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Emily sighed as she slumped down onto her couch, defeated. Another bad date. She'd had a string of them lately, something she had at first attributed to bad luck. However, after so many, she was starting to think maybe it was her. Or perhaps,  maybe it was her taste in guys.

Being in her mid-forties, and one bad marriage later, the redhead had started to wonder if she just wasn't going to find anyone. She wasn't that picky, or at least, she didn't think she was. She wanted someone who wasn't too old, someone who wasn't too young, someone who was funny and smart and driven. Was that too much to ask? Every date she'd been on was with someone who was just... not up to her standards.

Emily picked up her phone. Her friends had convinced her to try these dating apps, and so far they'd gotten her dates, but none with someone she wanted to see more of. Still, she didn't have any other answers. And it gave her something to do these days after work...

Fine, she would look again. The first few dozen were definitely not up to snuff. Was she being overly picky now? Yes, but she was not going to waste her time anymore. She was going to find the perfect person, or at least a few that met most of her criteria, so she wouldn't be wasting her time.

Luckily for Emily, a few of them were exactly what she was looking for, and then one caught her eye. Dark haired, regal looking, sharp eyes that practically seemed to stare into you... Emily practically swooned right then and there. Hopefully, he'd respond.

Surprisingly, he did so, in minutes no less! Emily's heart fluttered slightly. Soon enough, they were talking, and somehow it was like he knew exactly what she wanted to hear. Before long, they'd already set a date. It was a place Emily had never heard of before, but that was okay, she'd wing it. She was good at winging it.

Two days later, it was time. Driving with her GPS, she accidentally passed the place twice. Not because she was lost, but because she was certain that the place they were going was not in fact the place that she was passing. There was no way this was the case! And yet, it seemed to be. Finally, she decided that there wasn't any harm in walking in, or checking to see if there was a reservation. He had said there would be.

Walking in to The Third Circle was an experience. The place was fancy, not to mention somewhat opulent feeling. Not tacky, but definitely not cheap. Indulgent. It felt like this place was something that the designer and owner probably cared a lot about.

“Excuse me, can I assist you?”

Emily almost jumped out of her skin, before turning to the host. “Ah, yes, you see I'm here for a reservation with a Mr... Zebel...?” She really hoped this wasn't just a setup. That this person actually existed and she wasn't being sent to such a fancy and expensive place as a joke. Granted, that would be in line with her usual luck and-

“Oh, you're the guest of Mr. Zebel? Right this way then. He's waiting for you.”

Emily blinked as she followed, somewhat confused. Did they know him? Was this still some kind of setup? Anxiety built up inside her. She wasn't usually this nervous about things, but something felt off, strange even. Soon she was being led upstairs, up a very large staircase, into the private rooms.

As soon as she walked through the door, she saw him. Dark hair, piercing eyes, regal bearing. And then he looked at her, and Emily felt her heart skip a beat. Instantly, she blushed, feeling some kind of pull from this man, like urges deep inside herself were bubbling up inside of her and wanting to come out.

The man stood, gently taking her hand. “Ah, you must be Emily.” Okay, it was not fair of him to say her name like that. It was like he knew exactly how to say it, like he knew the perfect tone to make it sound like the most beautiful thing on his lips.

Flushing deeper, Emily tried to force herself to come back together. “Y-yeah, that's me! Just Emily. And you're...?”

“My father named me Beel, but most people just call me B. I know, it's a bit silly, but I think he wanted to give me a name people would smile at.”

Emily found herself captivated by his voice. The more he talked, the better it sounded; she barely paid attention to what he was saying. It was like she was enthralled, finding herself wanting to just keep looking into his eyes and listening to him... But then he stopped speaking, and she quickly snapped out of it. “W-well, Mr. Zebel, B, I didn't really expect to find you wanting to go to a place like this. I mean it seems very...”

“Indulgent?”

“Yeah! That. I mean, I never would have thought to come here on my own, it just seems very expensive...” Suddenly, her stomach growled, loudly enough to be heard. Flushing again, Emily placed a hand to it, trying to brush it off as best she could. “O-oh, guess I'm hungrier than I thought I was...” She did feel hungry, now that she thought about it. Hungrier than she could remember being in quite some time. And she ate a late lunch too! But now, she felt like her stomach was empty.

“Oh, don't worry about that. Come, sit.” He was already pulling out her chair for her, and she happily complied, though she wondered why he was so nonchalant about that. Was he wealthy? He certainly felt like he was someone important.

“Well, I wouldn't want to leave you with the bill on a first date. I mean, that would be rude...”

“Oh, there's nothing to worry about,” he replied, taking his seat. “After all, I own the place.”

Emily's eyes widened. “You do?” Okay, that she hadn't expected. What was something like him, someone who owned such a fancy place, looking for in someone like her? She wasn't that special. Or at least, she didn't think she was.

“Yep. Got a good deal on it from the previous owner who had a lot of debts. Then I renovated it and made it into what you see today. I wanted it to be a place that made people want to indulge; a place they could spoil themselves. That's why there's so much on offer and at varying prices, depending on how much you want to spoil yourself.”

“That's very unique. I don't think I've ever heard of an idea like that.”

“Well, I like to think that my chefs can do anything. And I like to think that no one can resist leaving without a full belly.”

Emily smiled. “Well, I hope you won't count it against me then if I splurge a little bit...” Her stomach growled again. She was starving. “Because I might take you up on that offer.”

“I'd love for you to do so. After all, I want you to feel like you can put me to the test.”

When he flashed a grin at her, Emily had to stop herself from swooning. That smile of his just seemed to make her feel things. She was blushing like she was in her twenties again! And her stomach growled at his words. She'd never felt like this before, not since she was dating her first husband. And she was suddenly feeling very daring.

Before she could act however, food began arriving at the table. A lot of food. Bread, cheese, cheesy bread, onion rings, soups, salads... There was a lot of food being put on the table. Emily's eyes widened. “Is this dinner?”

“Oh no, these are the appetizers.” His reply was so nonchalant, Emily wondered if he was making a joke. And yet he didn't seem to be. “By all means, eat up~” Again he smiled at her, and Emily felt something inside her mind bubble up.

It had been that way since she walked inside, like urges and desires she kept under wraps were struggling to free themselves. Finally, one of them had come forth, like a bubble rising from the surface, and popping.

Hunger gripped her. She was famished. She couldn't possibly wait to eat, and he'd given her permission, so eat she would. Bread first. Then soup, then salads... She was sampling everything. And it all tasted so good! Every time she took a bite she practically moaned in bliss. It was like a haze was falling over Emily's mind, as she happily munched on everything within arms reach.

After a few minutes of this, Emily leaned back, stifling a quiet belch. “Ah, excuse me!” She flushed again, embarrassed at her outburst. She was usually so much more controlled and worried on dates. And yet around him, she felt like there were no restraints at all.

Of course, that meant that she was now aware of how much she had just stuffed herself. Turning redder with embarrassment, she tried to avoid eye contact for a moment. “Ah, I didn't mean to overdo it so much... I swear, I'm usually not so much of a pig.”

“Oh, I don't mind at all. I find it rather attractive.”

His response caused her to look up at him in surprise, only to get caught back up in his gaze. Her eyes met his, and she felt herself getting lost in them again, felt the urges bubbling in her mind. “You might have to roll me out of here then,” she joked.

“That sounds rather cute to me.”

He smiled at her again, and she found herself smiling back, giggling at the image that filled her head. “Oh, you're so good at making me feel like I can just cut loose...”

“I'm more than happy to do so. After all, you deserve to relax and enjoy yourself. Let go of your worries, Emily. Indulge yourself to your hearts content.”

Every word felt like it was sinking into her mind, relaxing her further; Emily couldn't remember why she was so worried anymore. Clearly, he liked her being herself, so she had nothing to be concerned over. Still, her hand moved to her belly, only to realize that she was already developing a slight food baby. Eyes widening, she looked down and realized her belly was starting to hang over the waistband of her slacks, not to mention making the buttons on her shirt pucker slightly. “Oh, well, I suppose I shouldn't worry, but I really shouldn't overdo it.”

“Emily, relax.”

Again, his words seemed to sink into her mind. She felt better. What did she have to stress over? “Hm?” Looking up at him, she again found herself gazing into his eyes.

“Relax. You can overdo it if you want to. I actually rather enjoy seeing you so happy while indulging yourself. You've got nothing to worry about.”

He was right, she had nothing to worry about. It was totally find for her to overdo it a bit, gorge herself as she wanted to. She was comfortable around him, something she wasn't used to on dates. All the more because he didn't mind that she was enjoying herself.

“You're right, I really should stop worrying. I'm just not used to feeling so... comfortable on a date.”

“Well, I'll take that as a compliment. Now then, I suppose it's time for entrees.”

“Hm?” Emily had been so focused on everything else, she hadn't really been thinking about food. “What's coming?” She'd already figured that he had planned the meal, but she didn't really know what he had in mind.

“Oh, everything.”

Emily opened her mouth to question what he meant, but before she could speak, food started arriving. Every manner of entree she could imagine was showing up; fish and meats and vegetable dishes of every sort were being placed upon the table. Her eyes widened; this was entirely too much, there was no way she could possibly eat all this. Her mouth worked, trying to find words. “This... I mean...”

Before she could speak further, she found a forkful of something delicious in her mouth; pasta, most likely. Moaning in bliss, she felt herself melting back into that state she had been in before. “Relax. Enjoy yourself. Indulge.”

The words sank into her brain, and her body happily complied. She had nothing to worry about. She just needed to indulge. Emily began to consume everything within reach, with no thought to how much she was actually eating. All of that was for later, or it wasn't important; not as important as enjoying herself right now. And she was enjoying herself. Every bite was blissful, and she couldn't stop herself from smiling ear to ear as she binged with abandon. Plates, formerly filled with food, were left bare before she moved on to the next ones, because she wouldn't leave a single bite remaining on them.

Of course, Emily was entirely unaware of what this was doing to her body. Her belly was swelling with every bite, desperately trying to contain all the food she was consuming. Little by little, it bulged outward, pressing against her clothes, fighting against anything that was trying to restrain it. What began as a food baby was rapidly turning into a gut that made her look decidedly pregnant.

The only attention Emily paid to it was to shift slightly in discomfort; in her food induced haze, she was only barely aware that she was swelling larger. There was an audible popping sound, as her slacks popped open, which momentarily gave her more room. A relaxed sigh left Emily's lips, glad the pressure wasn't as great anymore.

And then, the entrees were done. Happy, feeling amazing, and rather stuffed, Emily leaned back in her chair, only to find that her shirt was no longer able to resist the desires of her belly. Pressing outward, the puckered buttons burst off, one after another, as more and more of her gut revealed itself. Emily watched the buttons fly off under the table, knowing she should probably be horrified by what she was seeing. But instead, she giggled at the sight. “I guess I really might have to be rolled out of here after all...”

“I can't say that it would be unpleasant.”

Emily smiled, feeling decidedly warm despite her current look. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she realized she should be embarrassed, but instead, she felt entirely comfortable with everything. She felt good. Happy. In fact, she hadn't felt this good in a while. “You're such a tease. Are you saying that if I was so large you had to roll me you'd still be into me?”

“I would.”

Emily hadn't expected him to answer her without missing a beat. She flushed again. He was more direct that she realized. That wasn't a bad thing either. “Well, you might get the chance if I keep eating like this...”

“We do still have dessert after all.”

“Dessert?” That little voice in the back of her mind was telling her to stop before she really overdid it, but it was quickly silenced by a sudden hunger that she couldn't explain. She was suddenly starving again, craving whatever might come next. “That would be wonderful...”

Suddenly, there was more food being brought. This time, it was clear it was decidedly sweeter. Cakes and pies and pastries of all kinds were being brought and placed upon the table; this time, Emily didn't even wait to start eating. As soon as there was food within reach, she was stuffing her face with it, without a care in the world. The only sounds that could be heard were her moans in between bites of food, lost as she was in a trance of delicious sweets.

However, with her belly as full and large as it was, her body needed somewhere to put all these calories. Unaware of this problem, she simply kept eating, but her body was undergoing a rather strange development.

Food began to be processed rapidly, sending the calories off to be stored in the various fatty deposits in her body. In short, Emily was growing fatter with every bite she took. She began to sit higher in her seat, as her butt grew larger and wider, her slacks straining and stretching as best they could to contain her widening frame. Still, they weren't capable of stretching forever, and soon seams were popping open to reveal pale flesh beneath them. Her thighs too, were growing wider, and the seam along her thighs was the first to begin really splitting open. Suddenly there was a surge, as Emily's rear swelled larger all at once, splitting her slacks; the fattening woman paid it no mind though, lost as she was in slices of chocolate cake.

The rest of her body was getting fatter too. Her belly had already been large, but now her breasts were growing to match it, laying heavily atop her round middle with ease. Soon, her breasts were bursting through the remaining buttons on her shirt; it was much too small to contain someone as large as she was becoming. Her arms were following suit, stretching and bursting the seams of her sleeves just like her legs had done to her slacks. Emily's face was growing rounded too, as her cheeks fattened out as she gained more chins; she was starting to look like an entirely different woman.

But she was entirely unaware of all of this, lost as she was in the bliss of feasting. She was so happy, so very comfortable, that none of the worries or cares that should have been in her mind during this were present. Instead, she simply ate and ate, growing larger by the moment, without a care in the world.

Beneath her, the chair she was sitting in began creaking ominously. It was certainly not made for someone this large, or this heavy. Still, she was unaware of it. Or at least, she would have been, had she not finished eating. For a moment, Emily enjoyed the bliss and comfort that came with being truly full. Then, she became aware of just how large she had become.

Blinking in surprise, she moved her arms, feeling how heavy they had become, as well as kicked her legs a bit trying to get an idea of just how fat she now was. Her mouth worked, trying to figure out the words she could say, before the chair broke underneath her, causing her to fall to the floor. She was massively fat, larger than she could have ever imagined herself; and she wasn't even sure she'd be able to stand.

“What... What happened to me?”

“I do believe you've experienced the results of your feasting, Emily.” He sounded so approving. Something about that made her feel... pleased? That was new. Walking up to her, he gently laid against her, stroking her fat cheek, making her flush deeply in embarrassment. His touch felt so good! “How does it feel?”

It felt... It felt... “It feels good,” she finally decided. More than good. She felt euphoric, despite the fact that she was naked and fat and immobile. “I can't move... I don't know if I'll be able to get home... But I feel so amazing right now I'm not sure I care...”

“Well, you could always stay with me.” He leaned in, gently kissing her cheek, causing Emily to flush deeply again, as bliss and euphoria spread through her body like lightning. If she adored his voice and attention, then she loved his touch. She wanted more of that.

“I-I would like that. But... I'm so... I mean, I'm huge...”

“And that's a problem?” He gently kissed her fat cheek; if she could turn redder, she would have.

“I've just never really imagined anyone would be attracted to me like this...”

He moved so that he was laying atop her middle, gently giving her a peck on the lips. He was so affectionate; Emily couldn't get enough of it. “Oh, I find you very attractive, Emily. You're absolutely gorgeous, no matter what size you are.”

Emily belched lightly; she was practically flushed constantly now, between the embarrassment and the pleasure. “How did I... How did you do this? I'm so... heavy.”

“Well, I suppose I can tell you.” He placed his finger to her lips, causing her to taste chocolate again. Moaning, she shivered as pleasure flooded her senses. How easily he made her feel good. “I'm a demon of gluttony; Beelzebub is my name. And so it doesn't take much effort to work a little magic and make this possible.”

Emily blinked. “A demon? Are you going to ask for my soul or something?”

That got a laugh from him. “No no, nothing of the sort. I simply enjoy feeding off the indulgent emotions of others. To me, there's nothing more delicious than the emotions of someone indulging in pleasures. And you're quite delicious, Emily.”

Again she shivered. Why was she happy about that? Was it because she liked what he was doing with her? Was it because she was happy? Was it because she liked him? She didn't know. But even if he was telling the truth, it wasn't going to scare her off. She hadn't had such a good time in a long time.

“So what happens now? Are you going to... eat me?”

Again he laughed. “Of course not. Not like you're thinking. I could slim you down in an instant, and consume the mass I turned to energy of course. But I would never eat you like you were some kind of animal. That said, if you wish to be eaten in other ways, I can put my tongue to work.”

Dear lord she was not certain she was ever going to stop being red. “I would like that...” But it really did feel suddenly. She was not used to that. And yet demon or not, she was very much turned on and very much wanted to see where this would go.

“Then I shall oblige you~” Before she could ask what he meant, he disappeared from her sight; it was very hard to see over all her fat. Suddenly, she let out of squeak, followed by a moan as she felt his lips and tongue on her nipple; she hadn't realized how sensitive she had become. More surprising was how sensitive all of her was; as his kisses traveled down her body, Emily became more and more aroused. Her fat legs squirmed, as though she could somehow stimulate herself, but it was no good; she was entirely at his mercy.

Luckily for her, he was clearly not someone who held back. Instead, he readily spread her legs, moved her backwards, and began to use his tongue to do things to her she didn't know were possible, and certainly not things she'd had anyone do to her before. It was like he knew exactly how to stimulate her, like he knew where all her most sensitive spots were despite them having just met. Emily moaned loudly, eyes rolling back into her head as she twitched and squirmed with delight.

Finally, she couldn't hold it back anymore. With a cry, she came, bliss flooding her senses. But to her surprise, it didn't stop. Nor did he. Instead, he simply went back to pleasuring her, causing her even more arousal. Again she came, and then again, riding the waves of pleasure he was offering her. She'd never had anything like it.

Until suddenly, it stopped. Momentarily confused, Emily found herself being moved backwards again, before a sensation she'd never felt so strongly hit her. Euphoria, bliss, pleasure, arousal; it all melded together and swallowed her whole, as he inserted himself inside of her and began to stimulate her.

Emily's mind melted immediately, entirely consumed by the wonderful feelings she was currently experiencing. All she wanted was more, all she desired was more. Whatever she had to do to get more of this, that is what she would do. And yet he seemed entirely content to give it to her for free! No, perhaps that wasn't quite right, no doubt he was enjoying her as much as she was enjoying him. It was just so different to have someone who seemed happy to give her the same pleasure that they were getting.

Time was hard to keep track of, as everything flooded together. When it finally stopped, she was exhausted, entirely spent, and a complete mess. And yet, he seemed entirely happy to clean her up and keep her feeling good. When he nuzzled back up to her, she was more than happy to know he was still here.

“So, how do you feel?”

Emily's mouth worked, trying to figure out an answer. “Amazing,” was her final answer, though even that barely covered it. “I want so much more of this...”

“I can absolutely do that. If you like, I can slim you down whenever.”

Her eyes lit up. “We can do this again? Oh yes, please...”

“Alright then, I'll order the food~”
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