The Naga & The Witch
By Stalbon

Larissana slithered her way along the well-beaten path in the woods slowly, not giving the appearance of hurry or haste, despite how eager she was to arrive at her destination.   A small, predatory smile graced the large naga’s lips as the cottage came into view beyond a bend in the path: it appeared small and quaint, and though the windows were darkened, smoke poured from the chimney set at its rear.  It seemed to her a fitting hovel for a once-powerful witch to now call her abode, and likewise a fitting place for a younger caster such as herself to prove her worth.


She halted at the oddly-misplaced white picket fence surrounding the small yard and drew her human half up to a full six and a half feet, thirty feet of strong, heavy coils flexing and tensing in anticipation behind her.  Adjusting the gilded gold of her bejeweled corset over her great chest and brushing long, straight strands of her blonde hair back, she slithered forward, and fought the urge to laugh aloud as the pitiful aura of bleakness surrounded her before instantly dispersing.  No doubt the gloom was a feeble trick by the old bag to weaken the wills of the less-powerful.


Pulling herself to the well-worn door, she forcibly rapped her knuckles on its frame and eased herself back with a haughty smile.  Moments later, it opened inward to reveal the owner of the cottage: a short, visibly-fat panthress garbed in an unconventional robe of an even more unconventional blue.  Though the dress wore loose across her sagging middle, the upper lip of it was folded tight over an immense pair of dark-furred breasts nearly twice the size of Larissana’s own impressive rack.  The naga could not help but pull her ruby lips back in a sneer as the cat tipped back the brim of her hat and brushed a curly bang of dark hair away, eyeing her visitor from her much-shorter vantage point.  “Ah,” she said dully, as if the visit was not unexpected, “yes?  What might I do for you?”

Larissana smiled and leaned forward, pressing the palm of a hand flat on the door and forcing it open all the way, even as she started to slither her bulk inside.  “You can start by moving out of the way, old-timer…I have business here with you.”  Oddly enough, the panthress meekly stepped back and to the side, allowing the naga to cross the threshold into her home.  Larissana worked her coils across the worn, smooth wood of the cottage’s floor and cast her gaze about, even as the black-furred feline moved to keep up with her.  The open-aired abode was quaint on the inside, too.  A few bookcases filled with tomes lay stuffed in the corner next to a small dining table and wash basin.  A great black pot sat atop a cozy fire, and to the right of the entrance, a few soft-seated chairs lay arranged about a large bearskin rug.  The only odd thing was the staircase leading up to a second level, which gave the naga pause to think about how that was possible.  There had been no visible upper level from the outside…was it the cat’s magic that had enlarged the inside?

The voluptuous serpent-woman only had a few moments to think on this before she heard the door close behind her, and looking back and down, saw that the panthress had shut the entryway behind the last of Larissana’s impressive coils.  Had she slithered all the way inside already?  It seemed strange.  The cat then walked politely about the thick snakebody of her guest to once more look up at the taller woman.  “Business?  I was not aware I was so sought after in your kind’s circles.”
The naga chortled softly, a high-pitched giggle of a sound, and allowed her smile to creep even further into her green eyes while she gazed at the feline’s blue ones.  “Ah, but Marianna of the Dark Forest is well known to me, as a fairytale told to me when I was barely out of the egg.  I’ve come to see what a decrepit old cat could possibly have to inspire such legend.” Larissana once more looked up and down the cat’s form, eyes resting on that sagging, plump stomach.  “Though the only legend you’d do inspire is of a fat biddy that’s past her prime.”

The panthress sighed at that and took the naga’s stinging words in stride, it would seem, merely striding over towards her pot to check its simmering contents before gazing back at Larissana, who had noticed several potions bottled upon a shelf nearby, placed near a few necklaces and diadems hanging from stands of their own.  “It would not surprise me,” Marianna said, “that people would spread word.  After all, word of mouth brings me more visitors such as yourself, Larissana of the Far Ridge.”
The buxom naga’s ears perked at the mention of her public name, and she stood a bit straighter as she gazed at the feline, before breaking into another small laugh.  “Ah, well it’s good to know that my own name has traveled so far as well, even to the ears of an old crone such as you.”  She held up a soft, green potion between two fingers, baring her fangs in a grin.  “But really…love charms?  Wart potions?  A shoddy cursed necklace?” She set the stoppered bottle on its side where it rested on the shelf, tutting and shaking her head as she slowly slithered forward towards the cat.  “Your other visitors must be sad, pitiful things that don’t know the difference between a true magician and a poor charlatan such as yourself who’s relying on the last few tricks in her tired old bag.”  The naga threw a long arm wide and huffed, peering down at Marianna before running a hand through her hair.  “Why, I doubt a fat sow such as you would even give me a proper workout in a duel such as I had imagined…” She viciously prodded a long fingernail into one of the feline’s massive breasts, though was surprised to see the fattened flesh indent so heavily, nor was she expecting the small smile from her foe as the cat removed her long-brimmed hat.

“It’s true, naga,” was Marianna’s reply, “that I’ve not fought a duel in so very long.  The majority of mine were back in my first century, you see.”  The plump cat brushed aside Larissana’s hand effortlessly, and the naga was surprised to find her arm slumped limp and unresponsive to her commands.  “But while you’re hardly pitiful,” the panther continued, “you are just as sad as all the rest who come to see me.  I take all visitors, no matter their wishes of me, for why duel when my challengers come into my very home and submit themselves to my powers?”  The feline spread her thick black lips in a toothy smile, and unlike Larissana’s, it possessed neither malice nor viciousness.  Her smile simply stated facts, as did her rich voice.  “You’ve been so busy looking down on me, dearie, that you never thought to notice the rune on the ceiling that’s been draining your powers and strength since you first slithered in.”
Larissana let out a soft gasp at the revelation, but found her body could produce no more than that.  Her tongue felt thick and fuzzy against her lips, and her great coils would do little more than wriggle when she attempted to move them.  The short feline before her lifted both thick arms like a puppeteer, then, and despite the lack of strings or incantations, guided the much-larger woman along as easily as one might have pulled on a downed kite with no wind to fill it.  The naga tried her best to scream a scathing curse on the fat feline, but she only managed a few muffled sounds, even as Marianna lowered her arms and began to slip her plush form from the confines of her thick robe, the panthress standing in the nude in but a moment, digging her thick paws into the pelt of her bearskin rug.  So disrobed, the feline’s true heft came into vision, those massive breasts resting fatly upon a soft, sagging dome of a gut.

The naga swallowed thickly, trying her best to find some strength left in her to resist the effects of whatever spell had been placed upon her, but Larissana could do nothing but stare, eyes wide and frightened, as Marianna purred aloud, lush tail flicking behind her wide rump, and slid her thick fingers up along the serpent-woman’s chin, caressing at the smooth, satiny skin there.  “I take all comers, you see, for despite their bravado or pleas, their powers or their numbers, they all just make me fatter.”  Larissana’s eyes went wide, the naga finally realizing the gruesome end the cat planned for her, even as Marianna pulled her head close, the cat’s massive rack grinding into her own.  “And while you’re not my largest meal by far, my belly won’t complain.”  The naga muffledly screamed and cried at this, her spine tensing and arching some as she tried to move, but she could only stare at the panther’s jaws gaping open wider and wider, pink tongue hanging over the edge of a thick lip as Marianna dragged her face-first into that dark, yawning throat.
Marianna’s cup-shaped ears flickered and flattened as the smooth flesh of her meal slid across her tongue, the witch letting out a purr of delight.  She easily and languidly stuffed the naga’s head into her smaller maw, which visibly stretched and realigned to cradle the start of such a massive feast.  Yet despite the daunting size of the snake-woman stretched across her cottage’s floor, the cat never showed any sign of strain or haste.  Eyes slipping shut as she pulled Larissana’s head down into her gullet, the panther merely took each swallow in stride, her neck bulging along the ovoid shape of her meal’s head, and her lips stretching thin as she gaped them around the woman’s shoulders.

Feeling the rough, bitter taste of metal as she came to her prey’s heavy chest, she opened one eye and saw the offending corset, which she leisurely undid from the back, letting it drop into her free paw before she tossed it to a nearby chair.  Certainly, it would fetch a good price at the market when next she went out, seeing as how it was too tight for her immense bosom.  Ever the patient predator, Marianna began massaging the naga’s heavy, thick breasts up into her gaping jaws, feeling her canines scrape gently across thick breastflesh and wide nipples.  It was a slow process which she savored, kneading her jaws and cheeks around the immense bulges the two orbs formed as she crammed them in.
Once past those twin peaks, however, her meal was practically complete.  Several thick swallows massaged that chest down her groaning throat, Marianna’s lips crawling down Larissana’s slim torso to the point where those soft, green scales melded into human flesh.  The naga’s humanoid half stretched out the panther witch’s belly quite fully already, the loose folds of he sides belled out as her gut grew with its occupant.  Still, those long, thick coils merely represented a massive link of sausages for the gluttonous cat, and she set to languidly sucking them down.  The naga’s scales gave her taste buds a new, tougher texture to rasp over, and a meatier flavor for her to enjoy.  Even with the great girth of the naga’s coils stretching Marianna’s lips into a massive ‘O’ shape, the cat was never at pain.  Experience, and a great many meals before this one, proved their worth as she sucked her foe down.

All the while, the panthress’ gut grew and swelled, the coils of her meal pressing out against the stretching walls of her gut, until it expanded far enough to rest firmly on the ground, with only half of that coiling length inside!  Marianna leaned forward and pressed off with her paws to come to rest atop that great, growing mound of stretched, black fur and fat flesh, continuing to slurp the naga inside.  By the time the cat was slurping in Larissana’s tail, her gut dwarfed her, the gurgling and groaning mass a full five times her size, though by the way Marianna simply licked across her lips and rested her chin upon the soft, dark expanse of her bust, one might have thought she’d just finished a small lunch.
Her thick arms hugged to the expanse of her massive belly beneath her as a glass-rattling belch erupted from her lips, the witch’s plump body jiggling all over from the force of it.  It was only afterwards that Marianna let herself relax and sigh happily, her claws raking through the hugely-stretched flesh of her stomach as it began the slow, noisy process of processing the big naga.  Listening to the loud glorps and heavy gurgles of her gut, the panther crooned out a purring sigh and did her best to get comfy.  It would be a few days before she could even move again, but the magic she’d woven into her body over the centuries would see that Larissana was properly and fully converted into her body, and Marianna delighted in the thought of a rounder stomach and a heavier pair of breasts.

The End
