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About the Author

Mr. Lewis slept a peaceful sleep. Leaving his day at the office behind was easy for him, especially with such an attractive wife. He never questioned her defined abs and lean, strong legs. He never questioned her uncanny ability to put dinner on the table at exactly the same second every night, and he never worried about what she did with his briefcase after taking it out of his hand and replacing it with a drink. So what if she was more fit than most housewives? So what if she could sneak up behind him without making a sound? So what if she could crack a frozen chicken in half like a rib of celery? She gave Mr. Lewis the best sex of his entire life. She drained away the stress of the work week so that he could fall asleep with his arms around her gorgeous, lean, surprisingly strong body. 

Then, sometime in the middle of the night, Mr. Lewis hugged a little tighter only to find that his wife wasn’t there. He reached out on her side of the bed and found nothing.

“Daisy...”

“Go back to sleep, darling.”

“Where are you?”

“I think I left the oven on.”

“Okay...”

She gave him a kiss, and she put her pillow in his arms. George hardly ever fell asleep unless he had something to hold onto. Mr. Lewis clutched the pillow to his chest. Moments later: sound asleep.

Mrs. Lewis slipped out the door wearing nothing but her nightie, carrying her pistol. She walked to her son’s room—secure. The bathroom and the spare bedroom—secure. She crouched near the corner and pointed her pistol at the bottom of the stairs—empty. Skipping the creaky step, she crept to the bottom floor.

Something was in the air—something new, something dangerous, and somehow intoxicating. It was everywhere in the house, but it was subtle—a thread that wound its way through every room, discernable and yet elusive. Mrs. Lewis kept low, avoiding the windows and staying out of the light that shone in from the street lamp. The source was close, though she had no idea what it was. It was sweet and light, but unlike any foods that she had been trained to cook. This was no leftover odor from dinner. This was new, and someone had brought it into her house in the middle of the night.

Living room: secure. Porch: secure. Dining room: Secure. It was in the kitchen. Mrs. Lewis pressed her back against the wall and listened carefully. She heard no movement, but the smell was growing stronger. Her heart raced. Mrs. Lewis took a deep breath, still trying to identify the smell, but the more she breathed it in the more her heart raced.

She waited just another moment, counted backwards silently from five, and then flung herself into the kitchen. She slid across the tile floor and pointed her pistol. She collided with the cabinets: no targets on left. She rolled and pointed: no targets on right. She thought, ‘I must be a trap!’ and turned her pistol towards the dining room. No one was there. The house was empty, all except for that exquisite smell that surrounded her like a fog. She jumped to her feet and turned on the light, her eyes adjusting to the darkness.

Pancakes: stacks of them—plates of them. The kitchen table was covered in them. Mrs. Lewis stared in disbelief and swept the first floor again, just to make sure that no one was messing with her. She returned to the kitchen and found the pancakes just as she left them, steaming and fresh as if they had just been delivered minutes ago.

She’d never made pancakes before. She’d never been taught to make them. She never ate them. She saw boxes of pancake mix on the shelf at the grocery store whenever she went shopping, but something in the back of her mind always told her to leave them alone. George had asked her to make them when they were first married, but her breakfasts were so good that he never mentioned them again. Staring at them was like staring at a nuclear weapon—something she had always known about but never had seen in person.

They looked amazing. They smelled delicious. She forgot about checking the house and sat down. She kept asking herself where the pancakes had come from, but the smell of pancakes drowned that voice out. She thought, ‘You need to go upstairs. Get on the radio. Contact your handler. Prepare for extraction.’

Still, Mrs. Lewis sat down at the table. She placed her pistol on the table and picked up one flapjack. She took a bite.

Mrs. Lewis shivered. She took another bite, and another. She finished one pancake and then grabbed another. She reached for a fork and knife and stabbed into an entire plate of flapjacks. ‘I’ll just have a few,’ she thought, but she kept eating. She wanted more. That was when she discovered the syrup.

The bottle sat at the edge of the counter. She opened the cap and slathered her stack in maple syrup. She noticed the butter—an entire crock of whipped butter. One swipe of the knife left a salty, creamy smear across the surface of every golden brown cake. She cut them into quarters and dipped them into the puddle of maple syrup on her plate. Mrs. Lewis ate, and ate, and ate, and ate.

The clock struck 1:00 AM, and then 1:30. Mrs. Lewis didn’t mind the swollen, belly growing beneath her silk nightie. The nightie itself was dotted in maple syrup and melted butter. Crumbs stuck to her chest and stomach. Mrs. Lewis stopped only to clean herself, carefully picking off the crumbs and tossing them into her mouth. She moaned, and kept eating.

2:00 AM struck, and then 3:00 AM. Mrs. Lewis’s belly grew larger with every single pancake she ate. Her athletic frame was getting softer. Her lean limbs were saggy. Calories and carbs packed onto every part of her body. Mrs. Lewis’s stomach sat on top her thighs. Her thighs thickened. Her nightie was beginning to ride up over her stomach, and her breasts swelled.

It’s okay. As soon as I finish this plate, I’ll be done! 

Her toned calves disappeared beneath an inch of fat. Cellulite popped up all over her legs. Her hips were getting wider. Her butt was bulkier. She could feel fat piling onto her body. She could hear the creak of her chair and the rustle of her nightie as it slid up her thickening frame. She felt the years of physical conditioning and combat training getting buried under dozens of pounds, and yet the taste of pancakes was too wonderful.

More, she mumbled. More...

Her pretty cheeks plumped up. A second chin sprouted beneath the first. Mrs. Lewis grew thicker and thicker, wider and wider, heavier and heavier. The floor beneath her was covered in crumbs. Her nightie was smeared in so much syrup that it stuck to her skin. She didn’t care when it started fraying around the edges—struggling to hold together under the pressure from her swelling, expanding body.

Mrs. Lewis’s arms were so thick, her body was so plump, her stomach was so large that eventually, as she struggled to put down her most recent empty plate, she missed the table and dropped it on the floor.

Crash!

Mrs. Lewis stopped. She thought of her husband sleeping upstairs, and her don. She worried one would walk downstairs to find her sitting at the kitchen table, nothing more than a lump of fat sitting on a weakening chair. She tried to hide. Where she was going to hide, even Mrs. Lewis did not know, but as she tried to stand she found her belly in the way.

Damn it! She heaved, and heaved, and heaved. The chair groaned as she tried to push herself up onto her feet. She grabbed the counter for leverage, but she was too heavy to even stand. Her stomach was too round and weighed her down. Her hands were too chubby for her to grab anything. Even her legs were too thick to unbend.

Come on....come on...

“What’s the matter, Agent Two Ninenty-Two? You stuck?

Mrs. Lewis froze. 

“Go on, I’m not stopping you.”

“Agent Two Nintenty-Three?” she trembled. “Wh-what are you doing here?”

“Tying up loose ends,” she said. “How’s the family?”

“If...if you hurt them—“

“What will you do, sit on me?” Two Ninety-Three slunk over to the kitchen table, wearing her skin-tight black catsuit. She picked up the fork.

“No! No more—“

“Softly, Two Ninety-Two. You’ll wake up the whole neighborhood.” She cut off a piece of pancake and held it out with a fork. “Open wide...”

Mrs. Lewis gritted her teeth.  As soon as she saw the syrup dripping off the fork, her eyes widened and her mouth stated watering.

“That’s it...good girl...”

“What...did you do to me?” she moaned.

“This is what we do to traitors,” said Agent Two Ninety-Three, stuffing another forkful of pancakes into her comrade’s mouth. “No one leaves the Agency.”

“I wasn’t trying to leave,” Mrs. Lewis said, her mouth full of pancakes. “I swear, I didn’t mean it like that.”

“I believe you. Open wide.”

Two Ninety-Two stopped talking long enough to eat another forkful of pancakes. “I swear, I was just late with my report because...because...”

“Go on...”

“Because I...oh God...” She ate another forkful and another forkful, her explanation becoming less and less coherent the more she ate. Her cheeks were so swollen that it was getting difficult for her to talk. “Really...I won’t leave...I promise!”

“That’s good to hear. After all, it would be a shame if a well-trusted agent like you were to abandon the agency and disappear into her cover. More pancakes?”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Oh, yes!”

Agent Two Ninety-Three mocked her prisoner’s swollen, sagging breasts. They used to be so pert and perky. Now they were like feedbags hanging off her chest. They were still growing larger and larger, as if the pancakes she swallowed were going straight into her tits. Two Ninety-Two’s hips were twice as wide as the chair she sat on. Her thighs were sagging over the sides of her seat, and her black, lacy
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