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Shannon couldn’t help but giggle at the sight.  Felicia was standing at the refridgerator, bent over so that the short skirt of her French maid outfit flipped up to reveal the twin bronzed globes of her chubby little ass, with just the slightest whisper of white panties visible between the two tubby spheres.
“Oo I see a hungry little girl who doesn’t watch her waistline!” Shannon said with a chuckle.

Frightened by the sudden noise behind her, Felicia shot up straight.  Unfortunately, the rapid movement caused her chubby tummy to pop out, instantly busting a single button from her white blouse and allowing her round little belly to hang out.
“My my my, Felicia, aren’t you a naughty little girl,” cooed Shannon, an evil smile on her face.  “Looks like you’ve been raiding the pantry after hours.  You know how much Master Williams detests thieves.”

Felicia spun around, her eyes wide, to see her tormentors.  Shannon and Marlene, two of her senior maids, stared back at her, evil grins on their faces.

“It’s not like that,” protested Felicia.  Poor Felicia!  Felicia was a chubby young Puerto Rican girl with long, wavy black hair, recently hired as the third live-in maid at Master Williams’ estate.  Poor Felicia had struggled all her life against both her mother’s cooking and her own Puerto Rican genes, both of which were determined to plump up Felicia’s belly, boobs, and butt until she was fat little porker.  Until recently, she had done a pretty good job.  Well enough that when she was measured for her maid’s uniform, she’d been able to fit into a small.  
Honestly, Felicia thought that the old fashioned French maid outfit favored by Master Williams was pretty goofy.  And she was pretty sure that he just made them all dress that way so that he could ogle the female help prancing around in short skirts.  Felicia cut a stunning figure in her short black frilly skirt, white blouse with nicely contrasting black buttons, and white ruffled apron.  Or she did at first.  But months of being around rich food at the Master’s many frequent banquets and dinner parties had finally started adding up.
But worse, Marlene and Shannon were intentionally fattening her up.

Felicia wasn’t dumb; she could tell what they were doing.  They always left bags of cookies and candy lying around and they always encouraged her to scavenge from the leftovers.  On the rare times that she had enough willpower to resist, they would actually BRING the leftovers up to her room.  And they seemed to take sadistic delight in poor Felicia’s recent struggles with her uniform – how the buttons were straining harder over her growing chest and burgeoning belly, how the frilly skirt no longer covered all of her plumping behind, how her legs were growing thicker and her thighs were starting to rub together.
“Oh and look what else,” interrupted Marlene. “It looks like our naughty little thief has ruined her uniform too!”  She pointed at the gap in Felicia’s white blouse that revealed the dark slit of Felicia’s navel, sandwiched between two rolls of soft flab.  “You know how the master hates when he has to buy new uniforms for the staff!”
“That’s what happens to chubby little bunnies who can’t watch their waistlines.”

“You two did this to me,” whined Felicia, nervously smoothing the fabric of her tight maid outfit with her hands.

“Oh, whatever do you mean?” said Shannon, feigning innocence.

The three young women all worked as maid in the palatial estate of Master Nathaniel Williams, heir to the vast Williams fortune.  But Shannon and Marlene had both been hired at the same time two years ago, while Master Williams only brought Felicia one bought a few months ago.  The two more experienced maids loved teasing their new colleague and generally making her life difficult.  Once they’d discovered that Felicia had a hearty appetite for sweets and no will power, they realized they had the perfect leverage over the poor girl.

“You keep feeding me,” said Felicia in a sulky voice. 

“Oh do we? Do we force you to eat, Felicia? Or is it just that you don’t have the willpower to resist?”

Felicia frowned, annoyed that they knew her so well.

“You keep feeding me,” she repeated.

“We keep feeding you WHAT?” said Shannon.

“You keep feeding me…ma’am.”

“That’s right. Don’t forget, you must always treat senior staff with the proper respect,” said Shannon, barely able to hold back a self-satisfied giggle.  She and Marlene were hardly senior staff.  All three women reported to the mansion’s main housekeeper, but Shannon and Marlene liked to throw around their slight seniority to bully Felicia.
That’s why Felicia’s uniform had been getting tighter.

Shannon chuckled as Felicia grabbed the hem of her frilly maid’s skirt and tried to pull it down to cover her fat little bubble butt.

“Oh Felicia, you silly little thing, don’t try to hide that, we’ve already seen everything.”

“I guess we have to report this to Master Williams,” said Marlene. “What a shame that he’ll probably fire you!  And I was just starting to like you too!”

“No, no, please don’t tell Master Williams!” said Felicia, “I really need this job!”

“It’s out of our hands, I’m afraid,” said Shannon. “Even if we don’t tell him, don’t you think he’ll notice that popped button?  The Master really doesn’t like having to replace uniforms! I’m afraid it’s curtains for you….unless you know how to sew.”

“I don’t know how to sew,” admitted Felicia miserably.

“Lucky for you, Felicia, that I do know how to sew! And I could fix up your uniform…but I really don’t think I could do it for free.”

“Oh nothing like that,” said Shannon quickly in reaction to Felicia’s expression. “I don’t want to be paid.  But I really think you need to be punished.  We need to teach you a lesson so that this doesn’t happen again.”

“Just for your own good,” agreed Marlene.

“Since you’re so hungry that you need to steal food, we thought we’d do something nice and help you out.  Why don’t we take you downstairs so that you can enjoy a proper meal?”

“I’m not hungry,” said Felicia sullenly.  She honestly was pretty hungry – the poor girl knew she couldn’t get through the night without a little snack at least – but she didn’t want to give these two harpies the satisfaction.

“Oh I think you’re plenty hungry, piggy,” smiled Shannon. “Look at you, just wasting away, you poor thing!  We wouldn’t want you to go hungry!”

Giggling, Shannon took Felicia’s left arm, while Marlene stationed herself at the right.  Felicia could have resisted as they led her out of the kitchen, but what was the point?  She couldn’t do anything! If she upset these two mean girls, they would report her to the boss – and the last thing that she needed was to have Master Williams angry at her!  The best she could do was to play along and hope that assuaged Shannon and Marlene enough that they wouldn’t do anything too drastic.  After all, what was the worst that they would do? They would probably just take her down to the dining room and laugh at her as she ate some of the leftover compote from last night’s soiree.
When they reached the dining room, Felicia was horrified to see that there was a lot more left over than just a little compote.  In the center of the dining room table stood a massive chocolate soufflé, still nearly intact.  A mountain of pure decadent cocoa goodness, it must have been a good four feet in diameter.

“No,” mumbled Felicia, “You’re joking.  You can’t be serious.”

“What’s the matter, Felicia?” giggled Shannon, patting her plump companion’s protruding tummy.  “Eyes bigger than your stomach? Hmm, though judging from the size of this potbelly here, I would have thought that was impossible.”

“We just knew that a big girl like you needs a big, filling meal,” said Marlene. “And we thought, since you’ve already been eating, maybe you’d like some yummy dessert?”
“You…you can’t want me to eat ALL of that?” said Felicia, her eyes going wide at the sight.  “There’s too much!”

“Oh but we insist,” said Shannon in an oily, self-satisfied voice. “Why don’t you just sit down right here? That’s a good girl.”

Meekly, Felicia allowed herself to be led to the table.  Marlene pulled out a chair and Shannon pushed Felicia down into the seat.  Felicia could barely muster up the strength to say anything; she was too far gone in shock at what was happening.  There was absolutely no way that she was going to even be able to make a dent in this soufflé.  She stared in awe and rising terror as Shannon cut a thick slice from the monstrous soufflé and plopped it onto a plate; she slid the plate over to Felicia with a grin.

“Bon appetite, Felicia,” she said with a grin.  “Now remember to be a good girl and clean your plate.  Then maybe, just maybe, we won’t have to tell the master about what a bad girl you’ve been.”

“Please…no…” 

“Oh Felicia, are you talking back to us?”

“No…ma’am…”

“Good.  Now you better start eating. You’ve got a lot to finish. And we wouldn’t want you to still be here in the morning when Master Williams comes in, would we?”

“No! I mean… no, ma’am.”

“Good. Now start eating. And don’t stop til we say so.”

Felicia stared at the chocolate soufflé in horror.  “But I can’t eat all that, ma’am!  I’ll pop!”

“Oh I’m sure a greedy little bunny like you will find some room inside that tubby little tummy of yours,” said Shannon, patting Felicia’s soft gut with mock sympathy. “Or did you already eat too much out of the fridge? Oh dear, you didn’t steal any food, did you?”  Then her tone turned hostile, all pretense of fake friendship falling away as her eyes narrowed and a nasty reptilian grin spread across her face. “Now stop talking and start eating, bitch.”
Felicia was at a loss.  She stared down at the soufflé slice in front of her.  Slowly, she reached out with trembling fingers and picked up her dessert fork.  This was it.  There was no way out.  She had to eat.

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.  She could do this.  She had to.

She plunged her fork into the soufflé and brought the first rich, chocolately bite to her glossy lips.  Shannon and Marlene both clapped and squealed with glee.

“That’s right, sweetie!  Eat up!”

Felicia glared back, her eyes furious, but she said nothing as she chewed bitterly.  She had to admit, this soufflé was delicious.  Master Williams only hired the best cooks, so that was no surprise.  Honestly, it was so good that, for a split second, Felicia imagined that she might actually be able to eat it all – she might be able to power through the pain of an overfull belly and get that entire soufflé inside her just for the satisfaction of that sweet, sweet taste.

She took a second bite, savoring the flavor on her tongue.  Yes.  Maybe she could.  

On her third bite, Felicia closed her eyes and a small smile spread across her face.  A soft murmur of satisfaction escaped from her, a deep purring in the back of her throat as her taste buds tingled at the decadent taste.

“Hey, don’t waste time,” muttered Shannon, poking Felicia cruelly in her fat, wobbling paunch to jolt her from her bliss.

“Sorry…ma’am,” said Felicia.  She swore silently under her breath.  She couldn’t lose her concentration like that again if she planned to get through this ordeal.  She just had to eat, eat, eat like a machine and hope that she either finished or her tormentors got bored with this game before she burst all over the room.

Felicia took another bite.  Chew, chew, chew, swallow.  Chew, chew, chew, swallow.  She couldn’t stop to enjoy the flavor.  This dessert was so rich that she knew she wouldn’t be enjoying it for long.  Pretty soon she’d be feeling sick to her stomach, pretty soon she’d be ready to puke.  She needed to get as much into her belly as possible before she hit that wall.

Chew, chew, chew, swallow, DONE.  Felicia dropped her fork on the table and sighed, but she knew she wasn’t near the end yet.  Shannon pushed another slice onto her empty plate.  Of course.  Here we go again.

Chew, chew, chew, swallow.  Chew, chew, chew, swallow.  The two other maids giggled and chortled amongst themselves, occasionally hurling catty little insults at their victim, but Felicia barely noticed them.  She was too intent on her meal.

Another slice done, another slice appeared.

How many had she eaten so far? Three?  Four?  100?  She’d already lost count.  But she was really starting to feel bloated, acutely aware of the growing ball of lard in the pit of her stomach, weighing heavily on her thighs and straining the bounds of her blouse.

“I gotta unbutton my blouse,” said Felicia, fumbling at her remaining buttons with her chocolate stained fingers. “Or I’m gonna bust it open!”

“Don’t bother with the buttons,” commanded Shannon. “Just let your belly take care of them.”

Poor Felicia!  She glared sourly at her two tormentors but there wasn’t anything she could do except keep eating.

Felicia’s tight blouse was making it hard for her to keep eating.  Apparently the threads holding that first button over her plump tummy must have already been frayed and loose, because, while it had popped off pretty easily, the rest refused to burst.  As a result, her blouse was growing tighter and tighter as she ate, but she couldn’t get any relief.  It was so binding around her middle that she felt like her blouse was going to choke her!

“But…then my uniform will be ruined!”

“Don’t worry about it. Remember, I can sew, right? I’ll just fix it when we’re done here.  Now be quiet and keep eating, chubby.”

“Let me take off my belt at least,” whined Felicia. “Please, it’s really hurting me!”

Marlene looked to Shannon, who nodded. “Alright fine.  Marlene, give our piggy a hand.”

Marlene leaned forward and unbuckled the belt around Felicia’s flouncy maid skirt.  Felicia gasped in relief, but her relief was short-lived as Shannon pushed the soufflé back into her face.
“Don’t stop eating, porky.”

“You’re making me fat,” said Felicia through another mouthful of rich, dark chocolate.  “Why are you doing this?  I don’t want to be fat!”
“No, but you do want to eat, don’t you?  You sure do love to eat.”

“Yes…but I can’t eat another bite,” moaned Felicia.  She rubbed her swollen belly with both hands, cradling it tenderly as if she was afraid that it might burst if she wasn’t careful. “Please don’t make me eat anymore, Shannon.  I feel like I’m gonna explode!”
“Come on, piggy, don’t stop.  You know you want to keep eating.  Mmm, isn’t that good?”

Powerless to resist, Felicia plowed back into the massive soufflé, tearing a great hunk of chocolate out of the confection with her teeth.  How big was this soufflé?  No matter how much she ate, she felt like it wasn’t getting any smaller.  If it wasn’t for the growing pressure inside her stomach, Felicia might have thought she wasn’t actually eating at all.  She shook her head.  Was she losing her mind?  Could she actually finish this entire soufflé?  God, her stomach was aching so bad!  
By now, Felicia looked an absolute mess.  Her face was slathered with chocolate, chocolate dripped from her pursed lips as she laboriously chewed.  The overly rich pastry was making her feel so sick to her overfull stomach that she thought she might puke if she had to keep eating.  

“Let me…just…let me just lean back, please,” she huffed.  She was so bloated that leaning forward put too much pressure on her overstuffed tummy. 
Shannon nodded and together she and Marlene gently lowered Felicia backwards until she was lying back in her chair.  The change in position was enough to kill poor Felicia’s straining belt, and the creaking black band finally busted apart as her enormously crammed belly overcame it.
“I can’t…I just can’t…” mumbled Felicia.  The world was swimming in front of her eyes.  She was so completely stuffed that she couldn’t even imagine taking a single bite more.  She felt like every square centimeter of her being was completely filled, completely saturated with rich, decadent chocolate until she was nothing but chocolate.  She felt like she was turning into a plump round chocolate soufflé herself:  her fat tummy rising before her like a soufflé rising in the oven.  “Please…stop… I’m done… I’m gonna burst… My tummy, my poor tummy…”

“Stop crying, you greedy girl,” said Shannon evilly.  “If you didn’t want to eat, you shouldn’t have been stealing food.  You’ve got plenty of room in there.  What do you think, Marlene?”

Marlene poked a long finger into the dome of Felicia’s overloaded belly, pressing hard enough to prompt a loud belch to tear from Felicia’s slack lips.

“Oh how rude!” giggled Marlene. “Excuse yourself, Felicia!”

“’Scuse me,” mumbled Felicia.  She was so full now that she didn’t even have the strength to lift her hands to rub her poor poor tummy.

“Excuse me, what?” prompted Marlene.

“’Scuse me…ma’am.”

“Look at this naughty little glutton with her big fat tummy.  Why, Felicia, you simply must watch your figure better.  You keep eating like this and you just might start to get a little bit chubby!”
“I’m sooo worried about you, Felicia,” said Shannon in a mocking tone of voice. “Don’t you think you’re eating waaaay too much?  You keep pigging out like this, Felicia, and one of these days you’re just going to go pop!”

“Okay you’ve had enough time to rest, Felicia, time to start eating again!”

Laughing, the two women lifted Felicia back up so that she could reach the table.  Poor Felicia!  She winced at the pain as she felt her belly compress when she leaned forward.  By now her tummy was so full that, under her fresh layer of soft flab, her stomach was hard to the touch.

Felicia opened her mouth to complain but all that came out was another loud bubbling belch.  That sent both Shannon and Marlene into torrents of giggles, but at least it helped free up a little extra space inside Felicia’s overloaded gut.  She even thought she saw the bulge of her belly recede just the tiniest fraction as she expelled the gas, but that was probably just her fevered imagination at work.  In any case, she didn’t have any time to relax now.  She needed to finish the rest of this soufflé before anyone came in and caught them all here.

Sighing heavily, Felicia attacked the next slice with as much gusto as she could muster.  She worked at it rhythmically: chew chew swallow.  Chew chew swallow.  Don’t even pause to think about it, she told herself.  If she paused, she might just be sick.  The only choice was to keep going, keep eating, and hope for the best.  

Her stomach billowed out in front of her, quickly swelling forward to replace the circumference she’d lost from her belches.  By now, Felicia was so stuffed that her blouse was pulling tighter and tighter.  She could feel the overworked buttons cutting into her front as her ballooning gut struggled to bubble out between them.  Finally, they couldn’t take any more.  The first button, right over the highest part of her belly, finally ripped off, bouncing across the floor with a clatter.  Felicia didn’t even stop to think about what that meant – all that mattered was that her blouse was just the tiniest bit looser, giving her just the tiniest bit more room to force more food into her overstuffed body.  Shannon and Marlene was laughing again, but they sounded like they were a million miles away.  For Felicia, the entire world was a blur except for that giant soufflé.  That was the only thing real to her now.

So she kept eating.  She could do it. She simply had to.  The next button burst from her blouse as her bloated tummy rolled out onto her thighs, her chubby bronze flesh wobbling like gelatin.  Then another – ping!  And another – pop!  Felicia’s blouse was in ruins now.  It didn’t matter anymore that Shannon and Marlene had promised to help her sew back that one missing button.  Her uniform was in tatters and there was no way that she could hide it.  If Felicia had been thinking straight, she would have stopped eating right then.  Because what was the point?  But she was too far gone.  She wasn’t thinking at all, other than to imagine that chocolate soufflé dominating her field of vision.

She lifted another forkful to her slack lips.  The soufflé was half gone, but she couldn’t stop.  She felt like a whale, like a hippopotomus, like an enormous, overfilled sack of wet cement.  Her belly inching forward on her thighs – she felt like soon her belly would stretch out further than her knees, soon she would be nothing but a big, round ball of fat – too fat and full to do anything but lie there and moan. Shannon and Marlene would have to roll her back to bed.  Was she even wearing clothes anymore?  Her blouse was destroyed, her belt was busted, she wasn’t even sure if her skirt was still on her since she couldn’t see past her own overloaded stomach.  She literally felt like she was about to explode, she was really just going to pop and spray chocolate all over the room. When she burst, Shannon and Marlene would be drowned in a torrent of chocolate soufflé.  There was no way that she wouldn’t just fill the room.  Oh Gawd she would probably fill the room one way or another if she kept eating.  If she kept eating, she would be as big as a house, as big as THIS house, just so very very very big and fat and round.

“Stop,” mumbled Felicia, but she couldn’t stop her own hand bringing more cake to her lips. “You’re…making me…so…BELCH!...fat…I’m gonna be… a whale…BELCH!..why are you doing this… I don’t want to…I don’t wanna…please…”
“Are you sure, Felicia? I think you look so cute with a little chub. Don’t you think so, Marlene?”

“Oh yes, a girl like you looks better a little thick.  We’re just helping you.  Don’t you want our help, Felicia?”

“Noooo…I…please…”

“Now now, Felicia, you know how to properly address us?”

“Please…ma’am…”

“I think for that little breach of etiquette we really should make you finish the whole thing.  I mean, I was thinking maybe we should let you stop before you burst, but, if you’re going to give us that attitude…well, I guess we’d better make you finish! Just so you learn your place.”

Felicia moaned, a chunk of soufflé falling from her lips.  “Oh…noo…no more…can’t…can’t eat…another bite…please…ma’am…I really will…gonna ‘splode…”

“Hmm.” Shannon patted Felicia’s gargantuan gut, smirking as she noticed how tight and full it was.  She couldn’t even poke a finger into it, it was so tightly packed!  Felicia had already eaten way more than Shannon had ever dreamed was possible, so maybe it was time to give her a break.

“Okay, Felicia, do you think you’ve had enough?  Is poor fat little Felicia all filled up?  Couldn’t eat anymore?”

“Yesss…I’m…full…can’t eat…anymore…”

“Really?  No more room in your big fat tummy?”

“Noo…I’m…oh Gawd…I’m so full…I can’t eat…”

“Not even one more bite? Not even one more teeny tiny widdle little bite?” said Shannon, mocking poor Felicia with her baby talk.

Felicia shook her head miserably. “No…ma’am…”

“Okay, Felicia, I believe you.  I think you really are completely filled up, so we’ll be nice to you.  We won’t make you finish the rest of the soufflé…IF…if, and this is ONLY if, mind you, you can eat one more bite.”

Felicia’s eyes bugged out of her head.

“Just one tiny little bite,” mocked Shannon, “You can do that, can’t you? That’s allllll we ask. And then you won’t ever have to eat any more chocolate soufflé for as long as you live.  We promise!”

Felicia stared at the plate in front of her, struggling to focus.  She was so stuffed and bloated that she was certain she was going to pass out and fall, face first, into her dessert.  Could she manage just one more bite?  She genuinely couldn’t fathom eating anymore.  Her stomach was packed so full and firm that she felt like a human bowling ball.  She could feel her enormous meal pressing against every inch of her stomach from the inside, stretching it out to what must be its utmost limits.

Poor Felicia could only shake her head.  No. She couldn’t do it.  There was just no way.

“Oh Felicia, how disappointing! Are you telling me that a fat little piggy like you can’t fit down just one more tiny widdle little bite more?” said Shannon in a mocking sing-song voice.  She picked up Felicia’s dropped fork and stabbed a morsel of stray chocolate from her plate.  “Poor baby, let me help you.”
“OOOOh no, Shannon, you’d better not!” said Marlene, rubbing her hands over the swell of Felicia’s exposed gut.  “She’s already eaten soooo much.  I think she might be right: Felicia’s all filled up!”
“Nonsense, she’s got plenty of room for more! C’mon, Felicia, just open up!”

Felicia didn’t have the willpower to do anything but obey.  Without a word, she let her mouth hang open.  She didn’t care anymore.  Fine.  Whatever.  Let her explode.  It would serve her right anyway for letting this happen.  At least maybe she’d take out these two bitches in the blast.

“There you go, isn’t that nice?” cooed Shannon as she spooned the tiny sliver of dessert into Felicia’s slack mouth.  Shannnon grinned as she tapped Felicia’s mouth shut.  “Now all you have to do is swallow and you’re alllll done, okay, baby girl?”
Felicia felt the rich chocolate melting on her tongue, but she could barely bring herself to swallow.  Her overstuffed tummy just hurt waaaay too much!  Even breathing was an ordeal; she could barely inhale with her overloaded gut pressing so tightly on her diaphragm.  Everything hurt.
But she did.  She gulped.  Anything to make this all end.

Shannon and Marlene cheered and clapped.

“Good job, Felicia! We knew you could do it,” smiled Shannon, patting Felicia’s tubby middle.  Felicia groaned at the other woman’s touch; her fat, round belly was tight and warm to the touch and even the slightest touch made it tingle painfully.
“Please…don’t touch…my belly…hurts…”

“Aw, poor baby, that’s what happens when you eat too much,” laughed Shannon as she surveyed her handiwork.  Felicia looked an absolute mess: her uniform in tatters, her face slathered in chocolate, her stomach as big as an overinflated basketball. “Maybe if you hadn’t been such a greedy little hog and eaten alllll that dessert, then you wouldn’t be in this situation, no would you?”

Felicia raised her eyes to look Shannon in the face.  “You…you made me eat all that,” she said bitterly.

“Uh uh uh! You made me eat all that WHAT?”

Felicia dropped her eyes again.  “You made me eat all that, ma’am.”

“That’s better.  But what are you talking about, Felicia?  We never made you eat anything.  In fact, I seem to recall that Marlene and I tried to stop you from devouring all that soufflé.  Didn’t we, Marlene?”

“Oh yes!  We begged you not to ruin it, we told you that Master Williams specifically put that soufflé off limits because he was going to serve it as dessert when his hunt club gathers here tomorrow night.  But you just wouldn’t listen to us. And now look what you’ve gone and done!”

Felicia’s eyes bugged out of her head in shock.  The giant soufflé was still there – but it was torn to pieces, nearly half of it missing and big gooey chunks scattered across the table.  There was no way to hide the damage.
“No! No… you didn’t… you didn’t tell me that at all!  You tricked me!”  Felicia would have attacked the two giggling women, but she was literally too stuffed to do anything.  Even just feeling her blood rise in anger seemed to make her tummy hurt even more.

“Oh, but we can just worry about all that tomorrow, can’t we?  When we have a nice long chat with Master Williams.  I’m sure that he’d looove to know all about what a naughty little piggy you’ve been.

Felicia wanted to cry.  There was nothing that she could do.

“But we’re not completely heartless,” continued Shannon.  “C’mon, Marlene, help me get this little cow to her feet. Let’s get her back to her room so she can lie down for a bit and digest.  Maybe her tummy won’t be quite so big and incriminating by the time Master Williams comes to talk to her about his ruined dessert. Hee hee!”

Felicia didn’t resist. The two women had some difficulty lugging Felicia to her feet given her new added weight and lower center of gravity.  She was despondent.  There was no way that Master Williams would believe her.  She would lose her job for sure.  Shannon and Marlene had won.

Except that, as they dragged the nearly comatose Felicia from the dining room, they had forgotten one thing.

The security cameras.
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