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Mari wrapped her hands around her steaming cup of coffee, inhaling the warm aroma as she glanced at Tracy across the café table. The morning light filtering through the large windows cast a gentle glow against Tracy’s fair complexion. Her blonde hair, usually sleek and meticulously styled, was pulled back into a relaxed ponytail. But what stood out most to Mari was how snug Tracy’s navy-blue suit had become, the buttons straining ever so slightly across her midsection, the fabric hugging her hips in a way Mari had never seen before.


Tracy had always been conscientious about her weight. She had been the kind of woman who counted every calorie, never missed a workout class, and avoided carbs like they were poison. Seeing her looking so much… fuller, and seemingly comfortable with it, sparked Mari's curiosity.


“Tracy,” Mari started hesitantly, stirring her coffee. “I don’t mean to pry, but… you look different lately.”


Tracy lifted her cup to her lips, taking a slow sip before setting it down with a soft clink. Her blue eyes sparkled with something unreadable. “Different how?” she asked, a faint smile playing on her lips.


Mari gestured vaguely. “You look… happy, but also—your suit looks a bit tight. Have you been, uh, trying a new lifestyle recently?”


Tracy chuckled, resting her chin on her palm. “You noticed, huh?”


Mari nodded, watching her friend closely. “I mean, you’ve always been so mindful about what you eat, how you exercise… but now, you seem so at ease.” She hesitated before adding, “What changed?”


Tracy exhaled, as if gathering her thoughts. “I guess I just decided to do things differently,” she said nonchalantly. “I got tired of always counting every bite, feeling guilty over a missed workout, stressing about my figure. I realized… I just wanted to enjoy life more.”


Mari blinked in confusion. That didn’t sound like the Tracy she knew. “Enjoy life more? What made you come to that decision?”


Tracy leaned back, crossing her arms. “A few things, really. It started with work. You know how demanding my job has been. Late nights, constant pressure, always being on top of everything. It wore me down.”


Mari nodded. Tracy had worked tirelessly to climb the corporate ladder, and she’d seen firsthand how much stress her friend carried. “Yeah, I remember. But you never let it get to you before.”


“That’s what I thought too,” Tracy admitted, smiling wryly. “Then I had this realization… What’s the point of working so hard, sacrificing so much, if I can’t even enjoy a damn piece of cake without feeling like I’m doing something wrong?”


Mari tilted her head, intrigued. “So, you just… decided to stop caring?”


“Not exactly,” Tracy said. “I decided to care differently. Instead of obsessing over the number on the scale, I started focusing on how I feel. And honestly? I feel amazing.”


Mari sipped her coffee thoughtfully. “That’s… honestly kind of inspiring. But what triggered it? Was there a moment where it just clicked?”


Tracy grinned, stirring the foam in her cappuccino absentmindedly. “It’s funny you ask. A big part of it has been Alexandra.”


Mari’s brow furrowed slightly. “Alexandra?”


Tracy nodded, her expression softening. “You know, from our book club? You’ve seen her around.”


Mari nodded slowly. She did know Alexandra—at least in passing. A striking woman with impossible beauty, dark hair that cascaded down her back, and an air of effortless confidence that made her seem untouchable. Mari had always thought her a little aloof, but Tracy’s face lit up at the mention of her.


“She’s been a revelation in my life lately,” Tracy continued. “We’ve been talking more, spending time outside of book club, and she’s just… different. She has this philosophy about life that’s completely changed how I see things.”


Mari quirked a brow. “Philosophy?”


Tracy smiled, leaning in slightly. “She believes in indulging in life. Not in a reckless way, but in a way that allows you to appreciate every moment. She taught me that food isn’t the enemy, that a body changing isn’t some great tragedy. She’s helped me see myself differently.”


Mari was silent for a beat, processing this. “And you think I should get to know her?” she asked finally.


“Absolutely,” Tracy said enthusiastically. “She’s incredible, Mari. You’d love her.”


Mari took a slow sip of her coffee, considering. Alexandra had always been an enigma to her, but if she had such a profound effect on Tracy… maybe it was time to see what all the fuss was about?  "Are you absolutely sure I should go see her? I mean, I don’t even know her that well. What if she thinks I’m intruding?"


Tracy grinned, already pulling her phone out of her bag. "Oh, I’m sure you should. In fact, I’m letting her know you're coming right now."


Mari’s eyes widened as she watched Tracy tap away at her screen. "Wait, what? Tracy, no! You can’t just text her like that! What if she’s busy? What if she doesn’t want company?"


Tracy shot her a playful look as she hit send. "Too late. She knows you’re coming. And trust me, she’ll be thrilled."


Mari groaned, covering her face with her hands. "Oh my god, you’re impossible. What if I make a fool of myself?"


Tracy laughed, leaning forward to squeeze Mari’s arm. "You won’t. Look, I promise you, Mari, you won’t regret this. Alexandra is one of the most fascinating people I’ve ever met, and she has this way of making everything feel… different. Better. Just go with an open mind."


Mari sighed, knowing there was no getting out of this now. "Fine, but if this ends up being awkward, I’m blaming you."


"Deal," Tracy said with a wink.


As Mari left the café, her heart thudded in her chest. She wasn’t sure what she was walking into, and Tracy’s enthusiasm only made her more curious. Who exactly was Alexandra, really? And what was it about her that had Tracy so utterly captivated, to the point she'd let her figure go?


The city streets were bustling as Mari made her way toward the address Tracy had sent her. The closer she got, the more she found herself questioning everything. Was she really about to do this? Was she about to walk into the home of a woman she barely knew just because her friend insisted she would "love her"?


She shook her head, exhaling sharply. Maybe she was overthinking this. Maybe it would be fine. Maybe Alexandra would turn out to be a perfectly normal, if slightly eccentric, woman and she would leave wondering why she’d been so anxious in the first place.


But somehow, deep down, she doubted it would be that simple. Even so, it would be more rude to just not show up, right?


Mari  checked the address once more. She had expected Alexandra to live somewhere nice—Tracy had spoken highly of her, after all—but she hadn’t expected this. The apartment building that loomed before her was sleek, modern, and obviously expensive. The polished stone exterior and towering glass windows shone in the light, and the doorman standing at attention near the entrance only added to the grandeur of the place.


Swallowing the sudden wave of nervousness that she felt, Mari stepped through the doors. The lobby was just as lavish as she had feared, with plush seating, an enormous chandelier hanging from the ceiling, and the soft sound of classical music playing in the background. She approached the elevators, her fingers hovering over the button panel, only to find that the penthouse button required a key.


Of course it did. Because of course Alexandra lived in the penthouse.


Letting out a slow breath, Mari turned on her heel and made her way to the front desk. The receptionist was a young woman with soft, round features, her chubby cheeks slightly flushed as she glanced up at Mari with a knowing smile. Mari hesitated—there was something oddly familiar about the woman’s expression, something she couldn’t quite place.


"Hi, I’m here to see Alexandra," Mari said, keeping her tone polite but uncertain.


The receptionist's smile widened, and she reached under the desk without hesitation. "Of course you are," she said, handing Mari a keycard. "Just use this at the elevator. She’s expecting you."


Mari blinked, taken aback by how easily she was given access. "Oh, um… thanks."


The woman gave her a look—one that felt almost conspiratorial. "Enjoy yourself."


Mari frowned slightly but nodded, deciding not to dwell on it. Instead, she took the key and turned back toward the elevator, her heart beating just a little faster than before. As she stepped inside, she could still feel the receptionist’s eyes on her, the weight of some unspoken knowledge that she wasn’t privy to.


The elevator ride felt longer than it should have. As the numbers ticked upward, Mari found her mind racing. Who exactly was Alexandra? She had always seemed like a refined, composed woman when she'd seen her around, but Mari had never considered the possibility that she was wealthy—penthouse-in-an-exclusive-building wealthy. And what was with the receptionist? And Tracy? Was she imagining it, or was there some sort of thread connecting all of this together?


The elevator doors slid open with a quiet chime, revealing the interior of the penthouse. Mari stepped forward hesitantly, her breath catching as she took in her surroundings. The place was stunning; sleek, and modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a breathtaking view of the city skyline. The sheer scale of the penthouse made Mari feel small in comparison, and she couldn't help but marvel at the luxury that surrounded her.


Her eyes drifted toward the kitchen—a space that looked more like something out of a high-end restaurant than a personal home. Stainless steel appliances gleamed under the recessed lighting, and the counters stretched long and unbroken, with ample space for food preparation. It almost looked professional, like it had been designed for producing large quantities of food. The thought lingered in her mind for only a moment before she heard a voice call her name.


Before she could react, Alexandra was there, sweeping her up in a warm embrace. Mari stiffened for a split second before allowing herself to relax into the hug. Alexandra’s arms were strong, her scent warm and inviting, something faintly sweet and intoxicating that Mari couldn’t quite place. Her heart fluttered unexpectedly, and she cursed herself for the reaction. What was it about Alexandra that made her feel this way?


Dark-skinned and effortlessly poised, Alexandra had a presence that commanded attention without demanding it. Her rich, dark hair was pulled back in a loose but elegant way, strands framing her face just enough to soften the intensity of her gaze. There was something in her smile, in the way her fingers lingered for just a moment longer on Mari’s back before she pulled away, that made Mari feel unsteady.


“I’m so glad you came,” Alexandra said, her voice velvety smooth. “I was hoping Tracy would send you my way.”


Mari swallowed, trying to regain her composure. “Uh, yeah. Tracy… she was pretty insistent that I meet you.”


Alexandra chuckled, stepping back slightly but keeping her eyes on Mari. “That sounds exactly like her. Always looking out for the people she cares about.”


Mari nodded, her gaze flickering around the penthouse again, searching for something to ground her thoughts. “Your place is… incredible.”


Alexandra smiled warmly. “Thank you. I try to make it feel welcoming.”


Welcoming wasn’t the word Mari would have chosen. Overwhelming, maybe. Impressive, almost certainly. Surreal, definitely. But there was also something about Alexandra that made her want to stay, that made her want to settle into the atmosphere and not question it too much.


“Come,” Alexandra said, gesturing for Mari to follow her toward the kitchen. “You must be thirsty after your trip here.”


Mari followed, still trying to shake off the peculiar effect Alexandra was having on her. The space itself was immaculate, and despite its professional design, it somehow felt lived-in. Alexandra moved with an effortless grace, pulling two glasses from the cabinet and filling them with water from a sleek, glass pitcher.


As she handed one to Mari, she leaned against the counter with a small smile. “Tracy mentioned you had questions for me.”


Mari hesitated before taking a sip, choosing her words carefully. “I guess I just… didn’t expect any of this.”


Alexandra tilted her head slightly, studying Mari with an amused glint in her eyes. “Any of what?”


“This.” Mari gestured around. “The penthouse. The… everything. Tracy made it sound like you were just another member of our book club, but this—” she shook her head, “—this is something else.”


Alexandra laughed, a low, rich sound that sent another ripple of warmth through Mari. “Ah, I see. You’re wondering how I fit into the picture Tracy painted for you.”


Mari nodded, feeling slightly sheepish. “Yeah. I mean, no offense, but I didn’t picture you as someone who lived in a penthouse with a kitchen that looks like it belongs in a five-star restaurant.”


Alexandra’s smile widened, but there was something knowing and mischievous in her expression. “I suppose I like to keep parts of myself private until I find the right moment to reveal them.”


Mari arched an eyebrow. “And this is the right moment?”


“Perhaps,” Alexandra mused. She set her glass down and folded her arms across her chest. “Tell me, Mari—what do you think I do?”


Mari hesitated. “I… I don’t know. You could be a chef, given the kitchen. Or… I don’t know, an investor? Someone with a lot of influence?”


Alexandra hummed thoughtfully. “Influence. That’s an interesting choice of words.”


Mari frowned. “Am I wrong?”


“No,” Alexandra said slowly, her dark eyes locked onto Mari’s. “But there’s more to it than that.”


Mari’s fingers tightened around her glass. There was a tension in the air now, something unspoken but heavy between them. “So tell me?”


Alexandra’s smile deepened, but she didn’t answer immediately. Instead, she reached out and gently took Mari’s glass from her hand, setting it aside. Mari’s breath hitched slightly at the closeness, the heat of Alexandra’s touch lingering even after the glass was gone.


“You’re curious,” Alexandra murmured, her voice almost teasing. “That’s a good thing. Curiosity means you’re ready to see things differently.”


Mari swallowed. “See what differently?”


Alexandra’s fingers traced the rim of her own glass as she studied Mari intently. “Everything.”


Mari stood there, her breath shallow, as Alexandra stepped forward, her movements slow and deliberate. There was an undeniable grace to her that was effortless and intoxicating, exerting a pull that Mari couldn’t resist. The air between them felt charged with something; thick with an anticipation that sent shivers down Mari’s spine.


"You think too much, you know." Alexandra murmured, her voice low and velvety, as if weaving a spell around Mari. "You let your thoughts tie you in knots, worrying about what others think, worrying about what’s expected of you. But just imagine... imagine if you didn’t have to anymore. Imagine if all that weight was lifted from your shoulders."


Mari swallowed hard, her eyes locked onto Alexandra’s, drawn into the endless depth they seemed to possess. "That... that does sound nice."


Alexandra’s lips curled into a knowing smile as she reached out, her fingers brushing over Mari’s wrist, light as silk but leaving heat in their wake. "You don’t have to be uncertain, you know. I can show you a world where confidence isn’t something you chase—it’s something you own. Where you don’t need to seek approval, because you already know your worth..."


Mari’s head felt light, the world narrowing down to just the two of them, the warmth of Alexandra’s body so close, the rich scent of her skin filling the space between them. She inhaled deeply, the aroma an intoxicating blend of something dark and sweet, drawing her in further.


"You want that, don’t you?" Alexandra whispered, her lips just inches from Mari’s ear, her breath caressing her skin. "You want to let go. To be taken care of. To feel secure in your desires..."


Mari shivered, heat pooling low in her belly. She did want that. She wanted to stop questioning, stop second-guessing, stop feeling like she had to justify every little choice she made. The thought of surrendering, of letting Alexandra guide her, made her pulse quicken.


"I do..." she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.


Alexandra’s fingers traced a path up Mari’s arm, slow and deliberate, sending waves of sensation through her. "Good girl," she purred, her lips curving in approval. "Then let me show you how."


Mari’s breath hitched as Alexandra leaned in, her lips grazing the edge of Mari’s jaw, teasing and testing her. Mari tilted her head instinctively, craving more of that touch, that warmth. Alexandra’s lips moved lower, pressing soft, deliberate kisses down the line of her throat, each one igniting a fire deep within Mari.


Her hands found their way to Alexandra’s waist, gripping the fabric of her blouse, desperate for something to hold onto. Alexandra’s body was firm beneath her fingertips, radiating heat, strength, certainty.


"You don’t have to fight it," Alexandra murmured against Mari’s skin. "Just let yourself feel."


Mari exhaled sharply, her pulse hammering in her ears. Alexandra was right—why fight it? Why hold onto hesitation when every fiber of her being wanted this? Wanted her?


Alexandra pulled back just enough to look into Mari’s eyes, her dark gaze alight with something dangerous, something irresistible. "Tell me what you want, Mari."


Mari’s lips parted, her breath unsteady. "I want you."


"Close," Alexandra replied. "You want to be mine."


Mari's mind reeled, spiraling into something she couldn't fight. Alexandra was right. She wanted this. She wanted to belong to her. To let go of all the worries, the doubts, the constant second-guessing. She wanted to be Alexandra’s.


Alexandra’s hand came to rest against Mari’s cheek, her thumb stroking the soft skin there, her dark eyes alight with satisfaction. "You won’t need to think anymore," she murmured, her voice silk and promise wrapped in warmth. "You won’t need to worry anymore. I’ll take care of everything. You’ll only need to feel. Only need to obey."


Mari shivered, her breath caught in her throat. The idea was intoxicating, irresistible. No more worries. No more doubt. Only Alexandra’s voice. Only Alexandra’s touch. Only Alexandra's guidance. "All you have to do," Alexandra continued, lips inches from Mari’s ear, "is say yes."


The last fragments of resistance melted away, leaving nothing but the raw, unfiltered need to submit to her, to surrender. "Yes," Mari whispered, the word barely leaving her lips before Alexandra smiled, satisfied.


"Good girl," Alexandra purred, and Mari shuddered at the praise, her entire body responding as though the words were magic. "You’ve made the right choice. And now… now you’re going to know what true pleasure feels like."


Taking Mari’s hand, Alexandra guided her across the open space of the penthouse. The dining table, long, sleek, and with a dark polished surface, waited in the center of the room. It was a statement piece—commanding yet elegant, exactly like Alexandra.


“Sit tight for a moment, sweetheart,” Alexandra instructed, her voice a soothing melody.


Mari obeyed without question, slipping into one of the plush chairs. The leather was cool against the backs of her thighs, but it wasn’t the temperature that sent a shiver down her spine—it was the anticipation that curled in her stomach, the knowledge that she was utterly at Alexandra’s mercy at the moment. She was facing away from her now, entirely unable to see what she was doing behind her. Curiosity sparked in her mind, but it was overshadowed by a greater need—the need to be good. The need to obey.


She sat perfectly still, hands folded in her lap, as she listened to the quiet sounds behind her. Soft movements and sounds could be heard, like the clinking of plates, and the delicate rustle of cloth. Then, gradually, came the scents—delicious and overwhelming and intoxicating in equal measure.


Mari’s stomach immediately clenched, her mouth watering as the air filled with an orchestra of different aromas. Savory meats, rich sauces, the comforting scent of freshly baked bread... There was something sweet, too—vanilla, cinnamon, something caramelized and golden. It was overwhelming, and yet, she did not turn to look. She stayed in her chair, waiting like the good girl she was.


Alexandra had told her to sit tight, and that was exactly what she would do.


Her fingers curled against her thighs, nails pressing into fabric as she fought against the desperate urge to see what was happening.


Then, a plate was set in front of her. Then another. And another.


Mari’s eyes widened as Alexandra moved with graceful efficiency, filling the long expanse of the dining table with plate after plate of decadent dishes. The spread was staggering—far more than two people could ever hope to eat in one sitting. There were meats that were seared to perfection, steaming bowls of pasta accompanied by rich, velvety sauces, and baskets of bread that were so fresh that they still carried the warmth of the oven. There were desserts, too—cakes that were layered thick with cream, and fruit tarts that glistened under the soft glow of the overhead light.


Mari’s breath hitched again. How had she prepared all of this in mere moments? The logical part of her mind was left scrambling for answers, but logic was irrelevant now.


After all, she didn’t need to understand. She only needed to obey.


Alexandra took the seat beside Mari, her dark eyes sparking with something unreadable, but bordering on amusement. "Now," she murmured, reaching for the nearest plate. "It’s time I start showing you my affection."


Mari’s eyes widened as Alexandra picked up a fork and twirled a generous portion of creamy pasta around it, before lifting it towards Mari’s lips, her dark eyes sparkling with purpose. "Open."


Mari obeyed instantly, parting her lips without hesitation. Alexandra slid the fork into her mouth, letting the rich and decadent sauce coat Mari’s tongue. The moment the flavors exploded across her taste buds, a soft moan slipped from her throat. It was incredible—no, beyond incredible. It was divine.


"Good girl," Alexandra purred, withdrawing the fork only to prepare another bite. "Eat."


Mari chewed and swallowed, barely able to contain herself. The second Alexandra placed another bite against her lips, she opened eagerly, needing more. Each bite only seemed to intensify her hunger, as if the act of eating fanned a fire inside her that couldn’t be satisfied.


Alexandra’s amusement grew as she continued to feed Mari, watching her swallow down each bite with more and more desperation. "You love this, don’t you?" she mused, gently brushing a strand of hair from Mari’s flushed face. "Being good for me. Letting me take care of you."


Mari nodded, unable to speak as another mouthful was placed between her lips. The moment she swallowed, she realized just how ravenous she still was. It was impossible—she had never felt this kind of hunger before. Her stomach should have been filling, it should have been satisfied, and yet… it wasn’t. If anything, it only ached for more.


Alexandra chuckled, clearly delighted by Mari’s eager compliance. "Then let’s not stop, shall we?"


Plate after plate appeared before Mari, the portions growing larger, the flavors richer. Alexandra moved methodically, taking her time with every bite she placed into Mari’s waiting mouth. Mari didn’t even question it anymore. She simply accepted, swallowed, and let Alexandra’s praise wash over her like a warm embrace.


Her stomach stretched, rounding slightly, but Alexandra didn’t stop. And neither did Mari.


The plates stacked up around them, empty dishes that should have been evidence of a meal long finished. But Alexandra still fed her, still cooed sweet words into her ear, still guided another forkful to her lips with the same tender care.


Mari whimpered softly as she felt herself growing fuller, her belly pressing against the waistband of her clothes. It was becoming harder to sit up straight, yet she didn’t dare resist. Not when Alexandra was looking at her with such satisfaction. Not when she had been so good for her.


"You’re doing so well," Alexandra murmured, caressing Mari’s cheek with the back of her fingers. "Look at how well you take every bite for me."


Mari moaned around another mouthful, her body thrumming with warmth, with pleasure, with the deep, overwhelming desire to keep obeying. She could feel herself sinking further, lost in Alexandra’s gaze, in her touch, in the way she made every moment feel like absolute surrender.


And still, Alexandra continued to feed her, still filling Mari up past what should have been possible. Mari kept obediently eating; each bite sliding down her throat with a delightful mix of pleasure and need. Her stomach stretched further and further, rounding out into a noticeable curve that pressed insistently against the waistband of her pants. She could feel the button straining, the fabric digging into her swelling flesh, but she didn’t stop. She couldn’t stop. Not when Alexandra kept feeding her, kept praising her, kept looking at her with such satisfaction in her dark, knowing eyes.


Another bite. Another delicious, impossibly rich morsel that sent another jolt of heat through her body. Her shirt rode up further, exposing the soft flesh of her growing gut. She felt it push against her clothes, felt the tension from her waistband struggling to contain her. But the moment she considered slowing down, Alexandra’s voice, sweet and teasing, filled her ears.


"You’re such a good girl," Alexandra purred, trailing a fingertip over Mari’s exposed skin. "Taking everything I give you so well."


Mari moaned around another mouthful, her face burning with a mixture of embarrassment and overwhelming arousal. The pressure was reaching its peak—her pants barely holding together, the seams stretched to their limits. And then, with a sudden pop, the button flew off, landing somewhere on the table with a quiet clatter.


Mari gasped, hands instinctively going to cover her exposed belly, but Alexandra caught her wrist, holding it gently but firmly. "Oh no, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice dripping with amusement. "Don’t hide from me. I like it."


Mari’s face burned hotter, but when she met Alexandra’s gaze, the embarrassment melted away, replaced by something else—something deeper and more raw.


She let out a shuddering breath as Alexandra reached forward, her fingers tracing slow, deliberate circles over Mari’s exposed skin. "I love seeing you like this," Alexandra continued, her voice like silk. "So full, so satisfied… so perfect."


Mari whimpered, shifting slightly as she realized just how turned on she was. The feeling of her belly pressing outward, the way her clothes stretched and strained—it should have been mortifying for her. But with Alexandra’s hands on her, her voice pouring honeyed praise into her ears, it wasn’t. It was intoxicating.


And Alexandra wasn’t stopping. No, she intended to ensure that every bite made its way into Mari's waiting stomach.


Another bite. Then another. Mari didn’t refuse, didn’t hesitate. She opened her mouth when Alexandra commanded, let herself be fed, let herself indulge in the sensations of fullness and pleasure  in ways she never could have imagined before.


Her clothes weren’t just tight around her belly anymore. No, she could feel it in her thighs, in her hips, in the soft weight that was settling into her arms. She was changing; slowly, subtly, but undeniably so. And yet, she couldn’t bring herself to care—not when she was this aroused.


"Look at you," Alexandra murmured, her fingers still tracing along Mari’s stretched skin, reveling in the softness. "You’re made for this, aren’t you? To be spoiled, to be adored. To be mine."


Mari only shuddered in response, her breath hitching as Alexandra leaned in closer, her lips grazing the edge of Mari’s ear. "Say it," she whispered. "Tell me who you belong to."


Mari’s lips parted, her voice trembling as she whispered, "You... I belong to you."


Alexandra’s pleased hum sent a fresh wave of heat flooding through Mari’s body. She pressed a slow, lingering kiss against Mari’s jaw before reaching for another bite of food, offering it up with a satisfied smile. "Good girl."


Mari continued to eat, her body trembling with each bite, as every swallow pulled her further into an intoxicating, heady haze. The food was relentless, plate after plate continuing to vanish into her growing form. 


And then, Alexandra moved on to desserts.


The first bite of cake was impossibly rich, the frosting thick and decadent against her tongue. Alexandra grinned, clearly pleased by how Mari moaned as she swallowed, her eyes fluttering shut as the pleasure of it spread through her body. The desserts were heavier, their sweetness rolling over her, each forkful adding to the growing weight that settled in her belly.


Mari felt almost drunk on it all—the food, the fullness, the way her body responded to Alexandra’s praise. Heat pooled low in her stomach, and she clenched her thighs together instinctively, the pressure only making her more aware of how needy she was. Yet, she remained focused on Alexandra, on pleasing her, on being good. That was all that mattered.


"Look at you," Alexandra purred, bringing another forkful of cake to Mari’s lips. "You were made for this, weren’t you?"


Mari moaned around the mouthful, nodding as much as she could. Her body was growing heavier, growing softer, the weight settling onto her frame with a delicious slowness. Her shirt strained over her expanding belly and breasts, the seams pulling taut, while her pants dug into her thickening thighs, the fabric stretching to its limit as her hips widened.


But still, Alexandra didn’t stop.


Instead, she reached for another slice of cake, her eyes glinting with satisfaction as she fed Mari another bite. The sugary sweetness melted on her tongue, and Mari whimpered, her hands gripping the edge of the table for support. She could feel the pressure in her clothes, feel the waistband of her pants biting into her as her belly surged outward, demanding more space.


Then, with a sharp, audible tear, the seat of her pants split wide open.


Mari gasped, but instead of embarrassment, a deep, shuddering moan left her lips. The sound of fabric giving way sent a thrill through her, a rush of heat that only made her more desperate, more eager to continue. She barely had time to process before Alexandra tilted her chin up with a gentle touch, smirking as she fed her another forkful of cake.


"Good girl," Alexandra murmured, her voice dripping with amusement and desire. "Let yourself grow for me."


Mari obeyed without hesitation, swallowing down every bite Alexandra gave her, her body continuing to swell under the steady stream of food. Her shirt clung desperately to her rounding belly, the seams groaning as they fought against her growing girth.


Another bite. Another tear.


The the fabric of her shirt split at the sides as her belly pressed outward, demanding an end to their restriction. Her thighs, thick and heavy, spread further, the fabric of her ruined pants giving way as they failed to contain her anymore. Yet Alexandra continued to feed her, watching with delight as Mari’s body blossomed under her care.


Mari could only moan, her pleasure and need intertwined as Alexandra continued to spoil her. She was lost in it, lost in the indulgence, the surrender, the overwhelming bliss of giving herself completely to Alexandra’s desires.


Mari’s body swelled with every bite, expanding, filling, and stretching past any limits she had once known. She had grown beyond full, beyond stuffed—she was swollen, growing fatter and fatter with each decadent mouthful that Alexandra placed against her lips. She no longer resembled the woman who had walked in earlier that night. No, she was more than twice that woman now, a bloated funhouse mirror version of who she had been, as her belly rounded, her hips spread, and her thick thighs pressed together with newfound weight.


Her shirt, what little was left of it, could no longer hold on. The seams, already strained to their breaking point, finally surrendered with a loud rip, the fabric peeling away as her burgeoning body claimed its freedom. Her pants had been ruined long ago, nothing more than shreds of fabric clinging to the immense curve of her thighs. Now, fully nude, she sat there, helpless to resist as Alexandra continued to feed her, her body swelling like a pastry in an oven, rising, growing, and softening.


And yet, she wanted more.


Mari whimpered, her voice trembling with both need and pleasure, as her arousal mounted with every bite. She could feel the heat pooling between her thighs, feel the way her skin tingled as Alexandra’s eyes devoured her, as they took in every new curve, every stretch of newly softened, heavy flesh. The bigger she became, the more desperate she felt, whimpering between mouthfuls as Alexandra cooed in delight.


"You’re so beautiful like this," Alexandra murmured, running a possessive hand over Mari’s exposed, distended belly. "So soft. So perfect. And you still have room to grow..."


The chair beneath Mari groaned, its wooden frame protesting under the sheer weight it was trying to hold up. The creaks slowly grew louder and more insistent, as if warning her that it wouldn’t hold for much longer. But Alexandra only smirked, placing another piece of cake between Mari’s lips, watching as she swallowed and her belly pushed forward even more.


"I fully intend to see that chair break under you before we’re done," Alexandra purred, amusement thick in her voice. "Maybe then, we’ll see just how much more you can take."


Mari’s breath hitched, her swollen figure trembling at the words. The idea of it—of being so large that she'd break a chair—sent a thrill of pleasure coursing through her. She moaned, shifting slightly, but found that even the smallest movement was becoming difficult. Her body was simply too heavy now, with her thighs pressed together, her belly spilling onto her lap, and her arms thick and soft, resting uselessly at her sides.


She was too full, too fat, too aroused to think of anything else. Only the food. Only Alexandra’s praise. Only the pleasure of her body expanding beyond what she ever thought possible.


The sheer mass of her form continued to stretch outward, her limbs sinking into the plush, growing folds of her own flesh. She was trapped, pinned by the weight of her own gluttony, and yet the sensation was nothing short of euphoric. Every part of her tingled with need, heat pooling deep inside her, making her whimper in between desperate, panting breaths.


And still, the food never stopped. Alexandra made sure of that. Every time Mari thought she had reached her limit, another bite was placed against her lips. She acted on instinct; accepting, swallowing, and surrendering. It was an endless cycle of pleasure and consumption that had reduced her to little more than a quivering, obedient mass of hunger and erotic desire.


Mari moaned loudly as she realized she could no longer move—her body was simply too heavy now, her limbs too swollen to obey any commands beyond the ones Alexandra gave to her. She was truly helpless, utterly at Alexandra’s mercy, and that only made her feel more aroused. The more she grew, the more aroused she became, and the more the pleasure overwhelmed her.


Then it happened. With one last bite, the chair beneath her let out a loud, sickening crack.


Time seemed to slow as she tumbled downward, her massive body meeting the floor with a deep, heavy thud. But there was no pain, no fear—only white-hot bliss as her climax tore through her, her moan breaking into a desperate, gasping cry of ecstasy. She barely registered Alexandra’s delighted laughter as she writhed, lost in the most intense release she had ever experienced.


When her body finally stilled, her breaths coming in shallow, trembling pants, she felt hands on her. Alexandra’s hands. They moved over her thick, heaving flesh, gripping, stroking, and massaging her bloated figure. Every touch made Mari whimper with renewed need; the desire for food now gave way to a desire to be touched further. She felt herself being rolled, her weight shifting effortlessly as Alexandra maneuvered her onto the massive mattress that lay on the other side of the penthouse.


Mari couldn’t think, couldn’t focus on anything but the overwhelming sensations that came with Alexandra’s hands touching her. It was as if her entire body had become one vast, throbbing erogenous zone; every inch of her responding to Alexandra’s touch with desperate, uncontrollable arousal. Yet all she could do was moan, and twist as much as her swollen body allowed, while aching for even more.


Alexandra leaned down, her lips grazing the edge of Mari’s ear again as she whispered, "Now then, it’s time for me to enjoy my meal..." 

Mari had no idea what Alexandra had planned, but she knew one thing—Alexandra was good at this. Too good. Every touch, every brush of fingers against her swollen, overfed form sent shivers through her entire body, keeping her suspended in a hazy, desperate state of need.


Alexandra’s hands knew exactly where to go, exactly how to knead, caress, and tease to get the maximum result. She trailed her fingertips over the soft expanse of Mari’s bloated belly, pressing just enough to make Mari squirm, to keep her riding the precipice of pleasure but never quite allowing her to fall over it. The way she massaged her heavy, growing body felt worshipful, almost reverent, as though Alexandra was completely enamored with every inch of Mari's massive figure.


Mari whimpered, lost in the sensations, her head swimming as Alexandra’s teasing continued. She wanted release. No, she needed it. But Alexandra was patient, drawing out every second, every breathless moan, ensuring that Mari remained at the very edge of climax.


Then, without warning, Alexandra’s fingers found one of Mari’s hardened nipples, and without hesitation, she gave it a slow, deliberate pinch.


A cry tore from Mari’s lips as a sudden, overwhelming orgasm crashed through her, far more powerful than anything she had experienced before. Her entire body tensed and shuddered, pleasure exploding through every nerve, every fold, every inch of her swollen body. The sheer intensity left her gasping and trembling, her body feeling both impossibly heavy and extremely light at the same time.


Alexandra hummed with smug satisfaction, watching Mari writhe beneath her touch. "Beautiful," she murmured, running her hands down Mari’s side, her fingers sinking into the plush softness. "You take to this so well."


Mari could only moan again in response, still coming down from the peak of her climax when she felt Alexandra’s fingers slide lower. A single, teasing stroke against her slick sex sent fresh waves of need rolling through her, making her body jerk abruptly and involuntarily.


Mari’s breath hitched as Alexandra slowly withdrew her finger, bringing it up to her lips. With deliberate intent, she licked it clean, her eyes locked onto Mari’s own, dark with desire and amusement.


"Mmm," Alexandra purred, her tongue flicking over the tip of her finger. "You are quite tasty indeed..." 

Alexandra didn't stop. She continued to touch, to tease, to explore Mari’s body with an expertise that defied reason. Every stroke of her fingers, every press of her lips, every calculated whisper sent Mari further into oblivion. There was no sense of time anymore—only pleasure, only Alexandra, only the overwhelming need that kept building and building.


Mari had never felt anything like this before. Her body, so heavy, so soft, so immobile, trembled beneath Alexandra’s hands. Every inch of her was sensitive. She moaned, whimpered, gasped, but she never begged Alexandra to stop. She didn’t want her to stop. She couldn’t imagine anything else existing beyond this moment.


Alexandra seemed tireless, her hands endlessly exploring, her mouth finding new places to leave heated kisses, her voice a melody of wicked promises. She deliberately kept Mari on the very edge of sanity, drawing out climax after climax until Mari was helpless to do anything but let herself be consumed by it all.


Time blurred further for her. Alexandra was touching her, stroking her, playing her body like it was an instrument tuned perfectly to her whims. Mari lost track of the number of orgasms, lost track of the waves of euphoria that wracked her swollen frame. She didn’t know how long it had truly been since they started—minutes? Hours? It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except Alexandra and the absolute devotion Mari felt for her.


At some point, Mari realized she wasn’t thinking at all anymore. Her mind had completely surrendered, melted into nothingness. She was Alexandra's. Entirely. Completely. There was no hesitation left in Mari, no part of her that didn’t ache to be molded by Alexandra’s whims and desires.


"That’s a good girl," Alexandra purred against her cheek, pressing a lingering kiss to Mari’s flushed skin. "You’ve done so well. But I’m not quite finished with you yet. We have all the time in the world..."


Mari shuddered, whimpering as Alexandra’s hands moved lower again, reigniting everything, pushing her further and further past the limits she thought she had. She was helpless, utterly at Alexandra’s mercy—and that was exactly where she wanted to be. 


Mari adjusted her seat, feeling the way the chair pressed a little more snugly against her. She had known this meeting with Tracy was inevitable, but that didn’t make it any easier. Her friend had a sharp eye, and there was no way she wouldn’t notice the extra weight Mari now carried around with her. As she stirred her coffee absentmindedly, she felt her shirt strain just slightly at the chest, her belly pressing more firmly against the fabric than before.


Tracy arrived moments later, sliding into the seat across from Mari with an easy grin. Her eyes flicked over Mari’s softened form with immediate recognition. "Well, well," Tracy teased, taking a sip of her drink. "Look at you. So, how did it go?"


Mari sighed dramatically, though her lips quirked up in a smirk. "You already know the answer to that."


Tracy laughed, nodding knowingly. "I do, but I want to hear you say it."


Mari hesitated for a moment, shifting slightly in her seat. She could feel the waistband of her jeans digging in, proof enough of how much she had changed in such a short amount of time. "It was... everything you said it would be," she admitted, her cheeks warming.


Tracy grinned, leaning forward on the table. "And how are you enjoying your new curves?"


Mari fidgeted with her coffee cup, clearly flustered. "I... I love it," she finally confessed, barely above a whisper.


Tracy's smirk widened. "Then why do you look so embarrassed?"


Mari exhaled, rolling her eyes at her own hesitance. "I don’t know. I guess it’s just... I was never like this before. It’s weird, getting used to it."


Tracy hummed, giving her an amused look. "But Alexandra likes it, doesn’t she?"


Mari swallowed, nodding. "Yeah. She loves it."


"Then what does it matter?" Tracy shrugged. "She’s the only one who does, after all."


Mari bit her lip, but she couldn’t argue with that. Alexandra’s approval was all that truly mattered, and if Alexandra wanted her this way—softer, heavier, rounder—then there was no reason to resist. Tracy was right.


Mari sighed and shook her head with a small chuckle. "There’s no point, is there? It’s not like I’m stopping anytime soon. Alexandra’s already helping me revise my wardrobe. I’ve outgrown most of my clothes."


Tracy grinned, tapping a manicured finger against the table. "Oh, trust me, that’s just the beginning."


Mari frowned slightly, stirring her coffee absentmindedly. "What do you mean, just the beginning?"


Tracy smirked, leaning forward with an almost conspiratorial glint in her eyes. "Oh, you’re still in the phase where Alexandra is deciding how big she wants you to be. Maybe she’ll keep you soft and curvy like this... or maybe she’ll decide to make you big, fat, and completely immobile. Just like Darcy."


Mari’s breath caught in her throat, her grip tightening on her coffee cup. "Darcy?" she gasped, eyes widening. "I haven’t seen her in months. Are you saying… that’s what happened to her?"


Tracy giggled, crossing her legs and taking a slow sip of her drink before answering. "Oh, absolutely. After Darcy introduced me to Alexandra, well... Alexandra was so pleased with her that she decided to keep her like a little pet. She’s massive now, Mari. Totally immobile, almost spherical. Just fit for fun and pleasure, nothing else."


A deep flush spread over Mari’s cheeks. The mental image sent a strange thrill through her—Darcy, soft and swollen beyond movement, completely taken care of, adored, and used however Alexandra wished. A shiver ran down her spine, both at the arousal creeping through her and at the realization that she might be next.


Her gaze snapped back to Tracy, suspicion creeping into her voice. "Wait a minute… Did Alexandra tell you to introduce me to her?"


Tracy’s grin didn’t fade, and she tilted her head slightly, watching Mari with a knowing look. "What do you think?"


Mari swallowed hard. It was obvious. Alexandra had picked Darcy, and then Tracy, and now her. And if Alexandra had a plan for her, was there even a choice anymore? Did she even want there to be a choice? The weight of that realization settled deep in her gut, a mixture of trepidation and intoxicating excitement.


Tracy leaned in, lowering her voice as if sharing a delicious secret. "You know, you should take a look through your contacts sometime. See who Alexandra might like. You know… just in case."


Mari bit her lip, her mind already racing. The way Tracy said it made it clear—this wasn’t just about her anymore. It was about who would be next. Leaning forward eagerly, her voice was laced with both curiosity and anticipation. "So... What does Alexandra like in women, exactly? What kind of person does she want?"


Tracy smirked knowingly, sipping her drink before answering. "She usually loves the put-together types," she mused. "You know, the ones who think they have everything under control. Or the types that are far too busy, the ones who never slow down enough to realize what they really need."


Mari shivered at the thought, her pulse quickening. That may have described her to a T before.


Tracy continued, her voice softer now, more conspiratorial. "But more than that, Alexandra will tell you who she wants. If anything…" Tracy trailed off, her smirk deepening. "She’s probably already gone through your contacts, Mari. She’s in the process of deciding. Right now."


Mari’s breath hitched, a sharp thrill running through her. The idea that Alexandra had been looking at her list of friends, colleagues—people she knew—and choosing who would be next sent heat flooding through her body. She swallowed hard, shifting in her seat, but she knew she couldn’t hide the reaction. Her arousal was plain as day, and Tracy could see it.


Tracy giggled, eyes gleaming with amusement. "Oh, look at you. You’re already coming along so well. You know exactly how to be a good girl."


The words hit Mari like a bolt of electricity, her entire body reacting to them with a shiver that she couldn’t suppress. Tracy must have felt it too, because the same tremor passed through her, her smirk faltering just enough to reveal her own excitement.


For a moment, they sat in charged silence, both of them acutely aware of the effect Alexandra had on them—on all of them. Mari exhaled shakily, her fingers gripping the edge of the table. "So… who do you think Alexandra will pick?"


Tracy grinned, her gaze dark and knowing. "We’ll just have to wait and see. We both know that that's the kind of thing Alexandra gets to decide." 
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