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2! She put it to her ear and kept the racket in the other hand.
MriSugarvale: The coach turned and started collecting balls. Same bright
2{(singsong,idelighted) cartoon voice from Jennifer’s office.
sInithelmiddleloff{destiny.imyldeariYouvelbeen The'

IotteryIMriSugaryale’s!Chocolate|Factory.

E)
MriSugarvale:

3(pleased)
¢ Altour{Candy/enoughito/spoillallifetimeYAnd one/million[dollars;

should|fortune|find you|the/hungriest:

1 P

(wary) £ S 4 )

“Yeah, this is Alana\Wholisithis¥cause I'm kinda in the middle of i'pﬁethingi"
i ey > 3
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(awed;allaughlunderiit)l (barely a breath, looking|up)
“Thlsi is not a museum. Thislis.a whole \world:> “:@})E@w\

R

hrmseff)’
“Behold'ﬁ ‘szeets. The garden Do try not togafaint.”
| ?

They stepped inside and the brick courtyard was gone. The
factory opened into a garden, with a raspberry the size of a
car sitting wet and ridiculous on their left. Mary’s mouth fell
open. Alana’s did too. Jennifer just stared. Mr. Sugarvale
stood in front of them with both hands out, top hat,
goggles, like he had been waiting to show this off.



It got even weirder when they could see all of it. A purple
candy tree stood in the middle of the grass. Yellow sugar
moss hung in curtains. There were mushrooms,
marshmallow towers, lollipops big enough to lean on, and a
chocolate river cutting slow and thick through the green.
Round windows showed real sky. It did not look like a
factory at all.

i SR
~ (turningiinaslowcircle)”
- “Thereis a river. Of chocolate. |
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- (alowwhistle)
- “If this is what a mi
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1

(quiet, a.h}_g to herself, smiling)
“Oh my god. This is actually/real.”

=
Mr. Sugarvale:,
2 (strolling, p

They walked. Sugarvale’s cane ticked the grass. Daylight
from the round windows cut across Jennifer’s red dress, and
she crossed her arms because that was what she did when a
place was too much, except she was smiling now. Mary’s
eyes kept moving. Alana looked hungry. The plants beside
them dripped something yellow and sticky. Nobody asked
if it was safe.



5 -
Mr.Sugarvale::
_ 2/(delighted she asked)

“Swim? My dear, of course. It is a bath, a meal, and a

[

- |

4
Mr. Sugarvale:

— e 4 (alittlebow) |
~ T WO “A yes with one small courtesy. Hygiene, you understand.
£ F75 No clothes. Not a stitch. Completely undressed before you
PR g oA - ~ getiin” \
E_ >R .

3 ~ gt - -y \J
& 4
1 ;

( ey:éj,n g the &E?Eeﬁf?a!ready wanting it) ¥ ::_‘} )
“Okay, I'm just g0 'n'n!"'uslz. cause somebody hasito{Can we'swin
~ "X - £5hx
B Ny :

3

(grinning)
‘}SH;_E%,? ajyesi

.
-
. x

'

The river was right there. Chocolate moved in a slow, heavy
current, with red and white candy canes sticking up out of
it, wet. Sugarvale pointed with the cane. The three of them
stood on the grass looking at it. Jennifer’s dress was tight
across her hips. The air smelled like cocoa and warm sugar.



Mary was already moving before he finished talking. The
plaid came up over her shoulders and her tattoos hit the
light. Jennifer felt her whole face go hot. She was not
offended. She just could not believe Mary was actually
doing it.

(soft, stunned, a laugh trymgjtd‘fhappen)'
“You're... you're actually...”

-
¥
‘ !

the' shirt, not’even pretendmg to be shy) - : .'
E’Q‘}l‘?-;[l] stand there'looking pretty I'm ggttumﬁ*“ ﬁw\ﬂ* '\ ¥

: e T \
(grinningfhalflout of the plaid) ]

“He said/nolclothes, sugar ﬁese@uuebge onfsince'last [ﬂiﬂi&ﬂﬁa@m‘m
> * > 5 '-"“

......




Then she was just there, naked, chest ink and sleeve ink and
those heawy tits out in the open. She even gave them a little
lift, a little flash, because Mary did not do anything halfway.
Alana lost it, that big bright laugh. Jennifer’s mouth fell
open. She was not offended. She was a little jealous of a
woman who could stand like that and not apologize.

ﬂaughmg;"dehghted)

“She dnd ‘not. She' ;ust

“ushed;for a 5ho : " :
: i/



standing on

the green lip of the river with Sugarvale beside her. Candy
canes stuck out of the chocolate at weird angles. Alana

From above she was all pale ass and tattoos,

still dressed, still grinning. Jennifer
insecure dip she always got

looked too and felt that same

looked up from the grass,
around other women.

\

toward the edge)
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stepping
. I'm just saying.”

s uicowa

r shoulder, already
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“her
elfast one in
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| R
(over h:

“You are insane. | like you.” \

(calling ﬁ’;: laughing)

2




3 (muffled, from inside her own dress) .

“lcan’t look. I'm looking anyway. Oh my
god.” 3 4

. | (from the bank, already peeling the rest)

‘.t'lf it (tfleela as,good as ii:llnidﬁ’"s}.l‘m coming

ey "
(injthelairfalwhoop))
~ “On, thislisfgonnalbeffilthy!”
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Mary jumped. No countdown, no testing it with a toe. One
tattooed body in the air, arm up, mouth open, tits and hips
heading for the chocolate. Alana had already lost the top
and was sitting on the bank in her tennis bottom:s. Jennifer
pulled her dress up over her face like not looking would
make it not happen. It still happened. Mary hit the
chocolate hard.



J""'

7
i\l m. commg Don't sturt wlthout

Al m'c'c;mmg Iuit give me a second. | don’t usuully Q
duthuﬂ :

.N e
'ain;-.-;_}

'l-h'-.ihl
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™ 4
Mr:Sugarvale:
\ 4 (ushermg, g.'eefu!)

A

a

(from the river, calling, chocolate on her;mouth)
“Alana! Get your fine ass in here, it's warm. Jennifer, you too,

L
"

don’t you make me come drag you. ‘

with

Mary came up chocolate-slick and laughing, tits glazed, the
chest tattoo shining under cocoa. Alana left the bank in a
jump of her own, thick, dark, completely bare, and still fast.
Jennifer had lost the dress somewhere between hiding and
being dared. She stood on the grass naked, all that curve
catching the light, looking down at Mary like she already
knew she was going in. Sugarvale waved them on.



‘ ® N e i
s : g“” X
e .:i{a small sound, surprised at the temperature)r \ iy
) ) +e ) ' ~ - '* :-"\
Oh. lt S ﬂ:swum'l Its * / H’mﬁ- rﬁw:‘ h ‘-:#.g..

% "

or!ward‘;ashy little moan) "W -
& -_._“ ) .l . =y L .
At b L N LR -

]
nna Imh |f u don't want us to.

Jennifer sat on the grass at the edge and let her legs find the
chocolate. It was lukewarm, thick and sweet around her
calves and thighs, then up under her ass. Alana and Mary
were already in, backs to her, chocolate climbing their
bodies. Sugarvale stood behind her. She breathed in and
slid forward.



They split up along the river, each of them in their own
corner. Chocolate painted Jennifer’s tits, her belly, her hips.
She stood in it up to her thighs and stared at her own hands,
red nails glazed, cocoa running down her wrists. She
dragged a chocolate finger across her skin and felt her
stomach tighten.

! N
at her hands)
RItititastesllikelit smells. That's not fair.”

3 AN

s




She put the finger in her mouth, eyes half closed, tongue
working. The chocolate was richer and warmer than candy,
and she made a wet little sound around it that she would

have been embarrassed about at work.

175
(a moan she would/have swallowed at:the office)
“Mmm... oh, that's 50 good. That'sinot even funny.>

rr " "'




&

1
(breathier)

“Oh my,godillcould]live inithis:l

5

’ She tipped her head back and did it again. Chocolate sat

on the swell of her tits, a smear across one nipple, red nails
shining. Every time she breathed, the river moved against
the underside of her breasts. She sucked cocoa off her finger
and did not stop.



1

(a startled moan, not looking back yet) It started in her ass. Chocolate ran down the spread of it,

“Wait. Wait, something’s... nnn... something’s happening tojme | - and then the ass itself started to swell, heavier, wider,
' | ; pushing out into the river. Jennifer felt the weight before she

understood it, warm and sudden and way too good.




F
¢
i.

@hﬁw“ My/ass* Eﬁpm&a* fatter. []szﬁﬁ}ﬂ},m

23
(almoanJshefailsitofswallow),
SMmmjfuckiThat’sinot.Sthatisinot{supposedito

Her hand went back, red nails, chocolate up to the
knuckles, grabbing a handful of herself that had not been
that handful ten seconds ago. Soft, huge, getting bigger
under her palm. She made a sound she had never made at
work.



1
(moaning; _
“It's still goingYItisistill®Yahh.

She squeezed. She had to. The cheek filled her hand and
then some, chocolate squeezing out between her fingers,
the other side swelling to match. Her hips were widening.
She kept her face forward because if she looked she was
going to have to admit she wanted it.



1 . 4 Her ass filled the shot, two heavy chocolate-smeared

(wrecked, almostilaughing) & | - globes, the river lapping where her thighs met. Every
“Look at me. Look Gﬂﬁiﬁiﬁlﬁ}ﬁ@mﬂ@@ i - ~ swallow of cocoa was going straight there, fat and

shameless, and she could not stop touching it.




cﬂ can. {E'éﬂ EB ﬁi] my, ['if[&Ib lli] my whole fucking backside: Bon’t

@:ﬂihmhmﬁhm don’t even know.”

She looked back over one chocolate shoulder, mouth open,
tits hanging heavy and glazed, that newly enormous ass
under her own red-nailed hand. Sugarvale stood on the
grass in the distance, watching. Her eyes were wet. She did
not tell him to stop looking.



Alana had found a candy cane the size of a walking stick,
red and white and already a little messy. She was naked in
the garden light, sugar starting to cling to her chest, tongue
out, that grin that said she was about to do something
stupid on purpose. Mary was a blonde blur in the
background.

d

! -

oW |
eing the cane, delighted) R

Oh, this things filthy. Look atthe size of this. Imlsupposed tojjust... lick it? That's cute.”

b’ ue 'n e

) .. -'I..:l; Ly
i



That's not'just pe

ﬁa,

ppermint.”.

She put it in her mouth anyway. It was not polite and it was
not a taste, just a long wet suck, eyes closed, white nails on
the swell of her own tit, sugar glittering on her skin. The
cane shone with spit. She made a noise that did not belong
on a tennis court. Her breasts, which had already been a
problem in a sports bra, felt like they were waking up.



They grew while she sucked. That was the trick. Her tits
swelled into her own hand, heavier, hotter, the skin
stretching. Sugar stuck to the new size. She kept the cane in
her mouth because taking it out would have meant
stopping, and she was not stopping. A drop of spit ran the
red stripe.

(sucking, moaning aroundit) -
i “My tits... oh mgy. tits are’getting huge...

==

1A



They got bigger, two heavy sugar-dusted tits pushing up
against the cane and against her own palm. She sucked
harder. The cane was wet to the fist. Her mouth was a mess.
She looked like she was ruining herself on purpose and
loving it.



She came off the cane with her tongue out and her eyes
gone. Those tits were huge now, powdered, spilling over her
ribs, nipples thick. She held the stick like she was not done
with it.

h at thefsizelofimely

Y 4
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% v sugarvale:
3 (alittle shrug) s o
“I'm saying the factory rewards enthusiasm. Particularly the sort _'* behind[cl

ik 5!” - ’3301'5, You're already delicious.” e, ] Y
'f.- ..-; A= M - - .‘ -

. &

Sugarvale had come down to her level, crouched on the
grass with the cane across his knees. Alana stood in the
chocolate up to her chest, and there was a lot of chest now,
looking up at him with her mouth open, one hand still on
herself. Behind them Mary’s pale, grown ass sat in the river.



/ __- tipped down. She was not shocked. She was deciding.

’ v we 5 3 ' She turned her back on him and thought about it. From
_ y 8 -5l behind she was already thick, sugar and chocolate on her

; hips, and Sugarvale sat on the grass watching. Alana’s head
1 ,

(to herself, low)
. a}}"*"Wurmer. He really just said urrner. )

i . ¥
i




The smile that showed up was small and private and a little
mean. Alana looking down at her own idea, curls falling,
chocolate up to those newly heavy tits. She had already
decided. The smile was just her catching up.

(soft, filthy, sure)
“Fuckiit.”



The hook of the cane went where he had meant it to go,
red and white candy stretching her open, disappearing
between her thighs. Her belly was already rounding. Those
tits were so huge now they filled the shot. She took it like she
had been waiting for someone to tell her she could.




. | N She fucked herself with it. On her back in the chocolate,
4 huge tits piled toward her throat, the cane working in her
fist, mouth open, eyes gone. Her hips spread. Her waist
thickened. Her ass started catching up with her tits. Alana
swore like she was winning.

&

1
(riding|thelcane, loud), ity
“Fuck; fuck)fuck. It’simaking’me|bigger. | can feel my hips... my ass... everything’s getting fat.” ’\ ]

2.




Her ass took over the shot, sugar-dusted, enormous,
swallowing the small of her back. She was on her side in the
chocolate and the grass, and every pass of the cane inside
her seemed to pump another inch into her. She had been
thick. This was past that.

1 b\ X
“(moaning into her own'arm), —
"5 .u_M‘fy ass is gettingsoffucking/heavy. | cq;'gffeel itispreading. | canifeel it.”

»




She reached back and grabbed it, white nails sinking into a
cheek that kept getting bigger under her hand. Sugar
glittered on the new stretch of skin. Her hips were so wide
now there barely seemed room. The cane was still in her.
You could tell from the way she moved, little helpless rolls.

a8

- (grabbing herself, swrfng) ™ s ,
\'_"‘L'*Ooh at this. Look(atithis!fucking asﬁm ruined;I'm actuallylruined/and | don’t even care.”

o o e, e




The hand could not cover it. The cheek swelled past her

. < 9 palm, a huge sugar-frosted shelf of ass rocking in the
‘wrecked) AN

' N N | ] chocolate. Her waist had thickened. Her thighs had
‘& ‘Mm.VYeah. That's it_Don't letime stop.” ' e _

i
=iy,
._" ._-I
G [

thickened. She was still Alana. She was just Alana with a
body that was not going back in a tennis skirt.

™~

iy,

\1!"

a ﬁ"




Mary had drifted to her own corner of the river, which was
how she ended up face to face with a cheeseburger that
had opinions. It sat in the grass, double stacked, bacon,
pickle, cheese, ketchup running down the bun, and it was
looking at her. Mary, nude, chocolate-slick, tattoos shining,
stared at it the way a bartender stares at a drunk who just
said something stupid.

|r|

-

“pm sorry) Did alcheeseburgerjustitalkitolme s

"% (brash, already/loud) 1%, , :
“Hey. Blondie.,You gonna eat me orjust stand there with your.tits outjlooking




It had a face. Angry little eyes in the bun, a mouth that was
mostly bun and spite. Mary leaned in despite herself, profile
to profile with a sandwich that wanted something from her.
She felt, very clearly, that she had maybe had enough
cartoon for one morning.

(impa ’6{7‘. meall i e — - . | (a disbelieving/sc
‘fVeah"I talk. thlt you' only eqt * 3 P o g | “| must be fuchl
»eq- me. That’} ' ' . e

Zain't; got-:-_all day.




She said it close enough to smell the ketchup. Mary’s face
had gone skeptical and a little mean, the face she used on
drunks. The cheeseburger sat in the grass like it had been
insulted. It wanted to be eaten. She was taking too long.

_ (side-eye, stalling) e
_“A rude cheeseburger. That’s where\welare:l'm

o
)
g &

naked in chocolate! ito lunch:

tooslow,

mb in there




He meant it. The burger left the grass and hit her open
mouth with a wet clap, bun and pickle and spite, clutching
her face, shoving. Mary's hands flew to the bank.
Downriver, Jennifer and Alana were busy with their own
bodies and did not see it. Mary made a sound that wanted
to be a word and became a gag instead. Chester went in
like he had been practicing.

!_.

(muﬁeg furious; already !osf::rg) 1
“Mmph! ey.plglgh.!- get... get tl;‘e fuck..”
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“Nngh... gglk...

mmph 4

E 2 ‘ ‘.‘5 It filled her. Bun jammed past her teeth, cheese and beef

=4 packing her jaw, her eyes rolling as the thing wriggled
| toward her throat. Chocolate up to her tits. The chest tattoo
shining. She had nothing left in her mouth but sandwich
and panic, and then the taste hit, and the taste was unfairly

good.



.

G

:

| -(mufﬂed, shaking)
~ “Mmph... nnn... hhk..."

e

The growth hit her from behind. Mary on all fours in the
chocolate, blonde hair a mess, that bartender ass already
swelling, hips widening, the tattoo on her thigh stretching.
She could not speak. She could only crawl, tits hanging
heavier, the burger still working down her throat.



o

e

,_ (stu@grabbing herself, wrecked)
«Nngh... mmph... fuck...”

She reached back with those black nails and grabbed it.
The ass filled her hand and kept filling it, pale, huge,
chocolate-wet, the floral tattoo on her thigh warping as her
hip went from petite to something that would break a
barstool. Her mouth was still occupied. The moan that got
around the burger was not a protest anymore.



(fﬁeafmast alaugh)
s'big... nnn...”

She looked back over her shoulder with as much face as the
sandwich would allow. That ass was heavy and round and
shining, her hand a small dark star on all that new fat, tits
hanging, belly starting. Mary had been the little one this
morning.



- (unintelligible, stuffed, moaning)
“Mmph... nngh...”

The cheek swallowed her fingers. She was a small blonde
woman disappearing into her own backside while a rude
cheeseburger finished the job in her throat. The tattoo on
her thigh looked stretched. Mary made a sound that might
have been fuck if her mouth had been free.



1, alwrecked/muffled/groan)

gglkinngh:.2

She hauled herself toward the bank. You could still see him
in there, bun and beef packed behind her teeth, her mouth
forced wide, eyes wet, one black-nailed hand clutching a
giant cookie. The rest of her had gone heavy all at once: tits,
belly, that stuffed-tight look. Taste flooded her. It was
unfair how good it was.



1
(alwetihelplessigulp))

“Ghhk:-[u/p:.nnn...>

The burger was a dark wet shape going down her throat.
She was huge in the river now, chest tattoo stretched over
breasts that had not been that size when she lit a cigarette
in the courtyard, ass a pale moon behind her. Her eyes
squeezed shut. She swallowed because she had to.



1
~ (wrecked, alburplunder;it)
~ “LJesus. Urrpilicanistillitaste him:iThat’sinot right.iThat sisolfucking/good:

Then he was gone, down her throat. Mary hung on the
cookie at the bank with her mouth empty at last and her
body absolutely not, a stunned, swollen, chocolate-slick
mess of tits and belly and that enormous ass. She looked
down at herself like she might still argue. It was too late for
that.



its

ide.

Her t
wet, and the

burp that came out of her was not polite and was not trying

spilled off to the side. The thigh tattoo sat on a newly
to be. She was just fat, and full, and on the lawn.

massive leg. Her mouth hung open, chocolate-
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The belly was a pale hill. The ass was a second one.
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Mr. Sugarvale:
1/ (fond) e
“Ah. | see you've met Chester. Impatient little fellow. He
never did learn to wait his turn.”

3

M%Suguruule:

3 (a little shrug, delighted)
“That's how he usually is, my dear. Rude,
rushed,;und very filling. You should have seen
him with Iust year’s winner. Anyway.”

~ (flat'on her back? cmak) iy | =
“He jumped me. Thelsandwich jumped me D h\;_,u

@i\

Sugarvale crouched beside her head like this was a garden
party and she had merely overdone lunch. The cane rested
easy in his hand. She lay there swollen and shining, looking
up at the man who had said follow me in the courtyard. He
smiled the way he always smiled. Too many teeth.



From the grass he was all hat and goggles and that smile,
filling the sky over her. Mary’s body was still humming, the
growth still ticking. Sugarvale leaned in.

1

Mr. Sugarvale:

1 (soft, almost kind) _
“Rest, Miss Mary: your, breath. Today is

going to belalverylong[day:>




1
Mr. Sugarvale:
- 1(to himselfifond)

The!first/course alwaysidoesitake./Andthey haven't even met the

e

A few hours later, Mr. Sugarvale stood with his back to the
brick and looked down on them. Three bodies on the grass,
pale, dark, tattooed, all of them glossy with sugar and
sweat, already too big for any normal room. He had left
them to it. He had been right to.




1

..5;; -

fullinotis or 'i: }
mmph:.

A
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Mary was still eating. On her belly in the grass, face wrecked
with cream and strawberry, yellow cake torn open on the
plate. The chest tattoo sat under icing. Behind her, Alana’s
ass was huge. Mary did not look up.



Jennifer had a chocolate fudge cake, cocoa all over her

" . ‘ . ' 1 ' ‘ \ s b Za - mouth, red nails on the slice, the other hand on a belly that

e '7 v B s ' e i did not belong in an office anymeore. Alana, beside her, had

r‘\ | / { ! ' i . . \ /- : =" ametal milk can tipped up, white running her chin. Mary’s

\ % y @ . ‘ i 1 ey A k = ™ . ¢ ~ .. _ enormous pale ass filled the foreground. They were messy.
LA | Y ‘ Ry § S C g R T gy /& They were not done.

“I]@:E]iﬁi even tellwhat’sfcake, and what's meSThatss...
’ Eﬁa?b that's a prnblem and ];dan't cm

) | i

i




Alana poured. The milk came out in a thick white stream
that painted her mouth, her throat, those already huge tits.
Jennifer behind her was still ot the fudge, face buried,
chocolate dripping. Sweat stood in the new folds.

ufﬂdf cake) S\

P
(mu >
“Don't|talk with/your mouth full. Wait!

ejtoltalk; Mmm.”

1
(drinking, moaning around it)
“Fuck, that’s cold. That]




ﬂdIE’S' Ifl:lmuy mterrupt:- .

.-ay' lﬁlghtler thﬁ|n|ltllool hs,

From the other end of the factory he was a grey toy on a
mushroom, cane and hat, calling across the chocolate river.
The three of them sat with their backs to him, Jennifer’s ass
a wide glazed stretch, Alana’s beside it, Mary still down with
her cake. The next course, he said, would be mightier than

it looked.



P
L ey ...'!|

2. ' w e J ,. ko N . The boat arrived pink and glossy, nosing through the

.: ___ff"é’af{j_‘eady hungry agﬂf 2 o o LN chocolate. Three faces turned toward it, Mary

. “Those are... those are macarons. That's, - N TR A cream-smeared, Jennifer chocolate-mouthed, Alana white

IRl ctCHmacarons. S - — il - Wkl P g ~ to the chin from the can. Macarons sat in the hull in heaps.

g $ ) R Wk g Loy " They did not look like a million dollars. They looked like a
i NS Sk dare.

= ’, ."""ﬂ ’(sq_uintin‘g,. ﬁiﬂkﬁgy
1% {The fuck is that. A pink boat? In the

chocolate?”
F




From above the boat was bright pink on the brown river,
three white plates stacked with yellow and gold and
strawberry. Sugarvale’s little silver shoe was a joke at the
edge of the frame. Three plates for three women.

“One plate!

Sy

~ bethorough?
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e

.*(afrea dy chewing) e

“They re so small. No way thut'

"“'—'ﬁtﬂ-the
liltheyfdu:“*

23 b
(ptckrng, mn‘k mouthed gnnmn ’)

Ifdon’t mean shit in this place. We
learned)that.”

They took them. Jennifer lifted a plate, a pink macaron
already between red nails, chocolate still on her mouth.
Alana’s plate sat in her lap, a hill of yellow and orange and
rose, milk drying on her lip. Mary, cream and jam still on her
face, looked down at her own heap like she was going to
finish it whether she liked it or not.



2! . ) T a1 | | It started as a joke and then it wasn’t. Alana held a yellow
(afshyjlaugh¥already/leaning]in) S s ;  ((teasing, fond, filthy) one up to Jennifer's mouth. Jennifer held a strawberry one
me:s - 4 5 | “Oﬁ%?-gpigﬁipu fed that cake. Let up to Alana’s. Two messes looking at each other, cocoa and

TR

b th: her. [] Mg LA s:mgbg‘f&yl’fgéq_y Gu? u;« . cream. The plates were still full. The air smelled like almond
* canitjbelieve oing - f , . Sl R 9

N Nl R Tl ~and sugar and warm skin.




(aroundjthelmacaronymoaning)
“Mmm. SAlana®™

They did it together. Yellow against Jennifer’s chocolate
mouth, pink disappearing into Alana’s, eyes closing. The
sound was wet and stupid and intimate. Two giantesses on
a lawn, feeding each other pastry. Mary, off-frame, was
already going to eat more than both of them. They didn’t
know that yet.



F!

iThatisimy/assidoing|it{again:X

Alana sat on the edge with a plate parked on her own tits,
and the growth started in her ass again, thigh against the
grass, cheek spreading. That tennis body, which had
already given up once today, gave up again, going heavy
and wide while she was still busy feeding. Sweat beaded on
the new size. She did not get up.



The thigh took more of the frame as it went wider. The
cheek pushed back, sugar-dusted, a soft creak of skin
stretching. Her tit hung beside it. The plate of macarons
rode her chest and did not fall. Alana breathed out and let
the weight come.



The ass kept going, a huge dark globe of hip and cheek
sitting the grass down, glossy where sweat and chocolate
mixed. Alanad’s belly had started to catch up. She liked it.
That was the simple fact of it.

actually fih:u._.l.’m' ot plc




.. | e _ : It settled into her. Ass, thigh, the heavy slump of a hip that
(breathless, squeezing|alhandful/of herself) o % _ had outgrown the word hip. She was still holding the plate.
“Fuck. Ohag_.;!; bigger.im|noticeablybigger. Don’t i She was still Alana. She was just Alana with a backside that
my ass unless you're ;ﬁi e ™ e would not fit through a normal door.

IR




(alstunned/moan):
My/stomach. Alana:

Jennifer’s turn showed up in the belly. Beside Alana’s dark,
sugar-dusted tits, Jennifer’s stomach was tight and huge,
the navel starting to sink. Her own breasts had gone heavy
and veined. Alana’s plate hovered at the edge of the shot,
still working. Jennifer was being fed, and her body was
putting every macaron somewhere obvious.



WL
o
= *

" | ﬁ " (feeding, wé’f&hfng-'fhgbeﬂy i)

' L L & “look atyyou. gliﬁggsl?qh"'-at \your.
stomach. That’s hot. SThat’
% -~ g ;

o il

* - ;_
stactually,
P iy«

More belly, more tit. The two of them sat side by side,
Jennifer’s pale swell crowding Alanad’s darker one, sweat in
every crease, the plate still in Alana’s hand. Jennifer’s nipple
had gone tight and dark. She was not thinking about the
office.



The belly took the light. Jennifer’s tits sat on top of it now,
not beside it. Alana’s breasts, already huge, hung next to
her. The macarons on the plate looked smaller, and that
was not the macarons. Jennifer made a sound that had
started the day as a whisper.



It kept coming. Her belly was huge now, and her tits had
caught up, navel a shallow well in sweat and stretch.
Alana’s plate was still in reach. She wanted another
macaron and she was not going to pretend otherwise.

1
(wrecked)
“One moreOnejmorefandithen|I=3noYDonitilistenitol

“me. KeepJgoing:¥




m rcmd »n%w nnd
f"ﬂualregdﬁ;greedy Al right! then.“

)

o

Mary had finished the cake. The plate of macarons sat on
her tits, her messy cream-and-jam face tipped back, eyes
half shut, and one black-nailed finger pressed gently into
the swell of her own belly. She was eating while she did it.
The tattoos on her arm were already starting to look
stretched.




The finger became a hand. The belly rose under her palm,
pale, taut, and shining. Macarons still sat on her tits, and her
face was still a mess of pastry. She did not take the plate off
her chest. It was the only flat-enough surface left, and it
wasn't even flat.

-,

(mouthifullfpleased): ; 4
“MmSThatsithe stuff. That!sithe®-"nngh...
““that’sithelgrowing againdilcandfeel you
- T INE Y B 2
F O ratchingamef_% i A




.-:T

She lifted the hand like she might say wait, and the belly
kept coming anyway, a smooth dome under the light, the
tattoos on her forearm warping as the arm itself got
heavier. The plate rode her tits. Mary’s mouth was open on
a sound that was not a word yet.




.hb

“BBBUUUUU UA ' R

it

*nut of me. Or don

?

The burp that came out of her was not a lady’s burp. Mouth
wide, eyes shut, cream still on her teeth, the belly jumping
under her palm. Macarons trembled on her chest. She did
not cover her mouth in time and she did not look sorry
after.




2! 4 t

'y
(the ather srde mefg,f@nd)

@-.

%mmm ef vt
h |

They went after Jennifer's mouth like it was a project.
Mary's tattooed hand pushed an orange macaron in from
one side, Alana a yellow from the other. Jennifer's own
fingers were in the middle, stuffing, chocolate still on her lips,
a plate of color in her lap. Three desserts going into one girl.
She opened, because she always opened.



1
(allong]brokenimoan);

The belly arrived huge, shining, navel-deep, tits piled above
it, Alana’s dark breast at the edge of the shot, Mary’s
tattooed arm still working the plate. Sweat ran the slopes.
She was being packed. She sounded like she was being
packed.



1 o
{satg, -
¥ # My titsSTouchimy*Fahhitheyire so full, they're aching,
7 Jdon'tistopifeedingme:2

™

Hands found her because there was so much of her to find.
Red nails on the dome of the belly, Alana’s darker fingers on
a tit that had gone heavy, Mary’s plate still in the air.
Jennifer’s navel was a well. The skin shone. She moaned like
a woman who had been given too much and was going to
ask for more anyway.

2 - '- .- AL

(awed, still packingher)
“Look at this stomach. Fuck, look
at it. Keep eating.” — e
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fi(shockedimoaning,lookingldown) Al | A e O T e 2z
S sithat®™thatisimilk: Im... Pm leaking. I'm fucking ST ' M 1 RS i

2 - o
(a dirty laugh) . 2

“Join the club, baby. Mine been leaking
too.” ;

- o T, .

Then her tits leaked. Real milk, thick and white, ran down
her chest and over the sides of that huge belly. Alana’s
nipple in the corner was already doing the same. Jennifer’s
stomach had become enormous. She was soaked and she
was still opening her mouth.



1
(grabbing, mqam_gﬂ' o

“My ass. | can't even...
e ebill e 'E{L«ﬁ %
and it's stll growing.”

They rolled her, or she rolled, and then it was the ass, a huge
pale cheek under her own red nails, Alana’s darker one
beside it, grass under both of them. Jennifer grabbed herself
because that was the only way to measure it. The hand
looked smaill. The hand was small.



_,1 | ' S— o~ - '55'_ The cheek swelled past the fingers, sweat in the texture.
- (wrecked) P Alanad’s hip was a dark wall on the left. Jennifer kept her

“Don't look at it. Look at it. | don’t know. Just hand there like she could hold the growth still. She could
keep putting food ith.” :

not.




There was no hand in the shot now, just ass, a glazed
enormous globe of Jennifer, Alana’s matching darkness
crowding the frame, two giantesses parked on a lawn that
had not been built for this.

1
(offsstillistuffing/her);
“Jesus:

actually/dangerous.

o




it, and )ennifer’s ass

got bigger under the palm. They were feeding her still. You
could tell from the extra inch, the heat. One of them pinned

to the earth by her own stomach. The other two not done.
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e e 'hm”!
S

(toA Alana, around paSi‘Ff) mw e

sYour turn, tennis. Don't tell me those

tits are full. | seen them leak.”

(4
|

e

3]
(fromlunderiherfown|bellyifaint),

“Hello?{limstill down]herellimistill hungrySThat!slalproblem::

,’(fe

=

d:

IW

n

g her back gnnmng)

Then they fed each other and left Jennifer to her gravity.
Mary’s tattooed arm lifted an orange macaron into Alana’s
cream-smeared mouth. Alanad’s dark fingers put pink in
Mary’s. Two plates, two messes. In the foreground, Jennifer’s
belly was a pale horizon she could not get out from under,
pinning her to the grass. Macarons trembled on the plates.



i

r2

A

' (nbt'eifen looking down, still feeding Mary)
“That's on the house. Don'’t waste it.”

The plates tipped. Two macarons, yellow and strawberry,
fell through the air, and Jennifer’s mouth was already open
underneath them. Alana’s milk hit her face in a thick white
stream. Jennifer, pinned, ruined, stained, ate what fell. She
did not need to be fed on purpose.




:ivli*'.ﬂsug'étrydle:_ 3
1 (soft, delightec

“Yes. Yes, that’s the

ted)

They piled. Alana and Mary on their knees, Jennifer’s head
somewhere between their thighs, while the two of them
kept putting food in each other and, accidentally, in her.
Sugarvale stood to the left with his cane and watched. All
three of them were growing. You could see it in the way the
brick looked smaller.



They were closer, heavier, Alana’s dark ass hanging huge,
Mary's pale one beside it, tattoos stretching, Jennifer a face
and a mouth that would not close, milk and chocolate on
her. They fed and they grew. Sugarvale did not interrupt.




Jennifer’s face came up between them, wrecked and
shining. Mary’s huge pale backside filled the right side of the
world. Alana’s filled the left. Sugarvale was a grey speck. All
three of them were fattening at once.

I can f feel botl;&f;you.ﬁl “can feel yo

ﬁﬁ%{w T “ma«Bon’tfgechéﬁ..l didn’t gg;pgﬁ}

i 3 T
,-4-_ i :rrj 3 ]\i




Mary's ass was enormous, Alana’s dark thigh a wall,
Jennifer’'s messy open mouth the only part of her still

talking. They were still eating. They were still growing.
Sugarvale smiled.

B a swallow)

il g

oy




?t%e other) e ———

“uunnnp.ﬁ fuck 2 ARAR

(the burp)
“BUUUUUAAAARRPE?

eay ¥ o > 9 ..
Mr. Sugarvale: "L

4 t{n}ﬁldehghted, a Htﬂélcfaﬁ)i

“Marvelous! | do love a candid

%@mmmmmn}bmm L
mﬂnﬂﬁn@mmf

my/mind.22

TS

The burps hit together, almost, two loud ugly sounds, Mary’s
mouth a wreck of cream, Alana’s head tipped back, hand
in her hair, those massive tits out. In the foreground
Jennifer’s belly was a pale hill and under it her pussy sat
swollen, wet, obvious. Sugarvale, tiny in the corner, was
laughing. Jennifer’s voice did not sound like the office.



2

M— Stuffed

~ “l atelmylplate¥And}hers§Andsomelof

Rers: Donit{actisurprised:%

o
3

' Hﬁ ~ (noticing, panting) "
“Why’s she... why’s ﬁafv Qéﬂ?g

2

-
]

than me. | been eating.”
L3

Mary was pulling ahead. You could see it in the belly,
packed now, the tattoos on her thigh starting to warp.
Alana was huge, tits first, always tits first, but Mary had
eaten the most of those macarons while Alana was busy
feeding Jennifer. Jennifer, under them, was still growing, just
slower. Sugarvale watched like it was a scoreboard.



(looking at herself, dazed

“Pm.the slow one now. mIi]G}EE{ERD
I’'m still the size of (ﬁmﬁhﬂ’

N

Alana leaked, a thick white bead off a nipple the size of a
fist, running the underside of a breast that had outgrown
sports and shirts and tennis. Mary’s hand sat on her own
pale, stretching gut. Jennifer’s pussy stayed in the shot,
swollen and shining. Different rates, same mess. Sugarvale
was still small, still smiling, still not helping.



1 74

f?/

(soft, ﬁrthy; to herown body)
"Looh mhﬁ@:ﬂ.ﬁmu usedto;
hrde these »utmmmﬁ’ '
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Jennifer looked down at her own tits and licked what was
left of her mouth. Chocolate, vanilla, strawberry, Alana’s
milk in white tracks across her cheek. She was stained and
huge and the look on her face was someone who had been
given permission to want it.




3 ﬁr Sugurul |
1 (thumbs up).

“Mugmﬁcent,

at you.”

------------
»

\( pantmg, & wrecked little. la gh}
i 0 T nhay"l feel like I ¢ didt h.

Sugarvale came up to her tiny at the curve of that colossal
belly and put a thumb in the air like she had passed a test.
Jennifer held herself, red nails vanishing into the side of a
stomach that had taken the whole morning, tits leaking,
face a mess, eyes wet. Belly first, that was her. He told her
she had done a really good job. She almost said thank you,
sir.



)

m

ﬂ@awm\

4

He turned, and Alana filled the view from above, two dark
hanging breasts with Sugarvale a stick figure between
them, macarons scattered on the grass. Jennifer’s pale swell
crowded the left. Alana had grown past her, tits first,
always, sweat-polished. He had praise for her too.



2

Alana hugged them because there was nothing else to do
with tits that size except hold on. Milk ran and sweat ran.
She was bigger than Jennifer now, grinning, and Jennifer’s
belly in the left of the frame looked almost reasonable,

which was a lie. Sugarvale was a hat and a cane at their
knees.



Mary was the biggest. That was the picture. The floral
tattoo on her thigh had stretched into a red smear on a hip
that had no business on a bartender, arm ink warped, tits
heavy, gut a pale cliff. Alana beside her was all chest and
milk. Sugarvale at their feet looked up. Mary had one hand
near her mouth already, not quite covering.



2

£ .'rf}?é,! huge)
You need'ft

& _::M ry'? el

\\..

From above they were too much: Jennifer sitting in her own
belly, Alana looking over with milk on her mouth, Mary in
front with her back turned and her hand coming up to her
lips, Sugarvale a grey ant in the grass. Mary did not look
like a winner. Mary looked like her stomach had just turned
on her. The other two saw it.



Mary had the back of her hand over her mouth. The tattoos
on her chest were stretched. Alana looked up at her from a
lower swell of tit and worry. Jennifer’s shoulder sat in front of
them. Mary’s eyes were wet and tight. If she opened her
mouth the factory was going to hear it.

:?":'__Qi:.-(reaching .ar-u,fm.ra,jla')'!E *‘h oy
 “Gassy | can do.g Sassy! ain't dV'"%.li-Et"t{”t'

you're gnnna hurt wui'sf é’.’

3

4




She let it out in Alana’s face. The burp was loud enough to
shove Alana’s curls straight backward, cream and heat
from the woman who had eaten the most. Mary’s mouth
was a wrecked O, eyes wide, chest ink shining. Alana took
it. It had not been sickness. It had been a burp she had been

holding in.
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1 “(bnght ahﬁwbst'genﬂe)
“If 1 m may huuﬁ'murc"ﬁtmn. One mnre*challenge. You
dldn't ‘come, here only for my factory. Vou didnit come
e __ggre onlyifor the chncnIE_te.” L~
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Bﬂj, Su uruule. - o ;_1
2 (the/smile'sharpening),
Ut{iﬂiﬂ-z,ﬁa?@
E@mm@ﬁh:

-

k.

He lifted a finger. Top hat, goggles, that smile, candy trees
behind him. He did not explain the plates. He did not
explain the milk. He did not explain why Mary was the
biggest. He explained the only thing that actually
mattered.



He turmed and pointed at the ceiling. Three
transparent tubes hanging from heavy machinery,
different mouths, different sizes, chrome collars
catching the light. Alana’s tits made a wall on one side
of him. Jennifer's pale belly made a wall on the other.
The river, the macarons, the milk, all of that had been
volume. This, he said, would punch.

| Mr. Suguruule- = .
1 (pointing, theatncaf) =

“You see those tubes, my sweets? That is the last course Not so much in volume i‘:s what yo‘hu _
| ]

already euten but it pqchs the btggest punch 2 ¥, w

Mr.'Sigumlm
2 (a Htﬂe bow of the cane)




5 J(qu.'et a'oakmg up) A
?-" "Igl don't thmh ] cun run Ilhetth_at:* iy
Not like this! Not after all that P

The tubes filled the foreground, three different sizes,
and behind them the giantesses stood in a sticky row,
Mary cream-smeared and huge, Jennifer
chocolate-mouthed and huge, Alana milk-chinned
and huge, looking at the last thing between them and
a million dollars. Sugarvale was a grey toy at their
knees. Nobody asked what punch meant. They looked
at the diameters and did the math themselves.



Alana was already gone, The tennis body, buried
Pt R 7 5 4 S /8 BN , g ) . o s under a morning of fat, still knew how to move, a dark

(calling it while she ran) = _ = s " * - _ ) i )
That's mine, Thcd:’s mme ) & > | o . | R k- E blur of ass cutting for the widest tube. Mary saw it a
- < - - AR second late, saw the biggest prize leaving, and shoved

off. Jennifer was in the way. The purple tree was right
behind her.

' ¥
(startmg, bitter, already {haosmg the ﬂ'Hde'E) -
“Shit. Shit, she’s fast. Fine. Middle one’s mlne then "

S/

ol 5.




Mary's foot found Jennifer’s gut. Not an accident. She

| used the extra size she had eaten as a shove, planting
£ L} ~ that kick in Jennifer’s stomach and sending her back
into the purple candy tree, milk still on Jennifer’s tits,
mouth open. Alana was already a dark streak toward
the fat tube. Sugarvale stood in the grass and did not
move.

f . s -_-h‘. |
(not !ookfng back, stn'l rung{qg) . 4, =
“Mnu___ \’nu were stundmg m d race, sugur -, /‘
\That's ﬁn you -




Az (hand on the tube gnnnrng through the mess on her mouth)

“Athlete, buby voaﬁsa., yo"m?s'é‘f*

: “Cm The wide mnuth belungsn
/ @% Aluna DO try not{to sulh*
-’..4' > Wﬁ | Miss Mury 4 38

/a’
flé I
J.‘H ..I / ;

= ‘,?&ﬁ

P J’_' (fmm the grass, groaning)

Y cun't‘l cun't E;?up

Alanad’s hand hit the biggest tube and held it.
Sugarvale’s little grey body turned toward it. Mary
came in a second behind, reaching, already knowing,
already bitter, cream still on her mouth. Behind them
Jennifer was a pale wreck on the grass, groaning where
the kick and the tree had put her.
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Jennifer got to her knees slow and shaking, that
enormous ass filling the shot. Ahead of her, Alana and
Mary were already at their tubes. A white plate lay in
the grass. She had been kicked. She had been left the
smallest tube. She still got up.



- (. She walked to the last tube because there was nothing
“‘(teasmg, aH hard feehngs) e e ol else to walk to. Mary stood at the middle one,

4’ a2 ‘N ﬁhurdu Vnu '..H

towering, cream on her teeth, looking down at
Jennifer's back like the kick had been nothing. Alana
was already home at the wide one. Sugarvale
watched from the grass and did not step in. The
smallest tube waited. It looked like a consolation prize.

-.' b & "'" bmlt fnru footrace. Not uulth that gut.” .
y 3 I e ,,, -, ;




Three hands under three holes. Alana on the left,
i ;g i el ecstatic, arm up. Mary in the middle, satisfied enough,
~ “Middle MImdy biggér '3 “ttle * still wanting the bigger one, still hoping the middle
gl @:ﬁmure and | pass her.\That's the muth o i P 'f’: ' _' - _ g ' mushroom would close the gap. Jennifer on the right,
R i Bl - Ol ey palm under the smallest mouth, face defeated,
stained, already sure she was walking out with
nothing. They waited.

RN (under her tube, cafcu:'atmg)

|\-,,-

{!mkmg up, dehghted) . =
“Cume on, then. Drop it. I’ m reudy tu get huge.
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(breathless, catchfﬁg}\

~ “Oh'Oh hellyes! Look at you.”

It came down Alana’s tube, a cap of glowing
purple-pink, stem catching gold. Alana’s curls filled the
shot. Her hand was already there. First touch had been
the tube. This was the prize landing in the palm that
had run for it.



- (awed, grabbing herself) pads
el - -,
~ - This thing is gorgeous.jThis is the o

i A i

E“- = {_-.- p
nﬁcqn' feel it and | ain't even bit it yet.”

She held it up. A red cap veined with purple-blue fire
along the stem, big enough to be a weapon. Her other
hand was on her own tit, milk still a white bead on the
nipple. Behind her Mary waited under the middle
tube, arms up, not dropped yet. Alana looked at the
mushroom like she had already won.



Mary's fell second, yellow-gold, blue-marbled, smaller.
She held it out like it might be dirty. Behind her
Jennifer had the smallest one in red nails, a tiny blue
cap on a thin stem, a joke you could swallow without

chewing. Jennifer's face had already given up. Mary's
face said this was not what she paid for.

0 - R e
B 8 rec, isqustea) 1 =
S5 “The hell is this. like something grew on a locker room floor.”.
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Alana did not wait. She tipped her head back and
shoved the big red thing into her mouth, stem and
glow and all, a long wet take, tits filling the bottom of
the shot. She bit and she chewed.




It started in her ass. From above she was two dark,
sugar-dusted globes already huge, and then they were
more, swelling, shining, the crease going deeper. She
did not look back. She didn't have to. She could feel it
arriving by the handful.




The cheeks went wider and heavier and pushed the
brick out of the shot, sweat in the texture, sugar on
dark skin. Alana’s body was taking the biggest

mushroom the way she had taken the biggest tube: all
at once. She was becoming a wall.



The ass filled the frame. Two huge, tight, glittering

.. globes, no more back, no more waist in the picture, just
1 e Al 3 P e SR i . v i e T, . a woman who had bet on the big tube and was
(almost laughing into it) K e R R e s S i - o s S A ~ ~ getting paid in fat. Alana made a sound that belonged
“'m getting __JL"__;.‘:*_L 0% o as i R P L S i ' ko A i T exactly here.




her own gut, milk still dripping off one nipple, the tubes
tingy above her. Thighs thickening, pussy swollen
between them, taller too. She could feel the floor

Then the rest of her caught up. From below she was tits
and belly and ass stacked, white nails lost in the swell of
getting further away.
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not an athlete anymore. She was a woman who liked

tight globes shining with milk and sweat. Alana was
to win, and this was what winning looked like.

hung huge. Her ass below them was enormous, two

m

Il seeing this? Y'all seeing this

breath)
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ry. Jennifer. Y'a

(a long filthy
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(gone on'it)

dome, tits huge above it, ass huge below, the tubes
and the brick looking like toys around her. The pussy
between those thighs was swollen, obvious. She was still

“Fuuuck. 'm huge. | could crush a house.”




=

(looking up,'trying not tpﬂich) 3 |
“Jesus. ¥ She’s... " 'she’s flactually

leaving us down here.” :

5 X

(from behind Mary, small)

“l told you. | th_l.you I, was gonna walk
out with nothing.”.

From Jennifer’s height, Alana had become the right
side of the world. Mary stood in the middle with her
back to the cameraq, still holding her mushroom, still
looking small next to what the red cap had done.
Sugarvale was a stick on the far bank. Alana had
begun to tower. She knew it.



(.'aakmg dow | nnnmg through the mess on her mauth) ;
R (VI T DA v nrrrerrarrd _
“Come here, Mary. Lel: me show you what ﬁr?t pluce looks like.”s

__1_1_ __._...I

-
.ﬂ'

She stood over them. Alana on the right, a dark
giantess against the tubes, Mary a pale back in the
middle, Jennifer a shoulder in the corner, Sugarvale a
grey speck on the grass. The biggest mushroom had
done what they all thought it would do. The math
looked perfect. The math was the trap.



She closed the distance and made a ceiling out of her
chest. Mary's pale, tattooed back filled the foreground,
that bartender ass still enormous and suddenly not

A ' enough, Alana’s dark tits shoved almost into her face,
left you some air d““'" ﬂ-‘__-"?-r?"' 1 4 . y/ milk on the skin, the leftover mushroom in Mary’s fist.
ey : Alana was smiling down like a bully who had earned
it.
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the grass, stained and quiet. Mary'’s face was still a mess
of cream and jam. She did not look like a woman who

believed in losing.
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She finished it. Blonde hair, black nails, the last of the
glowing stem going in, eyes down, the mess on her
mouth mixing mushroom light with leftover pastry. No
ceremony, just a bartender swallowing a dare.

o your, ugly work.”




It took her sideways and down, belly pushing, ass
rounding, the tattoo on her thigh stretching as the hip
under it arrived. She was still smaller than Alana at the
edge of the shot, but she was growing. The middle
mushroom had a punch. It just was not the punch she
had wanted.

(feeling it, mbbi ) | -

“There she is'.:Thée fsmun don’t you embarrass me.”J

-
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Her hand found the lower swell, black nails in pale fat,

. the tattoo warping, Alana still a roof in the corner.
' Mary's mouth was open. She was getting bigger. She
could feel it in her ass, in the hang of her tits. She

thought this was the climb. She thought it would keep

going.
- \'b-* ;_7__".;,:’-;:3; ,"._'___
. O e gl . o
SEm— (T banf"'gféfg'_bing' herself) = e
- — — g e "T R e -
- “That’s it. That’s the stuff. 'm catching up.'| can feel myself catching up.’
:d-.ﬂ - %"..-!' o ~{alces '.- 5



She crossed her arm over the new belly like she was

\‘ measuring a win, tits heavy, ass a pale cliff. The tattoo

- | : on her thigh stretched. Alana still occupied the top of

- T W .- e W the frame. Mary rubbed anyway. She believed the
(breathless, pleased) i s e math.

«See? Middle tube still counts. I'm getting t
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l'ié_re. I'm getting.:.”
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It slowed. You could see it in her face before you could
see it in the body, eyes shutting, mouth still messy,
waiting for the next inch and not getting it. Jennifer
watched from behind, still the smallest. Alana’s dark
ass filled the foreground. Mary'’s growth stopped in the
middle.
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* 5 o (_cgnfuea little gassy) & S
)20 Wait \Wait Jis that 1is that it?, | still feel
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" “You got the big one: Fine. Fine, you got the big on
g ) .
his is still '@ lot! Don't look at me like that.”
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kin’. at second place.”
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It stopped. Mary looked down at herself with her
mouth open, cream on her teeth, the belly full and
tight and finished too soon. Jennifer in the background
had the face of a girl watching two other people fight
over a prize she had already lost. Alana’s ass did not
get smaller to be polite. The middle mushroom had
punched. It had not punched enough. That was what
they all decided, without asking the man in the hat.



Mary's belly from below was a pale, stretched drum

TRl TN el O\ | W e , ki - under black nails, her face still a mess, the growth
~ (soft, to her own gut) ' N | _ ~__ stopped so clearly you could feel it in the skin. She
- “That all you got? After all . . iy 3 gy e rubbed it, stuffed and gassy and not enough.

5'\-__




Alana shoved her tits in Mary's face. Jennifer, left of
frame, looked up from a smaller stretch of ass and
back, chocolate still on her mouth, watching the two of
them play winner. Alana was smiling. The smallest
mushroom was still in Jennifer's future, and if the
middle one had only been a bump, the tiny one would
be nothing. That was the logic. Alana loved the logic.

(watchgg, quiet, afready gone} .

* hnn it ton
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Jennifer held the miniature blue thing up in red nails.
Huge pale tits, huge pale gut, leftover chocolate on her
mouth, and that tired what's-the-point look.
Sugarvale stood on the bank behind her, tiny, cane in
hand, not done with her. She did not lift the mushroom
to her mouth. Not yet.




(putting it in,"a tired little sound)
< ine.' Fine, I

O e
~. Mr. Sugarqqle:-:;

1 (behind her, almost kind)
“It isn't ?ie_r until it’s over,/Miss Marino. Eat.
See it through.§That{is{the{wholeYof{the]
instruction.”/

1 (. -

pg—

She ate it anyway, because the little grey man behind
her had a way of making anyway sound like a rule.
The blue cap disappeared between her teeth easy as a
mint. No glory in it, just a sad stained giantess on the
grass swallowing the last course. Her belly still sat there
like nothing had happened.



;--r-c
}:ﬂ

burp, can fused)

3 i

The first weirdness was gas., She wrapped her arms
around that huge pale gut like she could hold the burp
in, mouth open, eyes down, a small wet sound starting
in her throat. The tits sat on the belly. Sugarvale
watched from the bank. It looked, for a moment, like
the start of what had happened to Alana. It was not
going to be that.




She swelled a little. Tits heawier, belly tighter, the navel
a shallow well, red nails lost on the side of herself. It was
growth. It was real. Compared to what they had just
watched happen to Alana, it was a shrug.




AT A little more, then it stopped. The belly shone. The tits

e (EE h ope fj‘-’_ﬂ"f"f?g,ﬂ.}f'.g; _ . /) i T2 3 shone. Sugarvale stayed a grey detail. Jennifer’s red

SN h';-,. thu_fc_'__%& all, isn’t i gcreEn - 2 . nails rested on the dome. The punch the small
e SR o R g QRS  rmushroom had thrown wos o top.
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(mean,"still gass}-ﬁféé'sed with herself)
‘AwwXShe grew a snack. Somebody get this woman a
pqrtiuputlun ‘ribbon.”

They looked down on her. Jennifer’s pale ass in the
middle, Alana dark and smiling on the left, Mary pale
and tattooed and smiling on the right, both of them a
head and a chest above the girl who had eaten the
grape. They were laughing, and it was not kind.
Sugarvale did not say a word.



(snﬂ laughmg) | - - S
“Dcn’t 1r:ryl Vau still Imh Iihe u cnuch Thut’s mmethmg 2

R F
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(poking her, not gentle)
“You were never gonna win. Not

L
L
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from the second | put my foot in

-_ syour gut. That' the truth.
@ " > Snmebody

/

hud to say W it 2
s\

5 ‘1.
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Same pile, same laugh. Jennifer’s huge pale backside
sat between two bigger women who had decided she
was the joke of the last course. Alana was smiling.
Mary was smiling. Jennifer had been kicked, given the
smallest tube, given the smallest mushroom, given the
smallest swell, and now she was being given this.



“Don't.!Don

(looking up,'barely a voc)~ |
' "r"twlutgh at me. | didn't... it wasn’t

Jennifer stood between them, small in a way that had
nothing to do with the fat on her, looking up, Mary’s
pale back on the left, Alana’s dark body on the right,
Sugarvale a grey far thing on the grass. The laugh was
still happening. Standing under it was the quietest she
had felt all day.



She looked up at Alana and all she could see was tits,
two dark sugar-dusted globes filling the sky, and that
smile above them. It was the same smile that had liked

t take it personal, baby. her in the courtyard. It did not like her enough now.
_. The laugh kept stretching, and Jennifer felt something
e blue and quiet start behind her eyes.

:_:. _. - ¢



She turned her head and Mary was a belly, a pale wall
shoved into her face, tattoos at the edge, cream still on
that bartender mouth. Same mouth that had said no
hard feelings after the kick. Jennifer's world had two
women in it who had decided she was the punchline.
The mascara had not run yet. It was about to.




e She cried. Of course she did. She took the unfair race
3 W i' !. . and the kick and the laugh, mascara melting in black

e i * 4 , tracks, chocolate still on her mouth, tears on her chest.
gi I just nted 'something that - 4 _ F /A

wusn't Palumbo.l didn’t even... | didn’t even
run at her. She klcked me.”

-




The face changed before the eyes did. Same tears,
same mascara, same stained mouth, but the look she
turned on Mary was not shy. Mary had been rude from
the tube. Mary had been the one. Jennifer's brows
came down. The cry stayed.




Then the irises went hard electric blue, mascara still
running, a tear caught mid-cheek. Behind the color
was not Palumbo’s secretary. The small mushroom,
which had looked like a grape, had been waiting.
Something in her turned.
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(a whisper)
H".Oh' b}
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¥ 1
{the smile stalling)
'Il_i_s wrong with her eyes.”

ifer. H
A _#.
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ey Thuts nnt... thut’s nnt funny

S 5
v i ~
F A ",
(i —
Y -
.,

It started while they were still looking at her like a joke.
The blue was in her eyes and the body was already
leaning, already more. Alana was still a dark
mountain, Mary still a pale one, and Jennifer, who had
been the smallest of the three, took a breath that did
not fit her lungs anymore.



She outgrew the joke in a single wet second, tits and
gut and ass and height all arriving at once while Mary's
hand was still on her own belly and Alana’s mouth was
still half a laugh. The blue stayed in her eyes and the
chocolate stayed on her mouth. The body came on so
fast the brick looked like it had shrunk. They had
laughed at a failed swell. It had not been finished.

& (looking up,'the voice gone thin) | oy :
S N5" No ! oy ng,l that’s not... she ate the small one.}
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(awed scamd) gl o PES
"Shtipassing me. She S passmg mef‘ Thut ain’t possible.”

Jennifer kept going, faster now, pale belly and breasts
filling the left of the world, Alana and Mary suddenly
the ones looking up with their mouths open. The blue
had not left her eyes. The mascara was still there. The
person who cried was not driving anymore. Hunger
was doing the driving.



Mary was chest-high on a woman who had been
under her laugh ten seconds ago. Jennifer's hand rested
on her own spreading gut. Alana’s dark face stared
from behind the swell. The factory had a new tallest
thing, and it was the one who had been given the
grape. The mushroom’s punch, it turned out, did not
care about diameter.

-

(looking up)

~ “What the fuck. What the fuck did
he put in yours..

. T
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Jennifer’s thigh filled the shot like a wall, Mary a pale
tattooed smear at the edge of it, looking up. Sweat
shone on the skin. The last of the smaliness was gone so
completely it felt like a prank. Mary’s mouth was open.
For once, she did not have a line.

9
(a breath, not a joke) |

“Jennifer...” +
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Sugarvale stood at the edge of Jennifer's ass, two huge
pale globes that had turned the brick and the windows
into toys. Mary was a tiny tattooed figure in the purple
tree’s shadow, looking up, looking lost. Jennifer's body
had taken the scale of the room. He watched her the
way he watched a last course. He had not stopped the
kick. He was not going to stop this either.
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' (_s&r_i_at{f,-Soufhem, too late) Y4"
“l_e_r:n_*ﬁife-_r. Bubnye were just playin’. We wer{ j
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ust...

Mary's face from below was all freckles and fear. The
cream was gone. The smirk was gone. She was looking
up at a woman who had been shy in a courtyard that
morning and was not shy now. It was the look of a
bartender who had finally met a drunk she could not
throw out.




s | : ; f / \

J - 7 Jennifer smiled, blue still in the eyes, and took Mary by
(calm, hungry, not Pﬂf”mbﬂs girl) - . a7 the head with those red nails in blonde hair. The smile
~'m not W"t euen c!ose to full. You ﬁ“t I did not wobble. She was not full. That was the thing.
.v"” p“t yourfootin me.” = e ' ' The million dollars felt like it was happening to
' somebody else. What she had was a mouth, and a
woman who had kicked her, and an appetite that had

taken the wheel.

“Wait.\Wait,jwait,| 'm [sorry,{'m[sorry. 1 [shouldn’t{have  kicked [you,]1




(watching, stuck)
“Jennifer. Jennifer, put her down.”

From behind it was almost beautiful. Jennifer, pale
and huge, lifting a kicking tattooed Mary toward her
mouth, Aland’s dark ass a second wall in the
foreground, Sugarvale a grey man between them with
his cane, looking up, looking glad. Mary's feet found
nothing. Nobody had a rule for this.



" - - Mary went in headfirst. Jennifer had decided that was
( muﬂ‘?ed frantic) 4 how this went. Red nails on a tattooed back, pale legs
4. “Mmph. 19“"":9"' please. | take it back, | take all of it back...” ' still kicking in the air, floral ink stretching on a thigh
that had been a weapon an hour ago. Jennifer’s mouth
was wet and dark with leftover chocolate at the
corner, and she was smiling around a bartender.

Mary's apology came out muffled by tongue.

.~_ @@ﬁnd hen afmost tender)
“Shll.}'#mft

pr.




(from rns:de the mouth wrecked, alive)
t'syit’sYso wet... | can taste your fuckin’
macarons, | can...”

Mary went further. Her ass and legs were still outside, a
pale tattooed leftover, while Jennifer's huge pale tits
filled the frame under the swallow and those blue eyes
sat half-lidded. It was hot and wet and tasted like
leftover sugar from the whole day. Mary did not die.
Nothing in here was built to kill her. She was just going
down.




(swallowing, a long wet sound, then a breath)

“Glk. There. There you are. Don't kick.\You already did that.”.

——

The last of her went. From below Jennifer was a sky of
belly and breast, that blue-eyed face looking down
past her own body like she was checking a plate, red
nails still in the shot, a smile still on her mouth.
Somewhere a tattooed foot was already gone. The
room had one fewer giantess in it, and Jennifer’s
stomach had one more.




The belly swelled immediately, a huge sweating pale
wall going tight and then tighter as Mary rearranged
herself inside. Bumps moved under the fat, a shoulder

maybe, a hip. Jennifer put the swallow on so fast the
brick looked smaller.




o

It ballooned. Two pale sweating globes of gut stacked
_ into a double swell, the navel a crater, the surface
H .' { going bumpy where Mary found a place to be alive.
R e | ' | "~ There was no death in it, just heat and tight skin. The
chocolate river, down the garden, had a new dam

going up in the middle of it.




(soft, to the gut) _
m tvdone. | told you | wasn

A hand at the edge of the picture, red nails, the belly a
sweating swell of bumps. Jennifer was not looking at
the million. She was looking at the way her own body
had become a room with a woman in it. She had been
hungry her whole life and had called it being polite.
She was not calling it that now.




The burp that came out of her was huge, mouth a
wide shocked O, blue still in the eyes, the double belly
a pale cliff over the grass. Alana stood to the right,
suddenly reasonable, suddenly small, speechless, one
hand on her own hip like she needed the reminder she
(stuttering, the popular girl gone) was still outside. Sugarvale, tinier, looked at Jennifer
“You... you just... you just ate her. You like a man watching a last course finish itself. Mary
¢ ate Mary. That's... that’s a person.” thumped once inside and went quieter.
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\ | |

- (hands up, talking fast) j
E“Hey Hey. You can hnue it. The million. Vou
won. You clearly won, ‘1 don’t even wunt |t, |

don't care, just... juq!;j_:{qgf_t_..&.“

Alana found her voice in the only place she had any
left: the prize. She stood on her own island of grass, tits
still a disaster, and tried to buy the rest of her life with
a million dollars she had been sure was hers ten
minutes ago. Jennifer, in the foreground, was a pale
range of belly, tongue out, already tasting the next
one. Mary rolled inside her. The factory floor felt like a
drum.



(smrhng down, foatsteps like weather) .
“Vour turn,”Alana. Don’t run. You weren’t scured nf me this moming

.x}“

“d (backmg up, voice gone-thm) S
*“lenmfer < That’s not you. That's the muﬁhroom.

& = That’s nnt yﬂu R '-\ \ U

She walked, Each step put a shiver through the brick,
through the chocolate, through Alana’s teeth. Jennifer
from below was tits and gut and that blue-eyed smile,
Alana’s curls a dark smear at the edge of the shot. The
courtyard version of her would not have recognized
the mouth. Inside the belly, Mary made a sound, and a
gurgle rolled through Jennifer loud enough to feel.



.........
f ’

1) |
(soft, filthy,’ almost a Iaug_ﬁ{

“Come hereYou wanted to see how big I could :

The mouth opened. Chocolate still sat in the corner of
it. Her tongue came out pink and wet, and the leftover
buffet of the day was on her breath: river, macaron,
milk, Mary. Alana, off-frame, could have counted the
teeth. Jennifer did not look like a secretary.



1

1 (fist to his lips, delighted, a little faint)
“Oh, goodness. Oh, my word.”

B e . oL B
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Sugarvale put his fist to his mouth. Off the main event,
on the grass, a cartoon man watching Jennifer do the
thing he had been selling all day without explaining.
The cane hung. The goggles hid whatever a man like
that used for awe. He did not stop it. He had not
stopped the kick. He would not stop this.




Alanad’s face was inside her mouth. It was hot and wet
and tasted like leftover chocolate and pistachio and
strawberry and milk, a dark room with a tongue in it
and Jennifer's teeth at the edge. Alana’s mouth
opened on a sound that did not make it out. She was
safe. She was alive. She was getting swallowed
anyway. She would remember the taste of Jennifer
Marino for a long time.
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A few moments later the garden had a different tallest
thing, and Sugarvale was applauding it before you
could even see her feet. Red candy trees behind him,
grey gloves, the little clap of a host whose last course
had gone exactly as cryptically as he had sold it. He
was talking to a woman the picture could not yet hold.

‘ = 1.
Mhlg Suguruule | = 4ns
1'(applauding,’a manaiogue fora monument)

“Bruuu Bruuu. Miss Murmn The gurden hus had winners. The

guen has never, hud thls ‘ % I, |

3t
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Then there was the foot, a pale sweating sole taller
than his whole grey body, Sugarvale’s hands together
at the heel. A red mushroom the size of a cottage stood
behind him. Jennifer Marino, who had been late at a
desk at 7:09 p.m., had a foot you could lose a man
under. He kept clapping. Of course he kept clapping.

_rr. !
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: "Mr‘;’ Sﬁguruule

1 (!aakfng up the sole, sincere)

! uthe;h wanted the blggest mushroom. You were
~ the only one who could not see it. Beautiful.”’




1 -
Mr. Sugule-

2 (still gorng)

Red toenails filled the frame, wet from the day,
Sugarvale mid-clap at the side of her foot. The brick
floor looked like a toy. The grass barely registered as
grass. He had offered a tour. She had become the
thing you came to see.



(laughmg, slow, stuffed)

Luoh at me. They tﬁlat[he big tubes.

She leaned on the wall and laughed, blue still in the
eyes. The navel was a red-brown crater in a belly that
went out of the shot in both directions, sweaty,
stretched, a little face maybe pressed from the inside if
you knew where to look. She had eaten the smallest
mushroom and still ended up leaning on the wall. She
looked like she knew it. She looked like she liked it.




JustZTulp=Y don't squeeze™.”,

The belly was the river'’s new dam, a long sweating
pale stretch of double-gut, bumpy where two
giantesses lived, shining under the factory lights. It filled
the brick room so completely the chocolate somewhere
behind it had nowhere left to go. Jennifer’s head was a
small dark smile at the far end of her own body. Two
women were in there, Mary and Alana, safe and tight
and moving. Her belly blocked the room now, and she
was moaning into it.




From below it was only belly, a sweating navel-deep
swell blocking the light. The chocolate river was a dark
smear at the bottom of the room, stopped where she
met the water. There was no head in the picture and
no hat, just the proof of it: two giantesses inside her,
and Jennifer holding the river still with her own weight.



7 [ —— 25 . R e e ;ﬁ% She filled the garden, pinned to her own gut, ass a pale
2 - 3 - " s (sfaw maanmg, stuffed, almost asfeEP&.me yes). .. range, tits a second range, the red candy trees looking

e 1

(a lastsmaﬂ burp.a last small smile,'to the belly) L ! ;. “Mmm... yeah. Yeah, I'll stuy Tell Pulumbu‘rlminot cumlng like toys. Sugarvale was a grey figure at her foot,

“Wou hear t?i-at\gwls? We got a job.' Be good in there.”. o ~ | : " gt Mnnduy I'm... nngh... 'm wnrhmg! hi@:"@ B X ‘ applauding like a man who had just hired somebody.
' \ ¢ B S 2 - Jennifer looked up at a ceiling she could have kissed.
The million dollars did not matter anymore. He offered
her the garden instead: a job, a reason not to go back
to Palumbo’s report, greet the next visitors if there
were next visitors, and stay. She accepted slow,
moaning, two lives rolling in her belly, the blue still in

her eyes.

“Stuﬁdlss*M&?ﬁm\ Becnmé a permanent purt ofthegnrden.
after you. | cun




