I Could Just Eat You Up…
By Mollycoddles

“This is boring,” whines Ashley.  Auntie clucks her tongue.  

“We’re almost done, Ashley. And then you’ll get a treat.”

Ashley doesn’t like it when Auntie measures her.  Ashley thinks it’s boring and it takes her away from her video games and her fashion magazines and, worst of all, her dinner.  But Auntie thinks that it’s important to keep a record of how much Ashley has grown.

“You’re a growing girl,” says Auntie, “Soon you’ll be a big grown-up woman.”

Ashley already thinks she’s pretty grown up.  The tubby teen doesn’t understand why she has to wait so long to grow up.

Especially since Ashley thinks that she is much more mature than any of her siblings.  None of them were ever as big as she is now.  

She is 5 feet, 8 inches tall.  She weighs 280 pounds. 
Her long brown hair frames her round freckled face.  Her alabaster skin almost glows in the dim light, making her round naked body shine like a moon.  Ashley’s new breasts sag against the shelf of her burgeoning belly.  She is nearly as round as a balloon; she looks like someone pushed an air hose into her deep dark navel and pumped her up full of air. If someone pushed her over, Ashley would roll down the stairs like a bouncy ball.

Auntie pinches the hanging flesh of Ashley’s lower potbelly, testing her thickness.  Over an inch of tender flab between thumb and forefinger.

“Turn around, honey.”

Ashley huffs in annoyance but she turns around, her wide backside now exposed to Auntie.  She grimaces as she feels Auntie’s hands exploring the curves of her fluffy bottom, then fondling the folds at her sides, then pinching the blubbery mass of her outstretched arms.

Ashley knows that Auntie has to monitor her size to make sure that she’s healthy and growing.  Auntie always says that Ashley must grow if she’s ever to become an adult.  But Ashley is still annoyed.  These check-ups are just so boring.

Auntie loops a tape measure around Ashley’s middle and pulls it tight around Ashley’s waist.  

“Hmmm, 60 inches.  You’re making some good progress, Ashley. Soon you’ll be all grown up and ready to leave the nursery.”

“When will that be?” asks Ashley.

“Soon.  Okay, Ashley, honey, we’re done. You can get dressed again.”

“Finally!” huffs Ashley.  She waddles over to the footstool where she dropped her clothes.  Bending over is a chore, enough that she almost considers calling for Auntie to just dress her.  She knows that Auntie would not say no.  Auntie will always help her. But Ashley wants to prove that she’s ready to grow up, that she can do these things on her own.

She pulls the shirt over her head and, with some desperate wriggling like a frightened snake, stretches it over her boobs. The picture on the front of the shirt shows Hello Kitty, a popular cartoon character that Ashley has seen in some of her books and magazines.  The cat’s expressionless face is stretched into an oval across Ashley’s fat-bloated bosom. The decal is beginning to crack and split under the strain.  The shirt won’t stretch any further, so Ashley must leave her tummy exposed.

She does manage to pull the shorts up her thighs, but she can only button the fly by lifting her belly and fastening it below her pot.  Her thick legs barely squeeze through the leg holes without tearing the seams; her wide rump stretches the back so tight that the metal snaps on her back pockets can’t close.  Ashley grimaces. The shorts are tight and uncomfortable.

She turns to Auntie, her flabby gut wobbling.  Her belly hangs over the crotch of her shorts, almost hiding it from view.  “I need new clothes,” whines Ashley.

“Of course you do, sweetie,” says Auntie, tucking her tape measure into a pocket on her apron.  She smiles a wide, sympathetic smile, displaying two rows of snaggle teeth.  Sometimes Ashley wonders why Auntie’s teeth are so strange. They don’t look anything like Ashley’s nice flat teeth or the nice flat teeth of any of Ashley’s brothers and sisters.  “We’ll make sure that you get some soon.  For now, you run back to the nursery and play with your brothers and sisters until it’s time for dinner.”

Ashley hates playing with her brothers and sisters.  They never play fair.  The nursery is full of toys, but they never share.  Every time she tries to play with them, it ends with a fight.  As usual, the kids fight until dinner is ready.

Tonight’s dinner is a giant frosted chocolate cake.  The cake is so big that it fills most of the table; it has the circumference of a monster truck tire.  
“I’m the oldest, so I get first dibs,” says Ashley’s brother Greg, flashing a smug grin.  Ashley hates him.  He’s so greedy, he always takes the most food.  Greg has been living with Auntie even longer than Ashley has, so he’s even heavier than his little sister.   Ashley can still squeeze her bottom onto just a single chair, but both of Ashley’s older siblings have long since been forced to pull two chairs each to the table, one for each overstuffed butt cheek.  

Ashley’s sister Sarah doesn’t wait; she reaches out and grabs a handful of cake and shoves it into her face, smearing frosting all over her chubby cheeks.  

“That’s too much cake,” snaps Ashley.

“Too bad,” says Sarah.  She is wheezing with the effort of chewing the dense cake, her fat cheeks flushed red. “I want it. Get your own.”

Ashley grabs at the cake.  Within minutes, the three kids are squabbling and arguing over which of them has gotten the most.  The argument doesn’t last long – arguments between the kids never do – before the sounds die down, replaced by the steady sounds of chomping and chewing and smacking and wheezing.
Ashley eats three slices before she starts to feel sick to her stomach, but there is still more than half of the massive confection left on the table.  Ashley scowls as she watches Greg plunge a hand into the cake. He’s so greedy he doesn’t even bother cutting himself a slice.  Not that Ashley is any better.  Her hands are covered in crumbs and frosting.
“That’s not fair, you’re eating all the cake,” whines Ashley.

“Try and stop me, baby,” says Greg, laughing so hard that his jowls wobble.

When Auntie comes to take away the leftovers, Greg and Sarah have already passed out at the table.  They usually eat until they’re so drowsy that they can’t even bother to drag themselves to their beds.  Ashley usually follows suit, but today she’s too angry to sleep.

“It’s not fair,” whines Ashley as Auntie bustles around the table collecting the leftover cake, “Greg and Sarah are bigger than I am. They always take all of my food.”
“That’s what they’ll do,” says Auntie, “They will steal your food if you let them, because they are greedy.  They want the food that should belong to you.  You mustn’t let them do that.  Don’t you want the food?”

“I do!” cries Ashley, “But how am I supposed to stop them from taking it all? You should make them leave the nursery.  They’re too old to be here anyway!”

Sarah and Greg are the oldest kids that have ever lived with Auntie while Ashley has been here.

“They’ll leave when the time is right,” says Auntie.   She smiles again, her mouth stretching as wide as a Jack-o-lantern.

“Then I want to leave! I want to go somewhere where I won’t have to ever share ever again!”

“Oh no, there’s no place else safe,” says Auntie, “You mustn’t leave the nursery.  The world outside is full of bad kids who want to steal your stuff.  There are kids who want nothing more than to take all the toys and sweets that you rightfully deserve.”


Ashley gulps, her face going pale.  As much as she dislikes dealing with Greg and Sarah, the idea that there might be even MORE kids out there waiting to steal her stuff scares her even more…

“But… but it’s not fair,” whines Ashley again, “There’s not enough food for three kids.”  Beneath a thick layer of pudge, Ashley’s stomach is hard and tight, stuffed full to bursting.  Her stomach hurts, but that’s not unusual; Ashley never stops eating until her stomach aches.

“Oh, not enough? Poor baby. Would you like me to make you a snack? Just for you, Greg and Sarah don’t have to know.”
Ashley looks over at her sleeping siblings. They are like two enormous quivering marshmellows, snoring contentedly.  Ashley’s over-full tummy gurgles and groans in protest, but Ashley’s mind is reeling at the possibility of getting some more food that her siblings won’t.  Stupid Greg. Stupid Sarah.  This will be all for her!

“Yes,” says Ashley, “I want that.”

Auntie makes Ashley some cookies.  Ashley feels like she’s going to puke, but she eats them anyway.  Despite the pain, Ashley is deliriously happy to think this is all for her.  No one else gets a single bite.  Afterwards, Auntie even leaves the remainder of the cake.  Ashley picks at it a little before she falls asleep herself.

***


Ashley is glad, at least, that she only has to compete with Greg and Sarah.  Over a dozen of Ashley’s brothers and sisters used to live here with Auntie, but, over the years, that number has dwindled.  One by one, her brothers and sisters have all left until now just three are left.  Auntie usually takes the kids to Town when they get old enough.  Ashley never sees them again after that.
Ashley doesn’t bother to wonder why.  She doesn’t care.  Mostly she is glad because it means one less mouth to compete with.  Besides, it’s not like they are her real brothers and sisters.  They’re just random kids that Auntie adopts. Ashley is certain that not a one of them came from her own parents, because she does not remember any of those other kids ever living with her at home before she came to live with Auntie.

Ashley has lived with Auntie for over ten years.  Her parents sent her to live with Auntie because they knew that Auntie would love and care for Ashley much better than they could. Auntie has told Ashley that herself many times and Ashley believes that with all her heart.  She has lots of evidence, after all. For one thing, Auntie never tells Ashley no.  Ashley cannot think of one time when her Auntie forbade her from doing something that she wanted.  That’s much better than her parents.  Her parents were always telling her not to do this or not to do that, clearly because they were mean and didn’t love her like Auntie does.

Ashley lies in her bed, the springs sagging under her vast squishy bulk, a vapid fashion magazine gripped in her chubby stubby fingers.  Ashley frowns in concentration.  She hasn’t thought about her parents in years. She can barely remember what they looked like.  She shrugs.  It doesn’t matter.  They don’t care about her.  Not like Auntie.  She never says no.
In fact, Ashley cannot actually remember her parents sending her to live with Auntie.  She remembers that they were angry one night.  For some stupid reason.  Her mother --- yes, it must have been her mother – was yelling at her for something stupid.  Her mother was angry because Ashley had stolen a box of cookies from the pantry to eat between meals. That night, Auntie came and took her away. Ashley had never seen her Auntie before; her parents had never even told her that she had an aunt, but there she was.  For some reason, Ashley’s memory is a little fuzzy about the details.  She almost thinks that Auntie didn’t arrive in her house by the front door.  She seems to remember Auntie just appearing in her room, but that’s silly.  In any event, Auntie brought her here.
Auntie gives Ashley anything that she wants.  The corners of her room are piled high with glossy fashion magazines.  The floor is littered with dolls and toys. The closet is bursting with designer clothes. The bedside table is loaded with decimated cakes and torn-open boxes of cookies.
Ashley attempts to roll over in bed to get closer to the cookies on the bedside table, but she’s too heavy to shift her corpulent body so she just gives up.  Ashley has been a little angry at Auntie lately.  For one thing, Auntie keeps promising her new stuff, but Auntie has not brought her any new stuff in ages.  Ashley is bored with the same old toys.  She read about a brand new video game in one of her magazines.  Auntie promised to get it for her, but that was three days ago and Ashley still doesn’t have it.

Worse, Auntie still has not bothered to get Ashley new clothes even though she keeps promising that she will.  Ashley is wearing a very cute striped top; the green and black stripes make her round tummy look like a watermelon but Ashley doesn’t notice.  The top does not reach the waistband of her denim cut-off shorts, so a pink strip of gelatinous blubber is visible around her middle.  The blubber ring around her middle presses against the metal button of her shorts. It pinches her.  Ashley doesn’t like that.  Her thick legs are covered by over-stretched black tights. There are big holes in the tights where Ashley’s plump flesh bubbles through the torn seams.
Ashley grunts and flops over in bed again.  The waist on Ashley’s pants suddenly feels looser.

Ashley has popped another button.

She reaches for another helping of cookie.

***

It is a year later.  Greg and Sarah are both grown up now. They have both left.  One day Auntie told Greg that he was grown up and took him out of the nursery.  And just last month, Auntie told Sarah that she was also grown up and took her away as well.
Now only Ashley lives with Auntie.  At first, Ashley was afraid that Auntie might feel lonely now that it is just the two of them.  She was afraid that Auntie might bring in some new children.  But no new children have come.  For the past month, for the very first time ever, Ashley is alone with Auntie.
Ashley now gets all the cake.  All the pizza.  All the burgers and chips and cookies and ice cream.  

Ashley has been growing.  Auntie needs to check her progress.

“I don’t like it,” whines Ashley as Auntie measures her.
Ashley has grown an inch since last year, so now she is 5 foot, 9 inches tall.  She is 320 pounds.  She cannot see the numbers on the scale over the arc of her belly and breasts, but Auntie tells her the numbers.  Ashley doesn’t care about the numbers; she is just annoyed that Auntie made her put down her ice cream sandwich while she goes through this stupid weighing ritual.
“Oh aren’t you darling,” says Auntie, “You’re growing so big, Ashley!  Soon you’ll be big enough that you can leave the nursery! Won’t that be fun?  Oh my, Ashley, you’re so deliciously round now, I could just eat you up.”  Auntie licks her lips.  Her tongue is long and purple.  Ashley wonders why she never noticed that before.  She’s pretty sure that she’s never seen anyone with a purple tongue before.

“Are we almost done?” whines Ashley.

Ashley is bigger than Sarah or Greg ever were.  She is enormous.  Ashley is as fat as a baby seal, as heavy as a baby hippo – and she remains, as ever, as hungry and demanding as a baby bird.
Ashley can no longer fit into any of the clothes that Auntie has in her closet.  Auntie promises that she’s going to get some new clothes soon, but, until then, Ashley will just have to make do.  Ashley doesn’t like that; she wants nice clothes like she sees in all her fashion magazines.
Ashley’s shirt now rides up her belly, bunching into a tight roll right below her burgeoning breasts.  The stitches are frayed and breaking, large puddles of soft pale flesh breaking through the dying threads.  Her shorts no longer button or zip, so she leaves the fly open, allowing her soft round tummy to bounce out the opening when she waddles.  Her legs are so thick that they have torn out the leg holes.  Her tights have completely split down the in-seam. Most of her clothes are useless now. The seams have all split, the buttons have popped, the zippers have busted. 
Ashley is growing.  She is too wide to fit into anything.

“I’m too fat,” whines Ashley.

“Goodness,” says Auntie, “Who told you that?”

“No one told me that. But the girls in my magazines… they don’t look like me. They’re all thin.”

“You shouldn’t read those magazines,” says Auntie darkly, “They’ll rot your brain.”

Ashley is shocked.  Auntie has never said no to her before.  She can’t believe that Auntie would ever tell her not to do something.  She thought that Auntie loved her.

Ashley decides that Auntie must be mistaken. She hides the magazines under her bed, because Ashley doesn’t want Auntie to take them away. But Ashley soon forgets her complaints about being too fat.

Now Ashley is 370 pounds.  Ashley can barely walk without gasping.  She has to totter from side to side when she moves, wobbling like a penguin.  Auntie has still not bought any new clothes for her, so Ashley is forced to wear shorts that refuse to zip and blouses that refuse to button.  Whenever she can, Ashley mostly just wears underwear and doesn’t bother to get dressed.  Now that she is the only child in the house, she does not see any reason to get dressed.  

Ashley is suffocating under her own weight now.  She is too fat.  She is drowning in her own lard, swimming in blubber, struggling against her own squishy squashy flesh just to breathe.
“Ashley, I am going to the market,” says Auntie, “Will you be okay by yourself?”
Ashley grunts, annoyed that Auntie is interrupting her.  She is lying in bed, playing a new video game on her Gameboy.  She is propped up by a pillow, her double chin pressing into the shelf of her bulbous bosom.  She rests her game console against the arc of her belly, which has swelled so large that Ashley is almost as tall lying down as she is standing up.  Her underwear is hidden within her rolls, stretched to near invisibility by the monumental size of her thighs.  She is gargantuan.

“Ashley, you must be careful never to open the door,” says Auntie.

“Why not?” asks Ashley.  She doesn’t look up from her console.
“There are bad kids out there, remember,” says Auntie, “Kids who want to steal your toys and food.  Remember, you mustn’t let them do that. Your toys, your clothes, your food, those belong to you.  It does not matter if you have enough; it’s important not to let them take those things from you.”

Ashley nods but she isn’t listening.  Auntie keeps telling her that there are other kids out there, but Ashley has never seen them.  Now that she is the only kid in the nursery, life is good for you.  She doesn’t need to worry about anything.  Everything belongs to her.

Ashley doesn’t even react when she hears the front door slam behind Auntie.  She briefly wonders what is actually out there.  Ashley has never gone out the front door; she has never even seen outside.  Come to think of it, it’s rather strange that the nursery does not have any windows.  All the houses in her magazines and in her video games all have windows.  Ashley would use this time away from Auntie to investigate, but, honestly, that would require too much effort.  She is far too lazy to bother even getting out of bed.

But then she hears something.  Something thumps in the attic above her.  Ashley puts down her Gameboy, her eyes slowly rising to the ceiling.  There it is again. Thump.

What is that?  There’s no one else in the nursery now that Auntie is gone.  And yet Ashley is certain she just heard a noise.

Another thump, this time a little further away.  Something is definitely moving around up there.

For once, Ashley’s curiosity overcomes her laziness.  The obese girl drops her Gameboy and laboriously shoves herself into a sitting position.  It’s not easy with her monster belly in the way, bunching into thick rubbery jelly rolls as she leans forward.  But finally, Ashley is up. She swings her thick legs over the edge of the bed and lurches to her feet.

Thump. There it is again!  Ashley wobbles across the floor, following the sound.  Halfway across the room, she has to stop to catch her breath by leaning against a chair.

Finally, Ashley wobbles her way into the nursery parlor.  There is a narrow wooden trapdoor set into the ceiling. Ashley knows that it leads up to the attic, although she has never gone up there herself.  Then again, Auntie has never told her not to go up there…
She grabs the pull string and gives it a tug.  The trapdoor opens easily and a wooden ladder automatically descends to the floor.

Above her, there is only pitch black darkness beyond the portal of the trapdoor.  The attic has no lights.

The stairs creak and groan under Ashley’s bulk, but they don’t buckle.  But the trapdoor is tiny and tight! Ashley struggles to push herself through the attic door, but she it’s no use: She is too fat to fit.  Her butt is way too wide, her hips bumping against the frame of the trapdoor when she tries to push her way through.  Her belly squishes futilely against the doorjam, like a balloon filled with pudding.

Ashley pouts.  She is stuck, her bloated belly spilling over the door into the attic and her thick thighs and massive swollen behind stuck below in the parlor.  What’s she going to do now?  Wait for Auntie to come and rescue her? Ugh, what a bother!  Ashley is furious.
Thump.

Ashley’s eyes go wide in the darkness and her breath catches in her throat.  What is that?  She hold her breath and waits in silence but nothing happens.  All she can do is wait. And hope that whatever is making that noise isn’t dangerous.

She remembers all the warnings Auntie has given her over the years about the bad kids out there.  All the bad kids who want to steal her toys and her food. Now Ashley is getting scared.  One of those bad kids couldn’t have somehow broken into the attic, could they?  There couldn’t be a bad kid up here right now, plotting to steal Ashley’s stuff, right?

Gradually, Ashley’s piggy little eyes start to adjust to the darkness.  There is even less light in the attic than in the rest of the house.  The attic is filled with toys.  Some of the toys are things that Ashley recognizes – she sees a pile of dusty old X-boxes and Gameboys just a few feet away – but others are older and stranger.  A trio of Punch-and-Judy puppets dangle from the wooden ceiling by strings like corpses on a gibbet.  And, in the corner, Ashley sees a girl.

Ashley gasps in terror.  

“Go away!” shouts Ashley, shivering in fear so hard that her blubber vibrates. “These toys are mine! You can’t have any!”

The girl creeps forward, cautiously, her movements smooth but wary, like a cat investigating a new toy.

“Are you going to steal my toys?” asks Ashley. The girl stares at Ashley, her eyes wide and fearful.  She looks like she might be just around Ashley’s age.
“Are you going to steal my food?” Ashley edges closer to the strange girl. The girl is thin, ribs visible at her sides. She is dressed in rags. She looks like she has not eaten in quite some time.  She’s definitely here to steal Ashley’s food.

The girl looks pathetic.  Ashley wonders when she last ate.

“You have food?” asks the girl.  It’s a stupid question.  The girl can tell just by looking at Ashley, watching her porky jowls shaking in fear, seeing the thick rubbery rolls of flesh hanging at her sides and preventing her from squeezing into the attic, that Ashley must have LOTS of food.

“It’s mine,” says Ashley crossly. “You can’t have it! Auntie got it all for me! You’re one of those bad kids that Auntie warned me about! You’re here to steal all my food!”

The girl narrows her eyes.  “You don’t need all your food.”

“Yes, I do! I need it all! I’m a growing girl!”

“Yeah, growing sideway,” says the girl.

Ashley is shocked.  How could anyone say anything so mean to her? Ashley has not heard such shocking language since Greg and Sarah left.  Auntie would never say something like that!

“Holy macaroni, you are just about the fattest blob of lard that I’ve seen yet,” says the girl. “You look like you’ve been eating non-stop for your whole life.  Holy Cow, how do you even walk?  You look like you’d roll around if someone pushed you over!”
The girl walks around Ashley, sizing her up, cruelly pinching the tubby girl’s fleshy sides.  

“Okay, fatty, I don’t have time for this; get out of the way.”
Ashley starts to cry. She is so scared now!

“Cripes, can you even get out of the way? Are you seriously stuck in the doorway?”

Ashley can’t even answer.  She’s wailing like a banshee, blubbering like a baby, fat syrupy tears spilling down her chipmunk cheeks and dripping off her jiggling double chin.

Ashley gasps in shock and terror as she feels the girl’s bony hands press into her soft pale flesh.  The girl pushes and shoves, grunting with the effort.  Ashley kicks her stubby legs helplessly.  After a minute, she feels her blubber start to shift.  The girl feels it too, and she pushes harder in response.  Ashley wails louder.  If only Auntie were here to save her!

Finally, Ashley pops backwards through the doorway, tumbling down the ladder and landing with a crash on the floor below.  The fall knocks the wind out of her, but luckily her thick, gelatinous padding protects her from any major injury.  Lying on the floor, Ashley is as helpless as an overturned turtle.  She waves her thick arms, but barely has the energy to keep them up.  She tries to flip herself onto her stomach so that she can push herself back up, but it’s no use.  The massive mountain of her belly has too much inertia.

Above her, she sees the strange girl descending the ladder.  Ashley whimpers and whines and kicks her fat foot at the foot of the ladder without avail.  She sucks in her breath fearfully as the strange girl hovers over her.

“Where’s the kitchen, Tubby?” asks the girl.

“You can’t take my food!” cries Ashley again.

“And how are you going to stop me? Can you even get up?”

Ashley fumes, but the girl is right.  She is trapped under her own corpulence. 

From her vantage point on the floor, Ashley can’t see the girl now.  Ashley’s view is blocked by the tremendous trembling mound of her own gut.  But she can hear the girl’s footsteps padding away, followed by the squeal of the refrigerator door opening.

“Oh you have pizza in here,” says the girl’s voice.  “It looks like you have a whole pile of them.”

Auntie always makes too much pizza.  There is always too much pizza, even for Ashley. 

“It’s my pizza! Don’t take it! I’ll starve!”

“Quiet back there, Fatty! You’re going to let everyone know I’m here!”

Ashley is confused.  There’s no one here except her and the strange girl.  Auntie is at market.  But maybe if someone DID hear Ashley, then she could get rescued!

“Help! Help! Someone help me!” cries Ashley.  Yelling is hard work for Ashley’s weak, fat-clogged heart, so her shouts soon degenerate into gasps and wheezes.

“Ugh, shut up! Look, if I give you some pizza, will you be quiet?”

“There isn’t enough pizza for two people,” says Ashley, “I have to eat first, okay, cuz if I let you eat first, there might not be enough for me then, okay? But when I’m done, then maybe you can have some.”

“You’re not in any place to make demands,” snaps the strange girl, but she still shoves a greasy pizza box into Ashley’s chubby hands.  “Knock yourself out, Fatty. Eat til you burst.”

Ashley eats six slices before she starts to falter.  She keeps one eye trained on this strange girl as she shoves another greasy slice into her chubby cheeks.  The strange girl is gobbling slices from another box, but she also keeps one eye on Ashley.  Finally Ashley’s overloaded tummy is throbbing so painfully that she is forced to stop.

She wonders if the strange girl has had anything to eat today. The strange girl is shoving food into her face almost as fast as Ashley is, but, unlike Ashley, she seems to be motivated by genuine hunger rather than greed.  Ultimately, she only eats three slices, so hunger might be less compelling than greed.

“Had enough, Fatty?” asks the girl when Ashley drops the box.  Ashley is completely immobile now.  She is so stuffed that she can barely even breathe.  “God, I cannot believe how far gone you are.  I’ve seen a lot of fat kids in these catacombs, but I think you might really be the fattest. You barely even look human anymore.”
Ashley whimpers.

The girl shakes her head.  “Do you even know what’s going on here? Should I tell you? God, it wouldn’t do you any good, I’ll bet.  Not in the state you’re in.”

“You stole my food,” whines Ashley, “I’ll tell my Auntie on you!”

“Auntie? Is that what you call your monster?”

“What?”  Ashley stares in confusion.

“Your Auntie is a monster,” says the girl, “Don’t you understand that?  Don’t you see that she’s just fattening you up to eat you?”

Ashley cries and whimpers.  She can’t believe this girl would make up such horrible stories.

“That’s not true! Auntie is nice! She gives me anything I want!”

“She spoils you.  That’s why she took you away from your parents.  Do you even remember your parents? Where you lived before you were kidnapped?”

“Kidnapped?”

“Yes, kidnapped. These monsters, they… they kidnap naughty, greedy children and keep them, fatten them up, until they’re ready to eat.  They did it to me.  They did it to you.  The only difference is, I figured it out and I ran away.  I’ve been on the run, hiding in attics every since.  You don’t look like you’ve figured it out yet.”

The girl kicked lightly at Ashley’s blubbery flank, watching the thick gelatinous flesh wobble.

“Nope, looks like you’ve just been eating EVERYTHING that they give you. Are you here alone? Are there any other kids living here?”

Ashley blinks.  “There were… other kids…. Sarah, Greg…”

“Yeah, and then they just disappeared, right? They ‘grew up,’ right? Yeah, that’s what they say, but you know what really happened? They got eaten. And that’s gonna happen to you too if you stay here.”

Ashley cries.  She doesn’t want to leave Auntie behind. Ashley gives her so much stuff!

“But… where will I get food if I leave?”

“Not my problem. I’m just telling you how it is,” says the girl.


Ashley stares at the skinny girl.  She is just skin and bones. Her ribs form lines through her sides. 

“You can stay here,” says the girl, “But I am going to find my way out of here.  I’m going to get home to my real parents.”

“Fine,” says Ashley. “Get out of here! You’re stupid anyway. You can’t live on your own. I’m gonna stay here with Auntie, where I can get everything I want!”

“Fine. Whatever, tubby.”

Ashley cries as she hears the other girls scrambling up the ladder, back into the attic.  She cries and cries until her belly starts to grumble, reminding her that it’s been too long since she ate, so finally she rolls herself to her feet and goes to the fridge and gets herself some more pizza.  Then she goes to her room and plops her wide rump onto her bed, gasping at the ordeal.  It is rare for Ashley to spend much time on her feet at all, so this entire experience has just been way too draining.

Ashley spends the rest of the day waiting for Auntie.  She worries the girl might have been telling the truth.  Is Auntie a monster? Could Auntie just be fattening her up to eat her?  No.  No, it can’t be.  Auntie gives her everything that she could possibly desire, there’s no way that Auntie could be bad.

When Ashley hears the front door click open, she is so relieved. She wants to run to Auntie, but she’s too full and bloated so she just yells for Auntie to come to her.

“What’s the matter, Ashley?” asks Auntie, her looming form filling the doorway.  Auntie seems so much bigger than Ashley remembers.  “You look like you’ve seen a ghost, dearie.”

Ashley tells Auntie about the strange girl.

“There was this bad kid here!” cries Ashley, her double chin quivering against her heaving chest as she recounts her terrifying ordeal.  “She came out of the attic and said all sorts of awful things! She said that you were bad and going to eat me!”

“Oh, of course that’s nonsense!” clucks Auntie, shaking her head.  Ashley can’t help but stare at Auntie’s pointy teeth, though.

“And she said you’re just fattening me up!”

“What hogwash!” says Auntie.

“She said she was running away and that I should run away too… but I didn’t want to leave you behind! Who else will take care of me? Who will feed me?” whines Ashley.  Just the thought that she might be all alone… left without food, without constant food, her belly not constantly stuffed to the brink of rupture, is enough to make her almost start crying again.

“You did the right thing by staying behind,” says Auntie, pulling Ashley close to her.  Auntie’s arms wrap around the plump girl tightly, too tightly, pulling her close.  Ashley can barely breathe.  She feels Auntie’s grip forcing the air from her lungs.

“We simply couldn’t go on if our dear Ashley left us,” says Auntie.  Ashley can feel Auntie’s hot, fetid breath on the top of her head.  She can feel Auntie’s long long fingernails pinching cruelly into the soft flesh of her back.

“Besides, Ashley, you wouldn’t leave when we’re about to have a feast in your honor.  You are almost all grown up, after all.”

Ashley brightens up. “Really?”

“Yes, dearie. But first, let’s get some dinner into you. You look just about starved. Why, I’ll bet you haven’t had anything to eat in hours…”

* * *
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