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“Hm? You want me to what?”

Natasha paused, though she had thought her plate at the dinner table had a few more potatoes on it than usual. Not that she was complaining at all, no, for the seasoning was delicious and she was looking forward to dinner after spending all day at the office and hitting bad traffic on her way home too. Damn... It seemed like everything was against her that day, but perhaps not when it came to her partner, Hugo.

Hugo sat across from Natasha as she swept her black hair back from her face, where it usually fell just about at her shoulders. He looked normal, dressed in jeans and a shirt with his blonde hair a little messier than usual, though it looked like he’d been working from home that day. She hadn’t got around to asking, though he averted his eyes from hers, playing one of his little games even then.

He paused, a soft smile pulling at his lips, though he already knew the control he had over Natasha. It was all part of their relationship, though he itched to push the boundaries, to see just how far her lust for him went. Of course, there was love there too, yes, but there were other things that could be played with, her body a toy to be enjoyed, as they grew together. She was beautiful but, really, there was so much more Natasha could be for him, if only she took the next bite.

Only, what Hugo had in mind for her was Natasha growing rather a lot more than him...so to speak.

“I want you to gain weight for me, my little plaything,” he said, as cool and as calm as ever. “Do you not want to be good for me?”

That had Natasha stiffening, her small body pulling up, though her breasts pushed a little over the table. It had always been a source of contention for her, considering that the double-D cups just always seemed to get in the way. Having big breasts was not always a pleasant thing, after all, though Natasha was exceptionally glad her partner and master, as part of their agreement with one another, enjoyed them at least.

They were always in that role of master and submissive, finding comfort in it. Though her body did so zing with an electric thrill of energy every time he reminded her of it.

It was where she belonged, with him, her gaze faltering shyly as she met his eyes and then immediately looked away again. She loved when she did not quite feel up to holding his gaze, though could never quite put to words why she felt that way.

“Mmm... Master, yes...” She breathed, sitting up a little straighter again, paying attention. “But...why?”

“Why?

He paused, peering at her, but Natasha held firm, taking in his features instead, from the line of his jaw to where his blonde hair parted, shaved on one side. She liked it longer, just a bit, so she could run her fingers through it, so they’d compromised. It was just one more little reason she loved Hugo as himself and as her master.

“Because it’s the game I want to play.”

He’d reveal more, of course, as time went on, but adding an extra helping to her plate that night was just the beginning of it as Natasha obediently ate up. Sure, she already had a little softness around her belly, but her backside was quite flat and, well, more food would not hurt her in the slightest. Only, she did not quite realise how far things were to go.

She did as her master asked over the next couple of weeks, picking up some extra snacks and grabbing the higher calorie versions of foods she ate all the time. It took a little work to make sure she was gaining weight as he wanted, but she managed it, watching as a few more pounds were added to the scales.

However, she was Hugo’s plaything and if he wanted her to gain even more weight than that, she would keep going and going. Natasha could not yet see where the pounds had been added to her body but, even then, she imagined she could feel them weighing her down a little more, as if it took more effort than before simply to move and walk.

Serving dinner, Natasha strutted in with an outfit she hoped would make her look curvier for Hugo, playing her submissive role to the full that night. It cut low over her breasts, which showed off one of her best assets (at least, she enjoyed the look of them despite the light backache) but also flared out around the hips with the cut of the blouse and a tight skirt. It helped show off her ass more and she flaunted it as she set Hugo’s plate down.

“I’ve just got to fetch mine, master...”

He smiled at her as she returned, that time with two plates in her hands. Of course, there were not two full servings there, but it helped her organise her food as she wanted to, showing him she was completely committed to gaining weight as he had asked.

“My plaything,” Hugo said softly, drawing her attention. “I’m so pleased with you.”

Natasha glowed and ate every morsel of food on her plates, even though her stomach felt like it was so full, by the end of it, she was going to burst. Of course, she never would have pushed herself that far and there were better ways to gain weight rather than simply stuffing herself...but there was something alluring about overeating too. It lent the carnal image to her of her body growing thicker and fatter even then, as every bite of food passed her lips and slipped down her throat to her stomach.

By the time another few weeks had passed, Hugo noticed changes about her body, where she was thicker and softer around the waist. He smirked as she passed him in the kitchen and grabbed at the bigger bulge of her ass, where she had been sadly rather flat before, and Natasha squeaked before realising, of course, that it was only him.

“Oh! Master!”

She held her tongue, laughing softly at her own folly, but didn’t mind him grabbing her like that. It made her feel good, it made her feel wanted. And it let her know that, at the very least, her change in diet was working.

That was very much a good thing.

Yet the fat layering her body came more heavily, adding weight to her breasts and forcing her to go up another cup size, though that h not been something she’d imagined. Even her trousers and skirts struggled to fit correctly, as even the small amount of weight she’d gained affected the fit of them.

But her master appreciated every pound she gained and showed her so when he sat on the edge of the bed, guiding her head down on his cock.

“My lovely plaything... How wonderful you’re doing for me.”

He crooned softly, taking on a softer, more praising note than usual, though Natasha adored all sides of him. There were just so many facets to their relationship that all could not be explored in a single moment or meeting, though she gagged on his cock as all nine inches thrust devoutly into the back of her throat.

Natasha would do better to concentrate, though Hugo only allowed her a moment to gather herself again before dragging her head down, his fingers twisted into her black hair as he easily controlled her. He had been doing it for years already anyway and knew the little twists and nuances of her, what touches would make her shiver.

Her breasts, however, as she gave him head, pressed more readily against his legs, deliciously bigger and fuller than before. His cock throbbed within the soft hold of her mouth, lips folded reverently around his shaft as if in worship, though Hugo only growled and fucked her mouth even harder, using her, in that moment, as if she was nothing more than a hole to be fucked and filled.

She could be that to him, sometimes, all within the bounds of their agreement, though all was open to discussion. He even relished in how she hacked and gagged lightly around his cock, fighting her own gag reflex, her breasts swinging and shifting with the pull of her weight back and forth. With more of her weight to almost throw around, there was already so much more of her body to play with.

When he climaxed down her throat, he held her head down with a long, low groan, drawing it out as long as possible. Yet it was the flex and pull of her throat struggling to contain him that got him there, panting heavily while moisture built in the corners of her eyes. Natasha, however, was more than ready to do it all over again, despite the strain it put on her body, all so she could serve her master, over and over again.

“Mmm...” He grunted as he spent every drop, his cock drawing back within her mouth. “Good girl.”

He got to see more changes in her body too as the weeks passed, though Hugo had to slow things down to appreciate them too. One thing he didn’t allow her to do was to buy new clothes, for that would have spoiled his fun in seeing her burst out of them.

It happened slowly, the seams on one of her favourite skirts giving up first, though Hugo had the soft pleasure of seeing that one go in public while she was getting a coffee for him. At the counter, speaking to the barista, she didn’t realise that each stitch in the seam was popping loose, the fine quality of her tight skirt showing off the rounder rise of her buttocks in that moment.

And the coffee shop got an eyeful as it burst suddenly, popping free and exposing a
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