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Melissa was a typical eleven-year-old, just starting to dream of boys instead of thinking that they had cooties.  Her parents were typical overprotective parents of their youngest child; the only daughter amongst two brothers five and seven years her senior.  They were pleased that Melissa was making a good showing in school, all A’s with only the occasional B, for she seemed to have a head for numbers.  Good, that would do her well in the years to come.  

George and Myra Wilder were also happy that Mel seemed so well adjusted and mature for her years.  She had several friends and seemed to understand the underlying give and take required to be successful in the world.  They were proud of their daughter, and content that she was a typical young girl.  They didn’t mind at all taking her to soccer practice, even though they noticed that Mel was not the most graceful thing on two legs.  ‘Well, you can’t have everything’ they agreed.  Still, she was cute as a button, of average height and weight, with long, wavy brown hair and sparkling green eyes.  Yes, she would do alright for herself, and come high school, would probably not want for boyfriends.

George and Myra stood watching their little girl run around the soccer field, not accomplishing much but giving the game her best effort, and smiled at one another.  Their little girl was just fine.  

Then things started to turn.  A gradual change began that was announced by Mel’s first period.  Mel came in sheepishly to Myra and told her that she had woken up bleeding “you know, down there.”  Myra assured her that this was normal, and thanked her lucky stars that she had already started telling Mel about ‘womanly things’.  Myra was a bit taken back by how early Mel’s womanhood had arrived, but assured herself that it was not all that uncommon.

In the months that followed everything seemed more or less normal, for of course the changes were at first too subtle for the Wilders to notice.  Mel seemed somewhat withdrawn, spending less time with her friends and more time staying in her room with her CD’s and magazines.  She often missed soccer practice, complaining of not feeling well, especially in the week surrounding her period.  The Wilders also failed to note that their daughters’ appetite was increasing.  She had always had a healthy appetite, but now was frequently snacking between meals and taking second helpings at supper.  Of course she still always had room for desert, which was a Wilder family tradition.

Mel’s body began to swell as her bingeing and inactivity took its’ toll.  By the end of June she had grown an inch taller, but had gained almost fifteen pounds.  Myra was taken back by her daughters’ appearance when they visited a neighbors pool.  Mels’ cute red bikini was looking way to small for her, as not only was Mel starting to get breasts, but seemed to be getting hips and a belly as well.  Myra frowned at the way Mels’ butt cheeks peeked out from below her bikini bottoms and the way her belly seemed to protrude over the stretchy material.  ‘Well, she’s going through the change, of course her body is going to do some re-adjusting’ Myra reasoned.  Still, she would have to watch her daughters’ sweet intake, for it just wouldn’t do for her daughter to become chubby.

In the weeks that followed Mel became more and more withdrawn and several times was short with Myra, telling her mother to mind her own business.  This was so unlike their sweet daughter and Myra started to worry.  It seemed that Mel had completely lost interest in soccer and Mrya tried to goad her into going to practice, which led to one of their fights.  The last time Mel went, towards the end of July, Myra was almost embarrassed to watch as her pride and joy was so woefully out of shape, trailing the plays, her thick thighs glistening with sweat and her tummy heaving as she fought for air.  Sure, she was getting tits, thought Myra, but damn, she couldn’t ignore it, Mel WAS chubby now.  Action would have to be taken!

So, Myra laid down some new house rules.  No snacking between meals, and there would no longer be desert served after supper.  Whatever Mother, was Mels’ response as she trudged her jiggly caboose up the stairs to her room.

Melissa came down for supper that evening pretending that she was a prisoner in a concentration camp.  Nothing but bread and water for the prisoner.  Her imagination was almost right.  Her mother was sure skimping on the servings, and Mel knew better than to ask for seconds, given her Mothers’ current mood.  Fine, if that’s the way it was going to be, that was fine with her; except she was still hungry.  She withdrew to her room and stripped naked to stand in front of the full-length mirror that adorned her closet door.  She turned sideways so she could see her budding breasts in profile.  They were swelling nicely, but she wondered if they would continue to do so if her mother continued to starve her.  She let her fingers run up beneath her breasts, feeling their weight, then watched as her nipples rose.  She looked down and saw her little puffy belly, so nice and round.  Well, maybe a diet wouldn’t be that bad of a thing she admitted as she patted her soft tummy.  She didn’t want to be the target for the girls ridicule come school time.  She turned, gave her widened hips and large butt a scornful look, and plopped onto her bed to watch TV.  

As she almost mindlessly watched the tube she reached behind her headboard for her secret stash.  She opened the cigar box: oh no, only three candy bars left.  Shit!  And her allowance wasn’t for another week.  She carefully unwrapped a KitKat bar and broke off one of the wafers, sliding it into her mouth as if it were a phallic.  The sweet chocolate came off on her lips and she licked them greedily. ‘Must save the rest for later’ she thought.  ‘Got to ration’, thinking of her concentration camp motif.  Still, the rest of the KitKat beckoned her and she couldn’t resist the Siren call, finishing off the other three wafers.  Umm, so good.  God how she loved the taste of chocolate!

Later, as she became sleepy she drifted off to sleep, semi-aware that her tummy was still hungry, she began to dream.  There was an old house, kind of a Victorian Mansion, with lots of gables and gingerbread.  She walked inside and entered a long corridor.  As she moved down it’s length she could hear faint music coming from the closed door at the far end.  “Who can make a rainbow?” she heard the musical question.  Being far too young to have ever heard the song she calmly walked towards the music.  She put her hand on the cool brass doorknob and turned it.  With a squeak the door opened onto a high ceilinged room filled with all kinds of weird machinery, tubes and vials.  “Wrap it in a sigh” the music droned as she spied a man standing over an open oven.  Having never heard of Sammy Davis Jr. it was not surprising that the gentleman wearing oven mitts looked nothing like him.  He had longish, curly hair and wore a vested three-piece suit.  Yeah, he looked kinda like that guy in that weird movie; what was it Willie something and the chocolate bar.  Something like that.

Anyway, the gentleman was humming along with the music and then, noticing Mel turned towards her, pie in hand and chimed in “and make a groovy lemon pie.  The Candyman can.  Oh, there you are” he smiled.  “Just in time.”

He strode towards her offering her the pie.  “Here you go, eat it while it’s hot.”

Bewildered, Mel received his offering and was amazed that the pie, having just come out of the oven, was not too hot.  She looked at its outside, wondering at the pie tin.

“You can even eat the dishes” the Candyman gave her his effervescent smile.  “Go ahead” he chided, “dig in”.

Mel did not want to seem rude, but there were no utensils to be found.  She stared at the pie, her tummy rumbling, and then back up to her host, giving him a confused look.

“Don’t stand on ceremony, dear, you’re amongst friends.  No need for a fork!  There you go now, take a bite.”  The Candyman gave her a nod and a hopeful look.

Mel brought the pie closer to her face. Umm, it smelled delicious.  She gave the Candyman another look, as if making sure it was ok, then took a bite.  It was heavenly!  She had never tasted anything so good.  Rich and creamy yet with a lemony zing.  Yum.  The sugary meringue melted on her tongue.  Mel took another bite.  “God, this is fantastic” she mumbled, mouth full.

The Candyman clapped his hands with joy and giving her a wink said, “everything I make is satisfying and delicious.  Go ahead, have your fill.  We don’t want to leave any crumbs for the mice now do we?  They can be such a bother.”

So dutifully, Mel consumed the rest of the pie, leaving not even a crumb for the poor mice as she licked her fingers clean.

“Good girl, I knew you could.  Now, how about a nice hot fudge sundae?”

Mel, feeling only slightly full after eating the entire pie gave it some serious thought before answering.  She really shouldn’t, after all mom was right; she was getting a little hefty.  But still, if mom was going to reduce her to bread and water she might as well.  Plus, hot fudge sounded so good and it was her favorite.  Better not though, for she knew the girls would be brutal on her if she came back to school looking like a hog.

She started to protest, telling the Candyman that, gee, she really shouldn’t.  But the hurt look on his face made her resolve crumble, so, with a sigh, she said “well, alright then; but just a small one.”

The Candyman, leapt up, twirled, clapped his hands and clicked his heals.  “Oh goody” he cried.  “Just a small one, as you request my dear.”

He turned towards a large sub zero freezer and extracted a three scoop bowl of hazelnut ice cream slathered with hot fudge, and garnished with a merichino cherry atop each scoop.

“Her you go Miss” he chortled.  “A small one, just for you!”

Mel gazed at the three huge scoops, slowly melting beneath the rich dark chocolate.  She knew she shouldn’t, but her mouth had already begun salivating, so she took the bowl in one hand and then a large spoon which magically appeared from behind the Candymans’ back, and dug in.

The Candyman watched her shovel spoonful after spoonful of the sinfully rich goo into her waiting maw, nodding approval with each one, crazy smile permanently etched on his face.  She couldn’t stop.  Spoonful after spoonful, as if she hadn’t eaten for weeks.  Oh, it tasted so good.  She was almost in rapture just by the feeling of the velvety cool smoothness coursing down her throat.  She was vaguely aware of her stomach tightening, and a heaviness in the pit of her stomach, but paid it no mind.  Licking the bowl clean with a greedy tongue she handed the bowl back to the Candyman and burped.  

“That was delicious” she exclaimed breathlessly.

“Well bless your heart, girl” the Candyman grinned even wider.  “Do you like brownies?”

“Oh, no, I couldn’t” Mel blurted out.  “I’m so stuffed I couldn’t eat another bite.”

“Well then, how about just one little brownie for the road, and I’ll make you a whole batch for tomorrow.  You will come back tomorrow won’t you?”  The Candyman gave her a pitiful look as if he would just about break down and cry if she said no.

“Sure, I mean, why not.” Mel agreed.

“Splendid!” the Candyman beamed.  “Oh, we’ll have us a time, won’t we?  You like Moon Pies?  Of course you do.  I’ll have a batch ready for tomorrow.”  He turned his back from Mel and then wheeled around, brownie in hand. “Here you go, then it’s back to bed with you.”

Mel took a bite of the incredibly rich, gooey morsel then crammed the rest into her mouth.

“Good girl!  Now sleep well, and I’ll see you tomorrow night.”  The Candyman then turned on his heals and went back to his ovens singing “Who can make a sunrise? Sprinkle it with dew.”

Mel awoke the next morning ravenous.  She glanced over at her clock: 7:30.  Good, she hadn’t slept through breakfast.  Then she remembered that this was Stalag 17 and the camp commandant, her mother, was giving her nothing but bread and water.  Maybe an end of stale bread, she thought as she jumped out of bed, throwing on a pair of sweats, hardly taking notice of their tightness.  

She trundled down the stairs and almost ran into the kitchen.  “Hiya mums, sleep well?” she questioned.  

Her mother, with her back turned, commented “Well, seems like someone got up on the right side of the bed this morning. Have a seat, breakfast is just around the corner.”

“Swell” Mel replied, taking a seat.  Jeez she was hungry.  She had a sudden flash of a curly haired guy with a crazy grin and she thought absently ‘ what a weird dream that was.’  But then she was distracted by a plate of bacon and eggs and she forgot all about her vision; washing it all down with two huge glasses of milk.

“So Mel” her mother asked, “what are you up to today?”

“Dunno” Mel got off between mouthfuls.  “Think maybe I’ll call Jenna and see if she wants to walk over to the mall.  I read that Three Doors Down has a new disc coming out today, so maybe it’ll be up on the listening station.”

“Well, just don’t spend all day there” her mother exhorted.  “It’s a beautiful summer day and I’d hate for you to waste it indoors.”

“Don’t worry mom, I’ll probably go back over to Jenna’s for lunch and then maybe we’ll go swimming.”

“OK then” her mother nodded.  “Just remember, no snacking.  I’m cooking a nice casserole tonight and I don’t want you to spoil your appetite.”

“Oh mother” Mel sighed, thinking back to last nights wee portions.  Hardly enough to fill a hummingbird.  Already Mel was thinking ahead, sure that Jenna would treat her to a sticky bun or something at the mall.

After breakfast and a call to Jenna, Mel bounced back upstairs to her room to change.  She knew that the day was going to heat up, so she decided on a light sleeveless pullover and her soccer shorts.  She put on her sports bra, noticing that it felt a little tight, and glanced down at herself.  Yes!  Look at the cleavage!  Wahoo.  She was going to have nice, firm, full tits, that’s for sure!  

She giggled, pulled on her top, and then stepped into her shorts.  The elastic waistband dug deeply into her middle.  Ouch! She thought, man were these ever tight.  She turned towards the closet mirror and looked at the reflection. The little yellow shorts were stretched out covering her lower belly as it pooched out below the elastic.  A little role had formed above the elastic as well, a fact that the too small pullover was unable to hide.  Mel turned and looked as her ass fell out below her shorts.  Oopsy, she laughed to herself.  Good thing that school shopping is only a couple of weeks away.

She waited until she heard her mother back in the laundry room and then made like Steve McQueen for the front door.  “Bye mom” she yelled, having made her great escape.  “See ya round six”.  Good, she thought, she had avoided another confrontation, knowing that her mother would not be pleased by her appearance.

She and Jenna had a wonderful time at the mall, checking out all the cool guys and looking at all the back to school fashions.  Gossiping all the while, catching up as Mel and Jenna had scarcely seen each other all summer.  As they meandered, Mel tactfully steered Jenna towards the food court, where they walked down the long aisleway, checking out all the wonderful smells.  

“Ooh, look Jen, sticky buns!  Don’t they smell heavenly?”

“Wanna go halves?” Jenna asked.

“Yeah, but I’m tapped ‘till next weekend.” Mel admitted.

“S’OK” Jenna said.  “My treat.  They look so good and they’re so big I just know I couldn’t eat it all myself anyway.”

“Glad to help” Mel giggled as they sat down and devoured the bun, getting the sticky syrup all over their fingers.

“Yummm” Jenna sighed, “that was scrumptious.”

“Here” Mel said, thrusting her gooey fingers towards Jenna.  “Fingerlickin’ good”.

Jenna laughed and they exchanged fingers.

“God, Mel, like I am so jealous.” Jenna complained when they had finished cleaning each others’ fingers.  “You’re getting tits already.”

“So you noticed” Mel chortled, turning profile and sticking her chest out, feeling really good about her womanhood.

“You gotta tell me” Jenna whispered “what does it fell like?”

“Ooh, it’s just so great” Mel gushed.  Y’know, you can just like, feel them there, and sometimes when I move just right, I can feel them swaying from side to side.”

“Noooo” Jenna squealed.  “Really?”  She looked down at her flat chest and pouted.  “You are soo lucky.”  Then, in a quieter tone, she leaned forward and asked Mel “Can I touch them?”

“Jeez, Jen” Mel blurted, “not out here in front of everybody!”  Then, taking Jennas’ hand, yanked her from her chair and pulled her towards the bathroom.

They entered a stall together; both breathing deeply and Mel pulled her top up over her head.  Jenna gazed at Mel’s body; her tummy moving in and out from her running; her chest squished into her sportsbra.  Wow!  Mel was turning into such a woman, Jenna realized.  But isn’t she getting a little chubby too?

Mel, looked Jenna in the eye and giving her a sly look said “ready to be amazed?”

When Jenna shook her head, Mel quickly ripped the bra up over her head, letting her perky tits bounce back into place.  “Ta Da” she exhorted, placing her arms out wide.

Jenna’s hand snaked forward to where Mels’ nipples already stood at attention, awaiting her touch.  Jenna fondled them gently, then cupped them, feeling their weight.

“You are so lucky” Jenna breathed.  “I would just about die for tits like that.”

“Don’t worry, Jen, you’ve still got plenty of time.  Mine just came early, that’s all.”

“Yeah, but when mine come they’ll probably be nowhere close to yours” Jenna complained.  “I mean, what are you, a 36 already?”

“As if” Mel cried.  “I don’t know yet, but probably about 34B or something.  Well, seen enough?”

Jenna nodded so Mel took her sports bra and slid it back down over her arms, bending at the waist to let her tits hang so she could fit the cups better.  Jenna watched Mels’ breasts hang in envy, then looked at the big fold on her belly.  Wow, Mel really was getting chubby.  Mel then turned around and bent down to retrieve her shirt, giving Jenna a good look at Mels’ wide backside as Mels’ shorts rode up exposing her thick cheeks.  ‘My god’ Jenna thought, ‘Mels’ gonna have to go on a diet soon.  Her butts getting huge!’

They left the mall shortly thereafter and spent the rest of the afternoon lounging by Jenna’ pool.  Mel had taken off her top so was tanning just in her sports bra and panties.  Jenna stole several quick stares at Mels’ growing form; her thickening thighs, her round tummy that lapped over her panties, her gorgeous breasts two firm globes.  She noticed the way that a layer of flesh was forming around Mel’s upper ribcage, and the way her broad butt made the lounge chair sag.  Uh huh, Mel had really better watch herself, or she’ll be too fat for those beautiful tits to do her any good.

Mel arrived back home shortly before six, racing up stairs as fast as she could go so she wouldn’t have to confront her mother.  She immediately changed into some worn, sloppy, loose fitting stuff and then came down stairs as her mother called for supper.  As advertised, meatloaf was the meal of the night, and as expected, Mels’ portion was tiny.  She scarfed it down rapidly, gulping down a big glass of milk in between, and then asked if she could be excused.  Myra told Mel that there was a watermelon in the fridge and they were going to cut into it later for desert.  Mel told her mom that she was kinda full so she was just going to lay down in her room for awhile.

Safely back upstairs Mel opened her stash and unwrapped a Snickers bar.  ‘Just half’ she told herself, but again, once she got started she couldn’t stop, and soon she was licking the inside of the wrapper with her tongue, trying to get the last crumb.  She read a magazine until she became tired, and as she fell into slumber, thought about the dream she had had the previous night.  Well, it was her mothers’ fault if she dreamed of sweets.  After all, it was her idea to send her to bed hungry.  

Once asleep Mel wandered down a long, tree lined, curving street.  She turned a corner and there, bathed in bright sunlight, was the Victorian.  She raced inside, already salivating, hearing the same strange music coming from the end of the hall.  She opened the door and stepped inside as the Candyman turned from his work and a broad smile came over his face.  “Ah wonderful” he beamed  “You found your way back.  Splendid!  I took the liberty of making some macaroons, I hope you like them.”  He gestured to a long table that had a lace tablecloth, a flower vase centerpiece, and a heaping plate of cookies.  Alongside the cookies was a glass of milk in a crystal goblet.  “Sit” he commanded “eat.”

Mel didn’t need a second invitation.  She was famished.  She sat down and sampled the rich cookies.  Ummm so wonderful.  What was it the Candyman had said?  At that moment he came around the other side of the table ringing his hands with glee “satisfying and delicious, aren’t they?”

Mel nodded, mouth full.  After the fifth or sixth cookie, Mel paused to take a gulp of milk.  Whoa, what was this!  Like no other milk she had ever tasted.  More like a creamy rich milk shake, only it wasn’t cold.  It was soo rich it almost oozed down her throat.  Yumm.  The Candyman clapped his hands then turned back to his ovens and pots, leaving Mel to devour the rest of the cookies in solitude.  

Soon the Candyman returned to her table, this time bearing white chocolate truffles on one plate, and cinnamon twists on another.  “A little bird told me that these were your favorites” he grinned.

Mel greedily eyed the just baked twists and grabbed one with a chubby paw.  She didn’t know how he did it, but everything the Candyman had made for her far surpassed anything she had ever tasted before.  Each bite seemed better than the last.  She shoveled twist after twist, pausing just long enough to lick the buttery sugar from her lips and then sample a truffle or two.  She hardly felt the tightening in her tummy as the sweets continued to disappear.  The Candyman, pleased by her efforts, brought her a huge, Black Forest cake and refilled her goblet with the heavenly rich ambrosia.  He laughed with glee as she tore into the cake, not bothering to use utensils, just shoveling huge bite after huge bite into her mouth, spilling crumbs down the front of her nightshirt.  Mel absently brushed the crumbs away, feeling her distended tummy straining against the cotton.  As if on cue, her tummy gurgled its’ satisfaction and Mel giggled.

“Oh, you’re doing me so proud” the Candymans’ eyes twinkled.  “We’re having such a good time now aren’t we?”

“You bet” Mel agreed, taking a huge draft of the thick milk.  She licked her lips, tasting sugar on her tongue.

“Yes, yes” the Candyman said, doing a little jig.  “Talk about your childhood wishes.  Now, my dear, I know you’ll have to run along soon, but here’s a little something for the road.”  He produced a huge piece of peanut brittle from behind his back and placed it in Mels’ outstretched hands.  “Good girl.  Now you’ll come back and visit me again tomorrow won’t you?”

“Sure will” Mel admitted, feeling more alive right now than she’d ever felt.  It was all so wonderful.  The food all so good, and she just felt, well, happy.  She made to rise from the table, but the weight in her bloated stomach made her lose her balance and plop back down again. She giggled and the Candyman laughed.  Oh boy, she had better take it a little easier.  This time she rose slowly and, somewhat shakily got to her feet.  Her belly stuck out from her ribs like a basketball. So hard and firm.  She placed her hands under her belly for support and waddled out of the room and fell back into her bed, sound asleep.

The next two weeks passed in a blur.  Everyday Mel would awaken famished; put on what used to be her loosest clothes, and spend the day trying to stay outside her mothers’ sphere.  She hung out in her room mostly, waiting anxiously for evening and another night spent with the Candyman.

One morning as Mel trudged down the stairs wearing her sweats, her mother gave her a stern look.  Mel sat at the kitchen table trying to ignore her mothers’ laser beams. 

“Mel, we’re going to have to have another chat” her mother opened.  “Have you been disobeying the rules and eating sweets between meals?”

“No” Mel said sullenly, knowing that this line of questioning wasn’t going to end well.

“Don’t lie to me, young lady!” her mother raised her voice.  “You can’t fool me.  I’ve been feeding you less and less at mealtimes and it looks to me like you’re still gaining weight.”  Myra came towards Mel and pulled her up out of her chair, then put her hand over Mels’ large belly.  “Just look at this!” she raged.  “Don’t think you can hide it from me by wearing loose clothes.  A mother always knows.  I bet all of last years school clothes don’t fit you, do they.”

“But mother, I’ve become a woman since then” Mel pleaded her case.

“Ha, no eleven year old should have a belly like that, I don’t care if you’re a woman now” Myra chided.

“But mom, I haven’t been cheating, I swear” Mel lied, knowing full well that most of her allowance had been spent replenishing her stash.

Her mother released her arm and walked away from her.  “I just don’t understand you” Myra sounded dejected.  “You could be so pretty and popular.  Why throw it all away when all it takes is a little self control?”

“I’m sorry momma” Mel said sheepishly “I have been good, honest.  Will you help me get some new clothes for school next week?  None of my tops fit.”  Mel thrust out her chest as if to prove a point.

“My little girl is growing up” Myra sighed.  “Certainly honey, we’ll go shopping next week, but promise me, between now and then, no snacking.”

“Promise” said Mel cheerfully. 

She finished her paltry breakfast and returned to her room, wondering what the big deal was all about, anyway.  She stripped to a pair of cut-offs and a blousey shirt, pausing just long enough to glance at her rounding figure in the mirror.  She had to admit, her tummy was getting kinda big, but she was still ecstatic over her breasts.  She decided to do some aerobics between now and the start of school, see if she could tone up a bit.  

That night the Candyman had her table prepared for her.  Platters of goodies in a line from one end to the other, each heaping with candies, pastries, cakes and pies. ‘How am I ever going to eat all that?’ Mel wondered, for even though, with each passing night she had been gobbling down more and more, this was far more than she had ever seen; a veritable mountain of food.

As if reading her thoughts, the Candyman whispered into her ear “don’t worry, my darling girl.  This place is magic and you can have all you want.  Get to the other end of the table and I’ll have a special treat for you.”

‘A special treat’ Mel mused.  ‘What can be any more special than a table loaded with the most wonderful deserts she’d ever tasted?’  She sat at the end of the table and looked down the long road she had to hoe.  ‘OK’ she decided, I can do this.  She took a deep breath, grabbed a pie with both hands and shoved it into her face, barely tasting if it was apple or blueberry, so intent on making her way through the food gauntlet. 

The pie finished, the table moved like a conveyor belt at a grocery store check out stand, bringing the next tray of treats within arms length.  Mel looked at the assorted pastries and smiled.  Oh boy! These were going to be good!  She took a swig of the velvety rich milk substance and grabbed a bearclaw in each hand, devouring them in two big bites each.  She was really rolling now, her stomach expanding easily to accept the pounds of treats being consumed.  It swelled and swelled, gurgling its’ satisfaction all the while as plate after plate of rich, high calorie morsels vanished down Mels’ throat.

Finally, when there were only three plates left, Mel stopped to take a breather.  She groaned, as it was hard for her to breathe.  Her tummy was impossibly distended, looking like she had swallowed a large beach ball.  ‘Holy cow’ she thought as her breath was coming in short small gasps.  ‘Where was I just now?  I don’t remember what I’ve just eaten.’  She looked at all the empty platters, strewn across the table like wreckage.  ‘Jeez, did I do all that?’ she wondered. She burped loudly, feeling a little better, and looking at her round belly, figured that yes, indeed she had eaten all that.  

Unbeknownst to Mel, the whole time she was making a pig of herself, the Candyman stood watching her with a look of almost sensual pleasure etched on his face.  He was constantly rubbing his hands together and clapping with joy as the conveyor belt moved and Mel dug into another plate of goodies using both hands.  He was literally glowing, an aura almost palpable emanating from him as he licked his lips hungrily at her gluttonous display.  He seemed to grow, becoming taller and wider as if he was hooked up to a power conduit and was being electrically charged by his experience.

Then, when Mel stopped her chewing, the Candyman deflated and he whispered a quiet, plaintive “no”.  

He came to her side and whispered into her ear, his breath as sweet as honey “don’t stop now, my sweet, you’re almost to the Promised Land and we’re running out of time.  It’s almost morning and you’ve only three plates to go.  Surely you don’t want to pass up that lovely tiramisu, and that canolli.  I made them extra special, just for you.”

“Ooh, but I’m so full” Mel began to protest.

“Nonsense!  No you’re not” the Candyman scolded loudly.  Then, taking a deep breath, resumed his dulcet tone.  “I know you can do it.  I know that you want to.  It’s not that much, really.  Three little itty-bitty plates.  Remember, your mother isn’t feeding you anything at all right now, and you don’t want to wake up hungry now do you?”

Mel shifted her weight and rubbed her bloated belly for a moment, then, as if my magic, suddenly felt much better.  She glanced up at the Candyman and saw nothing but caring in his eyes.  “OK” she said, “I’ll try.  For you.”

“Oh, what a delicious one you are!” the Candyman exclaimed as he jumped and twirled in circles, hugging himself as he spun.  “Now hurry, I want to have time to give you your prize before morning.”

Obediently Mel dug in at the remaining trays.  Ooh the canolli was to die for!  And the tiramisu too!  She took another long swig of the creamy milk and tossed the trays aside as the final tray, actually, a large bowl full of chocolate mousse, moved towards her.  She took three fingers and swept the rich pudding into her mouth, tasting its’ rich bittersweet goodness.  She then cupped both hands and dipping them into the bowl, brought almost half the bowl into her waiting maw.  She hardly felt it as it slid down her gullet.  Yumm.

As she licked the bowl clean, and then licked off her fingers, the Candyman danced around the table, unable to control his joy.  “You did it!  What a champion you are!  What will, what gluttony!  Oh my dear, you have no idea how happy you’ve made me!”

Mel licked her lips, happy that she had pleased him.  She gave him a wide smile, grin splitting her chocolate smeared cheeks.  “Do I get my prize?” she asked greedily, patting her huge beachball of a belly.

“But of course you do” the Candyman smiled.  “Now close your eyes, and it’ll be right here.”

Mel shut her eyes and could feel the room turn dark.  When the Candyman commanded her to open them, she gazed into a dimly lit room with a huge flaming bowl of cherries jubilee coming towards her.  She sat in awe.  Wow, cool!

“Now this is called cherries jubilee, and it’s an adult desert” the Candyman explained as he winked at her.  “Its got rum in it” he whispered, as if conspiring in some great sin. “This should make you sleep real well, and hopefully you won’t wake up so hungry in the morning.”  

The Candyman then turned towards the large crystal dish and blew out the flames.  “Hurry and eat, dear, the ice cream is melting fast!”

Mel took a spoon and brought a scoop to her mouth. ‘Oh yes!’ she sighed.  She’d never tasted anything like this before.  She spooned scoop after scoop in rapid succession, not even noticing that her convex belly was extending even further.  

She held the crystal in both hands and poured the syrupy remains down her throat, then licked the sides of the crystal clean.

“Good girl” the Candyman beamed, his eyes so dark and powerful, almost like cut glass.

“Thank you” said Mel, rubbing her tummy with satisfaction. She looked down at the immense expanse totally hiding most of her legs and wondered if she would ever be able to get up from her chair.  

Reading her thoughts, the Candyman told her not to worry, for he would just wheel her back out of the room and, like magic, she would find herself back in bed.  Mel just nodded, her jowly chins bouncing; and next thing she knew she was awake and back in her own bed.  She glanced at her clock.  8:30!  Oh no! She had slept in and was sure that she’d already missed breakfast.  Her tummy growled its’ protest.  She was famished again.  Damn!  Maybe she could grab a quick bowl of Cornflakes when her mom wasn’t in the kitchen.  She reached down and grabbed a belly roll of her rotund belly.  Damn, and damn again.  She was so hungry.  If only her mother would give her a decent supper.

She got up, a little wobbly on her feet, and felt the pull of gravity on her swollen belly.  ‘Gotta get some exercise’ she admitted as she struggled with her sweats.  Jeez, even they were starting to get too tight.  There was scarcely any drawstring left for her to tie.

She waddled downstairs, saw the coast was clear, got herself a bowl of flakes, and wolfed it down.  ‘Ah, better’ she purred.  She yelled to the back of the house that she was on her way over to Jens’ and would be back by supper.  Her mother yelled back, telling her to remember, no snacking.  K mom, OK.  

Mel spend most of the day just wandering the streets, not really fully in the here and now.  She wondered why she was always so hungry, and why she was gaining weight.  She thought of the Candyman and her gluttonous nightly acts, but that was all just dreams wasn’t it?  I mean, no way that just because you dream about eating something it can make you fat.  She looked down at her stomach, which had shrunk back to something resembling its’ normal size.  There silly, see.  You haven’t really gained all that much anyway.  Besides, you’ve gotten taller.  I bet over two inches just this summer.  She glanced at her chest, watching her breasts sway as she moved, having forgotten to wear a bra this morning.  See, and look at how nice your titties have gotten.  You’ll be OK, just wait until next week when you get your new clothes for school.  She smoothed her sweatshirt over her wide hips and told herself almost proudly ‘ you’ll just have to shop in the adult section that’s all.  No more juniors for me.”

Next week came and Mel faced it with equal amounts of excitement and trepidation.  She knew that she had put on a lot of weight this summer, and that her mother was going to freak, but she was curious just the same, and really wanted to see if she had grown into an honest to god 36C. 

The night before she had, as usual visited the Candyman, and he had ushered her to the conveyor table and watched with glee as the mountain of sweets moved inexorably from table to tummy.  Mel woke up with the usual beachball belly, but was, as usual, still hungry.  She was momentarily distressed as she struggled to get her sweats up past her wide behind, her soft belly folding into rolls so she had to maneuver the top of her sweats over bulge after bulge.  She gave a great heave to stretch them past the big roll of fat just below her belly button, and in so doing ripped the backside of her sweats, her flabby butt spilling out past the torn fabric.  She flushed with embarrassment then made a mad search for her other clean pair of sweats.  She put these on much more gingerly, and thanked heavens that today she would be getting her new clothes. 

She waddled downstairs to toast and jam, and a small omelet, then told her mother that she was ready for the mall.  Her mother glanced at her, mumbled something about going out dressed like that, sighed and said “OK Honey.”

Mom must have known, or at least had some inclination how much Mel had grown, for she headed right past the junior section and marched right into the adult section.  Mel was proud.  She was becoming a woman!  They started with a size eight rack and found a pretty blue print dress that was marked down.  Mel went alone into the dressing room as her mother searched for more bargains. The dress was way too small to fit over her gelatinous hips, let alone be zippered past her protruding, round belly.  Oops, Mel giggled, better tell Mom to try the tens or twelves.  She waddled out and Myra turned to her daughter.  “What, doesn’t look right?” she questioned.  

“Ah, gee Mom” Mel stuttered.  “Well, it’s just a bit too small in the top.  Maybe a ten would fit better”.

Her mother sighed, shaking her head and moved to the size ten carousel.  Mel wandered non-chalantly to the twelves and quickly found two dresses and a pair of slacks.  Draping them over her arm she moved over to the blouses, picked out a couple of different sizes and placed them in her dressing room.  She told her mother that she needed some underwear; you know, ‘cause I’ve gotten bigger on top’ and made her way over to the lingerie department.  She found a nice, sexy black bra with side support panels in a 34B.  ‘Well, she figured, good a place to start as any.’  Then grabbed a tan 34C, a black lace 36B and a rust colored 36C.  She eagerly tried on the 34B.  It cut into her big time and the B cups couldn’t even begin to contain her abundant flesh.  Yes, she gave herself a silent high five, a C cup for sure.  The 34C was next and it too failed to fit, being just too tight around her ribcage.  Ohmygod she breathed.  I’m an honest to gosh 36C.  Got to be.  As she reverently placed the rust colored wonder bra into her hands she almost tingled with excitement.  She bent over and got the cups in position, then straightened and secured the clap.  Wow.  She couldn’t believe it.  The cups were wonderfully filled and the side panels gave her a fantastic, deep cleavage.  The straps were a bit tight on her, so she adjusted the stays, giving herself a little more room to breathe.  36C!  Femme Fetale!  She primped in front of the mirror, admiring the way the lacy bra clung lovingly to her ample chest. Of course her attention was there and not on her jiggly, round belly that stuck out even further than her large mammaries.  

She was still in seventh heaven when she tried on a pair of womans’ small lace panties.  They failed to cover even half her wide saggy rear and her belly cascaded a good two inches over the front panel.  She blushed, then shrugged and settled on several pairs of  30” control top panties.  Thus armed she made her way back to the dressing room where her mother had chosen several size tens for her to try.  She accepted them with a sincere thank you, but left them in the corner to try on the twelves she had chosen.  

With the control top panties help the two dresses and the slacks fit well enough and after trying several blouses finally settled on a couple of different colored fourteens.  After making her decisions she bit the bullet and put back on one of the twelve dresses so her mother could see.  Myra did a double take as her little girl slid out from behind the barrier, a full-fledged woman at less than twelve years old.  Her dress fitting like a glove to her five foot three, 36-31-36 figure.  Mel twirled a pirouette in front of her mother and Myra was astounded at how thick her daughter had become.  “What do you think Mom, isn’t this one heavenly?”

Myra was at a loss for words.  “You sure that’s the look you’re going for dear?  Don’t you think something a little less revealing would be better right now?”  What wasn’t being said, of course is that Myra was still hoping that her growing girl was going to magically lose the close to 50 pounds she had gained over the summer and go back to being her youngest child once more.

Mel pouted for a moment then bent forward giving her mother a good look at those round globes of which she was so proud.  “I can’t help it if I developed early Mother.”

Of course the latent sexuality of her not quite twelve year old daughter was just another of Myras’ worries.  She still couldn’t believe the way Mels’ tummy stretched the clingy fabric.  With her bent forward like this it almost looked as if her daughter had an inner tube stretched around her waist.  Mel straightened up, and gave her bust a little shimmy, which sent her flabby belly swaying.  “Don’t worry about me, Mom; I’ll be just fine.”

Brave talk, but there was a part of Mel that was still a little apprehensive about that first day of school.  Sure, she was a stacked babe now, but she couldn’t pretend that her ass and belly weren’t huge as well.  She wondered how she would react if the Thompson twins started ragging on her, calling her piggy and stuff.  She looked at herself in her new dress: so adult, yet so chubby.  Maybe it would be OK.  She’d just have to wait and see.

So Mel and her mother continued to shop, with Mel hiding the fact that all her pants were at least a size twelve and one pair was actually a fourteen.  Myra was shocked to see the size of her daughters’ ass when she modeled the first pair of jeans for her, so, on the drive home Myra suggested that, since Mel was a big girl now she might like to get up early on Tuesdays and Thursdays and go to aerobics with her.  Mel said ‘sure’, thinking that this was very adult and very cool.  Mel was happy, thinking that her mother had accepted her “adult” figure, but found out otherwise when her dinner was little more than a small salad with no dressing, some steamed veggies, and a boiled, boned chicken breast.  ‘Bread and water for the prisoner” Mel sighed, hoping that the Candyman had something rich and gooey in store for her tonight.

The next weeks were all the same.  Myra starving her daughter, as Mel worked out with her twice a week.  Mel was woefully out of shape and could barely keep up, her flab bouncing all over the place as she heaved mighty gasps of air.  The exercise only made Mel more ravenous, but Myra strictly adhered to the bread and water routine.  This of course only made Mel’s nightly dash to the Candyman all the more imperative.  She could easily put away the mountain of food on the movable table, but held back as a gnawing feeling told her that she should be cutting back on the calories.

Finally, just before school started, Mel came downstairs one morning, famished as usual, but with her belly stretched from the Candymans morsels.  She waddled into the kitchen wearing one of her new jeans, the button barely holding the sides together and the zipper barely at half-mast, showing just a hint of the black panties she was wearing.  Her mother took one look at her as she slathered a piece of toast with half a cube of butter, and, throwing up her hands, gave her a verbal tongue-lashing.  “That’s it!” she cried.  “Have you no self respect? Look at you, eating like there’s no tomorrow, your gut hanging out like a big fat pig.  What’s gotten into you?  Have you no self-control?  I’ve been trying to control your meals but you must be scarfing junk food all day behind my back.  How could you do this to yourself?”

Mel was still half asleep and caught by surprise at her mothers’ tirade.  “But Mom, I haven’t been cheating, I swear.  And I’ve been going to exercise with you.  I don’t know why I’ve been gaining weight.  Maybe it’s hormones or something.”

“Fine, don’t take responsibility for your own actions.  I’ve lost all respect for you Mel.  If you can’t respect yourself then why should I?”

“But Mom” Mel protested.

“Don’t ‘but Mom’ me young lady.  You’re on your own.  If you want to be the circus fat lady go right ahead.  Here, let me help you!” At which point Myra took a whole cube of butter, placed it on a piece of toast and thrust it at Mel.  “Eat up piggy” she sneered.

Mel started crying, shrieked “why do you have to be so mean” and raced back to her room as fast as her chubby legs could carry her.  She cried into her pillow for a long time, alternately hating her mother and then herself.  She wanted Myras’ approval.  What daughter didn’t seek her mothers’ affection? But it just wasn’t fair.  She’d been really good these last weeks, and except for dreaming of the Candymans’ fattening concoctions she was being really good about what she ate.  Her Mom just didn’t understand.  If only she wasn’t sent to bed hungry every night.  Then maybe she wouldn’t dream about food all night.  

She got off the bed a little later and exercised until she could hardly move, partly as a penance and partly to show her mom that she could too lose weight.  She tried not to think about food, but her belly rumbled and she was famished.  She sheepishly came down a little later and apologized to her Mother for yelling at her and told her that she was going to try even harder to be good.  Myra smiled and said she would do anything she could to help, and then fed her a hummingbirds’ portion for dinner.  Mel wanted to ask for seconds so bad, but knew her mother was in no mood for a show of weakness, so once again Mel went to bed hungry.  

That night she arrived at the Candymans’ doorway, the same sappy song playing from who knows where, and walked into the room.  “Mr. Candyman” she announced.  “I’m not going to have desert tonight.  I just thought I would come by and tell you.”

There, she had told him, she hoped she hadn’t hurt his feelings too badly.  

Instead, the Candymans’ eyes turned a bright red and he bellowed “What’s that you say?  You’re not going to have pie?” He raved and ranted “You ungrateful little cur!  After I’ve broken my back cooking for you all day; after all the wonderful goodies I’ve prepared for you.  Wasn’t I always ready to give you what you wanted after you came to me, night after night, saying you were so hungry?” he sneered.  “This is how you repay my hospitality and hard work!  This is how you treat a friend?”  

He was pacing back and forth, obviously in a tither, and Mel felt so bad. After all, he had been a good friend and had cooked her all those marvelous treats.  “I’m sorry, Mr. Candyman, you’ve been so good to me and you know that your pastries are the best in the world, but my mom’s been on my case so bad, and if I gain any more weight it’ll only get worse.”  

Mel started sobbing, which brought a total about face out of the Candyman.  Instantly he was the kindly chef, coming to her side and taking her in his arms.  “There, there, child, don’t you fret.” Then, after Mel had calmed herself he patted her head, cupped her double chin in his hand and brought her face upwards so she was looking into his depthless eyes.  The Candyman winked at her and smiled, saying, “Hey, I’ve got an idea!  Why don’t you have your mother come and visit me and I’ll see if we can work out some kind of arrangement.”

“You’ll do that for me?” Mel stuttered, drying a tear with her nightshirt.  

“Of course, dear one.  There has to be some way for you to taste at least some of the treats I prepare.”

“But how” Mel wailed.  “How do I get my mom to come here?”

“Hmm, an interesting dilemma” the Candyman brought a hand to his chin.  “Wait, I know.  Tomorrow, you tell her that you had a strange dream and in it there was a man who wanted to give you a platter full of candy, which of course, you turned down, being a good girl.  Now, all you have to do is tell her about my house; what it looks like, and give her the address: 666 Zaftig Drive.  You tell her that and I just bet she’ll come to see me just as soon as she can.”

“And that’ll make everything all right” Mel brightened.

“I should think so “ the Candyman tussled her hair.  Now, I know you don’t want to eat all that I’ve prepared for you, but I would be mortally wounded if you at least didn’t try this pudding I’ve made for you.”

Mel smiled at him and nodded, being so hungry and also wanting to please her friend.

“Oh wonderful” the Candyman slapped his thighs and jumped around the room.  Then he wheeled forth a great cauldron filled with chocolate pudding.  “You don’t know how happy you’re making me” he beamed as she bent over the cauldron, spooning great heaping spoonfuls into her mouth, her tummy swelling and gurgling its’ satisfaction.

In the days that followed Mel tried to keep away from her mother, and when the two did meet, Myra seemed somewhat indifferent to her daughter, as if preoccupied with something that was just out of sight.  Mel shrugged and went about her business, starting to get antsy about school starting next week.  She crossed her fingers and held her breath that being an eighth grader, a senior at middle school, was going to be a wonderful year for her.

When the day arrived, Mel rose quickly and put on her clingy print dress.  She started the side zipper up its’ trek, but as it got to the widest part of her belly it bound.  She eased it back down a little bit, tried sucking in her belly, moving it maybe an inch, but that was enough for the zipper to be able to complete its’ trek.  She sighed in relief and looked at the puckered zipper.  ‘It would just have to do’ she decided.  The dress was incredibly tight around her midsection showing off the newest bulge that had made its appearance at the top of her rib cage. She smoothed the dress around her wide hips and shrugging, went downstairs, out the front door, and off to school.

As she walked she saw Jenna about a half block ahead.  After yelling at her to wait up, Mel jogged up to greet her, her whole body bouncing and jiggling like a tub of Jell-O.  

“Ooh, I love the dress” Jenna cooed.  “What a neat print, and you look so . . . so, so fabulous in it.”

Leave it to Jenna to say things without saying them.  

“You don’t think I look too heavy in it do you?”  Mel tested the waters.

Jenna gave Mel the once over and averted the question by saying, “you lied to me girl.  You ARE a 36C, aren’t you?”

Mel giggled and blushed.  “Can you believe it!  I had no idea.”

The two walked arm and arm, giggling and gossiping the rest of the way to school. Jenna could not help but think that her friend was getting really fat.  She was almost embarrassed for her until a bunch of guys gave Mel the eye and started their typical juvenile behavior, whistling and hooting.  Boys will be boys.  I guess her tits were all they were looking at.

Mel sailed through the first day, only occasionally coming to a speed bump in the form of a catty remark or sidelong glance from some of the other girls.  For the most part though the boys took to her like catnip, tripping all over themselves trying to get next to her.  ‘Not so bad’ Mel thought, though Billy, the guy she really liked just shook his head and turned away from her advance.  Damn.

In the weeks that followed Mels’ bubble began to burst.  All the attention she’d been getting from the boys was just because she was a novelty and had tits.  All they wanted was to cop a feel; no-one wanted to go steady with her or anything.  ‘Are you kidding’ Sammy Nelson sneered when she suggested that they go to the first school dance together.  “Shit, all my buds would laugh their asses off, me escorting a blimpo like you”.

Sammy was never one for tact, but Mel was crestfallen.  She was a ‘blimpo’.  She started to hear the whispers now.  All the catty little remarks, the ‘I’m surprised she doesn’t have to turn sideways to get through the door’; the ‘look out, wide load coming through’; and the like.  The twin Thompson bitches started calling her ‘pumpkin belly’ and it stuck.  Sure, Mel had gained another twelve pounds since school started and all her clothes weren’t fitting at all well, but there were still a lot of girls who were bigger than she, so why were they picking on her.  They were mostly jealous ‘cause she had tits and they didn’t, she soothed herself.  Still, it stung her to hear the giggles and whispers as she dressed for PE  She confessed as much to the Candyman one evening, trying to explain that she wasn’t really interested in eating that night.  The Candyman took a deep breath, as if controlling his rage, and then gave her a smile and a wink.  

“Children can be so nasty” he agreed.  “I’ll tell you what, since you’ve been such a treasure to me, I’ll make you a deal.  You just tell me whose been making fun of you and I’ll take care of it.”  The Candyman shook his head as if agreeing to something he found amusing.  “All you have to do is write my address on a piece of paper and leave it where your “friends” will be sure to find it.  After that, I’m sure they won’t be so anxious to name call.  But, you know” he mused, “this is going to take a lot of work on my part, so I’m going to need a favor from you”. The gleam in his eye was almost malicious.   “You have to promise to always eat at least one plate full of treats when you come here.  Is that too much to ask?”  He gave Mel his wide Cheshire Cat smile and she shook her head.

“You remember the address?” he quizzed.

“Uh huh” Mel mumbled between mouthfuls of creamy white chocolate.

Around Halloween Mel took note of a few changes.  First, that her mother had given up on being camp commandant and was now playing co-conspirator.  She was feeding Mel much larger courses and even smiling when Mel asked for seconds, acting as if Mel were giving her cooking a great compliment.  Then, more nights than not, Myra would steal upstairs to Mel’s room, knock on the door and waltz in with a pint of ice-cream and two spoons.  

Mel thought this was pretty cool, but couldn’t help but notice that her Mother was starting to get a bit wide in the hips, and golly, wasn’t that a nice potbelly she was forming?

Of course then there were a few changes at school as well, especially with the Thompson twins. Those two anorexic blondes were starting to have tight skirt problems and they and all of their “never too rich or too thin” friends were sporting a few extra inches around the middle. Serves them right, laughed Mel, for she had watched as the magic piece of paper with the Candymans’ address on it, made it’s way into bitches’ binder after bitches’ binder; whereupon, turning to the appropriate page, they received a nice paper cut, followed by a several pound weight gain over the next week.

Mel was happy.  Fat, but happy.  As the holidays approached and she diligently came to the Candyman every night and consumed a full cauldron of his rich creamy ambrosia, she swelled to close to two hundred pounds.  She had grown an inch and had a birthday.  Now twelve years old, five foot four and a proud 40D – 38 – 42.  Her belly always high and firm, distended by the Candymans nightly feedings.  Her hips wide and her ass even wider, sinking into heavy, dimpled thighs.  She was wearing plus sizes now, but couldn’t care less.  The drink that the Candyman made for her was just so perfect that she sometimes felt that she could just lie there with a straw and drink until she exploded. As she leaned back against the giant black cauldron, slowly sucking it dry, she watched with detached amusement as her belly swelled and swelled, the immense roundness getting fuller and fuller, reaching higher and higher.  ‘If my tummy was a balloon’ she mused ‘I’d probably just float away it’s so big and full’.  All the while the Candyman watched and laughed with her.  Oh what fun they were having, especially now that Mom was treating her to all kinds of goodies herself.  

After the holidays Mel returned to school to find that most of the girls had feasted royally.  There were new belly rolls in evidence everywhere and Mel was particularly tickled to see that the Thompson twins were now almost as big as she was, except upstairs of course.  She watched the two former waifs trundle across campus carrying their huge bellies before them, almost unable to stand on their spindly legs.  She laughed and waved their way mumbling to herself ‘have another cookie, bitch’.

She got home from school to find her mother in the kitchen plowing her way through a casserole of lasagna.  Looking up from her meal, tomato sauce dripping from her double chin, Myra gestured at her daughter “sit down and grab a spoon dear.  This was going to be dinner for tonight, but” she patted her rapidly growing belly, “I just couldn’t wait”.

Mel took a seat, her butt cheeks overflowing the chair, and dug in eagerly, matching her mother spoonful after spoonful until the whole lasagna was but a memory.  “Guess we’ll be getting takeout tonight, huh Mom” Mel grinned as they crossed spoons in a triumphant gesture.  Mel sure like her Mom lots better this way.  They were becoming friends now, and she firmly believed that she had the Candyman to thank for everything.

A week later Mel stayed home from school because of her period was especially heavy this time.  In early afternoon the cramps got really bad so she took a water bottle and draped it over her huge belly.  Tucking her knees up towards her chest in a fetal position, she finally felt a little better and drifted off to sleep.  She soon found herself in the familiar hallway, only today she noticed that the music was lacking.  She shrugged and opened the door; prepared to give the Candyman a hearty hello and see what goodies he had in store for her.  

She didn’t see him at first, thinking it strange for he was always at his ovens or dancing around the huge cauldrons.  She was just about to call out for him when she heard a rustling back past the huge ovens.  She sidled over to see if he was there and then her greeting died in her throat.  Jeez, what the hell was that?  She stifled an urge to scream as her eyes fell on a horrific visage.  It was almost seven feet tall and had an incredibly wide body topped by a huge, almost alien head.  The head and the creatures’ back were covered with a thick, wiry black mane all matted in some places and pointed in spikes in others.  Its legs were thick and beastlike, the feet like claws.  It was hooked up to a series of tubes, each one sending a thick creamy substance from the creatures’ breasts to huge cauldrons. The huge breasts were saggy and fir covered and the only anomaly in this monstrous presence was its’ incredibly fat, pink belly.  It must have been fifteen feet around and sagged all the way to the ground between the sturdy legs.  

Mel was horrified and started to gingerly back away from it, unable to tear her eyes away.  As she moved backwards her hip hit the corner of a table, knocking an empty platter to the floor with a resounding crash.  Mel gasped and covered her mouth with a chubby hand.  The creature turned its hoary head towards the sound and its blood red eyes fell on Mel.  Beneath its wide snout were long fangs, glistening with a silvery ooze. 

Mel fell backwards her legs turning to rubber.  Inside her head she heard the familiar voice of the Candyman saying “don’t be afraid, my sweet, it won’t harm you”.

Her heart pounding in her chest Mel looked around for the Candyman and blurted out “Candyman, where are you?  I hear you but I don’t see you!”

The creature took a step forward, still tethered to the long tubes, and a pained look came over its face.  “Oh, my precious one.  I guess I’d be a fool to try to deceive you.  You have come upon me at an unexpected time, and thus have seen me for what I am.”  The creature shook its huge head sadly.

“You mean you’re the Candyman” Mel blubbered.  “But how?  I don’t understand.”

The creature took another step forward and Mel shied away pleading “You won’t hurt me will you.  I don’t want to die.  Don’t eat me.”

“Eat you?” the voice in her head was incredulous.  “How can you say that!  I would never harm you.  You are my most precious.  You have made it possible for me to cross over into the 9th plane.  You have made me strong.  I was so very weak until you came to me.”

“So you won’t hurt me?” Mel asked sheepishly.

“Never!  I want only to feed you, and in turn feed off of you, gaining strength.  I give, I get.”

“OK, I guess” Mel was slowly relaxing.  “You do like me don’t you?”

The Candyman slowly unattached himself from the tubes and morphed into his much gentler persona.  “Melissa, I love you.  You have given me all a small demon could want.  Just look at you” he gestured to her corpulent 225 pound body.  “How could I not look at you and know that every pound is a pound you gained for me.”

Mel shook her head, trying to assimilate all he was telling her. Finally she seemed to make a conclusion and, turning to the Candyman, gave him a big smile. He looked at her longingly and in a hurt voice asked, “ you won’t run away from me now will you?  You will come and visit I pray?”

“Of course I will silly” Mel nodded, then patted her huge belly.  “Now whatcha got to eat.  I’m famished, and a girl could just about starve around here.”  

The Candyman jumped and twirled like Mr. Bojangles.  “Oh, I’ve lots of things, yes I do!  Ice cream, pudding, custards and pies.  Cakes and cookies, tortes and tarts.”

“Bring em on”  Mel gushed.  “ We’ve got all day and all night and I’m really hungry.”

