to stuff Jenny as she’d never stuffed any visitor ever before.  That first day was encouraging. Jenny was definitely a natural glutton.  Flo just had to hope that she could cram enough fattening goodies into Jenny that she would balloon into a ponderous porker without exploding.

When Jenny woke, she didn’t waste anytime.  The chubby girl threw on her clothes and then followed the scent of baking pies and pastries into the kitchen as fast as her plump little trotters could carry her.

The rest of the day raced by in a haze of gorging and gluttony, as Jenny ate and ate and ate and Flo provided her with a steady stream of cakes and pastries directly from the oven.  Jenny would complain that her tummy hurt, reaching under the table to stroke her middle.  She might pause after a particularly indulgent binge, wincing as she rubbed her potbelly or forced out a bubbly belch, but she never stopped.  Flo could always count on Jenny to push her belly to the limit.
Jenny didn’t think to go home that night, so Flo helped her right back down the hall to the same guest room.  And the next day passed just the same. And the next.  Jenny was completely oblivious to the passage of time, all thoughts of home or her asshole boyfriend gone from her mind, as she lost herself in the ecstasy of eating.

Flo smiled to herself.  She was thrilled that, even though Jenny whined and complained constantly that she needed to stop eating so much, the greedy glutton never showed the slightest inclination to actually control her insatiable appetite.  Jenny never stopped eating from the moment that she plopped her widening bottom down into her seat at the table for breakfast til the moment that she finally pushed herself away from the table after dinner.  Certainly, Jenny would occasionally slow down.  After a particularly gluttonous session, Jenny’s chewing would slow and her mouth might droop.  But she never stopped altogether.  It was darling!  Jenny clearly didn’t have any idea how much she was actually eating, her mind elsewhere and her mouth on autopilot, so that she was nearly always stuffed to her utmost limits throughout the day.

“This food is so good,” said Jenny once again.  She said it a lot, but Flo didn’t mind the praise. “Damn I feel like I’ve been eating forever… wait… how long have I been here?  I need to get home….”

“Do you?  Do you really, Jenny? Wouldn’t you rather stay here and eat?”

Jenny burped lightly, her eyes glazing over both from the hypnotic influence of Flo’s suggestion and from the sheer greed of her indulgence.

“Hmmm… yeah… I think I’d rather stay here and eat…”

“Good girl.”

Jenny raised another bite to her plump lips, but Flo’s eyes were on the fat girl’s tubby waist.  Everyday, Jenny’s belly grew bigger and rounder and more bloated, her increasing gut presenting a visible marker of the chubby piglet’s constant gain.  Her swollen middle peeked out from under the hem of her shirt, a deliciously soft stripe of fresh new blubber revealing itself and pressing tightly against the constricting waistband of her denim shorts.  When Jenny moved to reach another sweet roll off the table, the overhanging shelf of new chub rose just enough to reveal the overstressed metal button at the top of Jenny’s fly.  A strained, porcine grunt escaped the chubby girl’s lips as she stretched out her flabby arm, but Flo’s attention was riveted on the quivering button.  The movement proved too much and the button popped off, flying from Jenny’s crotch and ricocheting off the table leg.  Her fly relaxed downward, allowing her soft, supple tummy to spill out.
“Aw shit,” said Jenny.  The exploding button seemed to have roused her from her gluttonous stupor and she looked down at her porked-up body as if seeing it for the first time.  She lifted her flabby belly with both hands and craned her neck to get a better look at the damage, frowning at the broken fly.

“I.. don’t have any other clothes with me,” mumbled Jenny, her chubby cheeks flushing red. “Damnit, I really need to cut back!”
“Do you really need to cut back, though, Jenny?” asked Flo. “Is that what you really want?”

“No…” said Jenny slowly as if weighing the possibility in her mind for the first time, the possibility that she didn’t really need to stop eating… ever.  “No, I don’t want to cut back.  I want to keep… eating.”
“I know you do, Jenny,” said Flo smoothly.  She slid her hand across the table, placing it on top of Jenny’s plump hand and squeezing it reassuringly. “I know exactly what you want.  And I want you to have exactly what you want.  I hope you’re not thinking of going back to that awful boyfriend of yours, who criticized you, who tried to tell you that you shouldn’t have exactly what you want, whenever you want.  He was only limited you, holding you back, keeping you from growing to your full potential.”

Flo licked her lips as her eyes dipped down to drink in Jenny’s tubby middle, that soft quivering belly sagging over the hem of her freshly popped shorts.  Oh yes, she was going to make sure that Jenny absolutely grew to her full potential.  She was going to be the perfect pork dinner for the gals in the coven!

“Yes… yes, you’re right,” said Jenny. “Forget him! I’m going to have exactly what I want!”

Flo smiled again. Everything was going absolutely according to plan.

The lost button was only the start of Jenny’s wardrobe woes.  Jenny’s weight gain was increasingly evident in the way that the ballooning beauty wore her clothes.  After she lost the button on her shorts, she still struggled to pull up her zipper every morning.  Jenny clearly either hoped that Flo wouldn’t notice or was too oblivious to notice herself… but she was obviously having more and more trouble with that everyday.  One day, the zipper had forfeited the top inch under the missing button, the two halves of Jenny’s fly pushed apart by her rotund belly.  The next day, it was an inch and a half.  Flo almost imagined that she could hear the young chubbette’s zip sliding down, notch by notch, with a subtle grating sound as she ate.  Finally there came the day when Jenny couldn’t do up her zip at all, letting her shorts hang open entirely to accommodate her big gut.
The days continued racing along in a blur of eating and Jenny was never entirely sure how much she was indulging. The only measure of her increased poundage came from her tightening clothes as it became harder and harder to wriggle her wide hips into her snug shorts… even with the button gone and the zipper wide open! Only a week later, Jenny heard a frightening sound as she plopped down in her usual chair – a loud rip that indicated she had finally split the seat of her overworked jorts.
“This is really getting out of hand,” said Jenny as she peered over her shoulder to inspect the damage.  She frowned at the bright white panties visible through the wide tear.

“Getting too big for your britches, aren’t you, Jenny?” said Flo in a bubbly voice. “Well, don’t you worry about that, sweetie. You don’t need to keep wearing clothes at all, you know.”

“But what am I going to do, just hang out in my underwear?” said Jenny.

Flo shrugged. “Why not? It’s not like we need to be so formal around here.  We’re just friends hanging out, after all.”

“I just…”  Jenny paused.  Now that Flo had said it out loud, the truth was that she couldn’t really think of a good reason NOT to just hang out in her underwear.

The next day, Jenny showed up for breakfast wearing nothing but her bra and panties.  Flo grinned widely, seeing how Jenny’s ballooning belly and flabby lovehandles already slopped over the snug waistband of her undies.  The straps of her bra dug deep into the fat girl’s soft shoulders and her cleavage was so deep that her breasts looked ready to burst from her cups.  Flo smiled appreciatively as Jenny entered the room.

“I fee a little silly just wearing underwear,” said Jenny, reaching behind herself to adjust the seat of her knickers.  Her fat ass continuously sought to swallow up her panties into a wedgie, so the poor girl had to keep pulling the fabric our from between her chubby cheeks.

“Nonsense, there’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” said Flo. “Now why don’t you sit down and tuck in?”

“Hmmm… yes, that sounds delightful,” said Jenny, wriggling her wide bottom between the arm rests of her favorite chair so that she could begin yet another endless meal.  Flo made a mental note that she would have to replace that chair soon, because Jenny was well on her way to outgrowing it.
Only a week later and Jenny was already complaining that her bra straps were strangling her, the body band cutting deep into her back fat and cutting off her circulation while the clasp pinched her soft flesh.  Her panties were still mostly comfortable, although the elastic waistband was starting to feel tight around her blimping middle. Flo knew that it wouldn’t be long before Jenny either gave up entirely on wearing clothes or simply burst out of her garments completely.
“This bra is really strangling me,” whined Jenny as she shoved another truffle into her eager mouth, her chubby cheeks bulging. She twisted her shoulders, the thick blubber covering her arms and upper back wobbling as she moved, and tried to adjust the straps without success.  “Gawd, this is so uncomfortable!”

“Just take it off,” said Flo. “We’re all friend here.  It’s not like you’ve got anything I haven’t seen before.”

Jenny perked up. “You sure? I mean… I don’t want to be uncouth…”  The fat girl’s pleading eyes showed that she was desperate for permission to remove the constraining garment; all Flo had to do was say the word.  

The older woman nodded.  “Go ahead, sweetie. That’s fine, of course.”

“Thank Gawd,” breathed Jenny.  Her fat face screwed up in concentration as she struggled to reach behind her to grab hold of the straining clasp.  With a gasp, she managed to pop the hooks from their sockets and the overmatched brassiere fell from her chest.  
“Oh wow, that feels sooo much better,” sighed Jenny as her unfettered breasts swung free.  Without a bra, her ample bosom looked even more impressive – two magnificent globes of flesh sagging against her swollen belly like a pair of golden cantaloupes.  Flo nodded in approval.   

That night, Flo watched Jenny slowly, laboriously waddle her way back to her room.  Yes, waddle.  That was definitely the word for it.  Jenny was so wide and round now that she tended to bob back and worth as she walked, giving her a distinctive penguin-like gait.  There was no way to describe it as anything other than an extreme fat girl waddle.  Just another indication that Jenny was blowing up into the fat little blimp that Flo always knew she could be.  Her hefty breasts swung back and forth as she heaved her way down the hallway; unfettered, they shifted like a pendulum of a clock, her fat nipples pointing the way.  Jenny still wore her tattered knickers, the last shred of clothing that still managed to wrap around her newly gargantuan body, but that was a mere formality.  The elastic waistband was stretched into uselessness, the fabric was tearing, great bubbles of soft flab squeezing out through the busted seams.  Flo could tell by the way that Jenny kept reaching behind her to pick at the stretched-out waistband that the flimsy panties were chafing her, constraining her.  But Jenny wasn’t yet ready to go entirely nude no matter how much her body yearned for absolute freedom.  The panties were a symbolic gesture, a signal that she was still clinging to her old way of life, a lie she told to convince herself that she hadn’t completely given into hedonism and gluttony beyond any hope of return.  The desperately fraying underwear were the last thing that marked Jenny as still human rather than what she really was – a naked, greedy hog.
By now, Jenny was way past plump. She was downright fat. She was obese. Flo first had to replace her chair, substituting a new one without arm rests so that Jenny could sit comfortably with the sides of wide ass oozing over both sides of the seat, and then soon after had to place two chairs side by side to accommodate her guest’s inflating size.  Her underwear could barely stand up to the strain of her ballooning body, her growing rump.   Jenny’s eating was out of control, but the bigger she got the less she seemed concerned.  Without clothes pressing in on her, reminding her of her size, she was free to indulge wantonly.  And without the constant creaks of a single chair to remind her of her escalating poundage, she ate even more.  Flo was ecstatic to see the changes daily in her poor greedy guest’s growing body; Jenny was like a living balloon steadily being inflated with more and more food everyday as extra pounds of soft, doughy flesh settled onto her thighs, hips, and belly.  The little pot-bellied piglet was turning into a magnificent show hog.
Flo had definitely outdone herself.  And yet.  The older woman couldn’t help but sigh as she watched Jenny’s retreating form, the young woman’s enormous ass swaying heavily as she plodded down the hallway, her breathing heavy, her plump hands pressed against the wall for support.  Flo wasn’t sure how much Jenny actually weighed – she had to be at least 500 pounds now.  Probably heavier.  It was incredible to think that Jenny’s failing underwear was still somehow hanging on.  The greedy growing girl had been living with Flo for over a month now and Flo was confident that she had completely forgotten about the outside world.  Flo was also confident that the outside world had forgotten about her… her boyfriend, her friends, her family, the authorities… they had probably all given up any search for the missing porker long ago.  Not that Flo was worried.

But Flo was feeling… wistful.  Jenny was such an impressive project.  Flo had to admit, it had been so long since any human had stumbled upon her gingerbread cottage, so long since she had seriously fattened up a piglet for eating, that she had forgotten how much she enjoyed this.  It made her sad to think that it would all be over soon.  What a waste!

Flo blinked, surprised at her own thoughts.  A waste? How could she think that?  This was for the Halloween Feast! It was only the biggest event of the year.

And yet… could she really bear to serve up Jenny to the coven?  Flo didn’t know how long it would be until she had another chance to fatten up a visitor.  It could be eons.  And, honestly, she didn’t want this to end.

Flo nodded to herself.  No. She definitely did not want this to end.  And maybe… she didn’t have to let it end.

***

Jenny’s laziness grew in proportion to her burgeoning waistline, so it was no surprise that she complained more and more about the short trek down the hallway to the dining room.  
“It’s just so far,” sighed Jenny.  She grunted as she attempted to roll over in bed, but the inertia of her massive gravity prevented her.  Flo stepped back to admire her work.  Jenny lay in bed, her massive quarter-ton of blubber sagging deeply into the mattress.  She had finally given up on underwear after the elastic waistband snapped during her latest binge and now Jenny was completely naked.  Losing her undies was the final step in her transition from normal human to human hog.  All she did was eat and sleep now.  Flo couldn’t think of Jenny as a human anymore; she thought of her as a pig, fat and happy and content.
“I don’t wanna walk all the way to the dining room,” whined Jenny. “Couldn’t you just, like, bring the food here?”

“Let’s not waste any precious energy on something so frivolous as walking,” said Flo, patting Jenny’s rounded cheek. Lying on her back, Jenny looked even more gargantuan.  The naked young woman filled the entire bed, her flanks sagging off the edges, her belly towering into the air.  Jenny’s neck had long since disappeared under a big thick roll of flab that gave her a pronounced double chin, while her big chubby cheeks pushed against her eyes to give her a permanent squint.

“Would you like some chocolate?” asked Flo.

“Hmmm,” said Jenny. “Yes, please.”

Flo smiled as she manifested a chocolate truffle with the wave of her hand and held it to Jenny’s lips.  The other witches would think that she had gone insane.  Maybe she had.  But she had grown too attached to Jenny.  She couldn’t think of her fat little charge as livestock anymore; she was more like a pet.  Was it wrong that Flo just wanted to keep Jenny for herself, to pamper and to feed her?  She was glad that Jenny no longer thought about her worthless boyfriend or her previous life at all; the only thoughts in the feminine fatso’s greedy little mind were all on food. 

The witches might be disappointed when they arrived at Halloween and found that they were being served wild boar or venison instead of the human girl that they had been promised.  Oh well. Let them be disappointed! Flo didn’t care!

Flo chuckled to herself as she popped another truffle into Jenny’s mouth, watching with amusement as Jenny slurped it down eagerly.  Poor dumb Jenny!  The naïve little blimp would never know how close she had come to being a Halloween feast.  But luck was on her side.  Instead of being dinner, she was going to become the most pampered, most doted upon, most well fed pet ever.  It wasn’t a bad life.

Jenny lay in bed, her half-lidded eyes glazed with pleasure, her mouth sucking down truffle after truffle, her swollen gut rising before her uncaring eyes.  She couldn’t imagine a better life.

Flo wondered if Jenny was giving up on getting out of bed completely.  And she wondered, if so, just how big Jenny was eventually going to get.  She might have to build herself a bigger gingerbread cottage.  Maybe even a gingerbread mansion.  Only time would tell.
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