BBW Business Lunch 3

By Mollycoddles

Jessica was stuffed.

She was too stuffed.

A healthy appetite ensured that Jessica was now well over 400 pounds of rippling blubber, mostly concentrated in her ever-growing tummy. The obese blonde was almost always stuffed – there was rarely a time that she was without a snack in her hand, and her insatiable appetite had contributed to her enormous size. But today was extreme, even for her. And that meant something coming from a woman capable of devouring as many pizzas in one night as she could.

“Too many..cream filled donuts,” she gasped, her breath coming in ragged, shallow pants.  She had finished most of her lunch, but she was beginning to falter as she moved on to dessert.  Breathing hurt.  Moving hurt.  Everything hurt. She was so very, very full.  She couldn’t even see over her belly anymore, all she saw in front of her was acres and acres of enormous, heaving gut. She was as fat as a cow.

How many dozens of donuts had she eaten? Too many.  She was so fat that she often didn’t see any physical change when she ate. Even after a big meal, her stomach’s distention was hidden from sight under pounds of flab.  But tonight, her hunger was so extreme that she hadn’t been able to stop herself. She just ate and ate and ate until she was completely filled up, her belly so tightly packed with creamy treats that she could barely even think straight. Jessica felt like a human cream puff, so puffed up with cream and dough that she might just explode in a shower of goo.

After yet another day of extreme stuffing, she lay sprawled in her chair, hardly daring to breathe.  Shirley had fed her like a baby, helpfully lifting every new item to her lips so that she could gorge hands free.  What would the rest of the office think if they could see through those curtains? It was bad enough that they would see Jessica binging like a fattened hog, but it would be even worse if they could see that she had roped an accomplice into her insane gluttony.
“Ohhhh my gawd,” she sighed, gasping for breath. Her enormous, stuffed belly rose in front of her like a mountain, covered in a thin, glistening sheen of sweat that soaked through her blouse and plastered it to her skin. She had eaten too much.  That was no surprise. She was a complete glutton who ate too much almost every night. That’s why she was the size of a beached whale, so fat that she had trouble finding clothes that would still fit over her mammoth curves.  The last time that she had gone shopping, she had just managed to fit a few pairs of pants at Lane Bryant that she could pull over her tubby thighs and wide ass, that just managed to button around her impossible waist.  That was weeks ago, though, and even though she knew that she should get her eating under control, that her constant snacking and gorging were leading to the day when not even the biggest sizes in the fat girl store would still fit her expanding ass, she couldn’t stop herself.  It wasn’t just tonight, It was every night. Every night was an orgy of indulgence, a non-stop blur of food food food, filling herself until every nook and cranny in her cavernous belly was filled with delicious donuts.  She was addicted to their sweet, creamy taste and she just couldn’t stop herself.    Her waistline was still growing. 

She knew it because she had long ago felt the waist on those fat girl pants start to pinch. Everyday, it was just a tiny bit harder to pull the button across and hook it into the buttonhole. Just a tiny bit harder to tug that zipper all the way up. Just a tiny bit harder to buckle her belt into the last remaining hole.  Last week, she had barely been able to do up her biggest pants.  On Tuesday, she knew that she was playing a dangerous game. Her pants were so tight that the button was barely staying hooked.  If she moved too quickly, she would pop it clean off.  On Wednesday, she gave up on pants entirely and moved into skirts.  Skirts were her friends! Flow, non-confining skirts! But by Friday, she was having trouble even hooking her skirts around her vast waistline. She was blowing up too fast for clothes.

“Had enough, Jessica?” asked Shirley, gently rubbing Jessica’s swollen middle. After that tremendous meal, Jessica’s paunch had grown enough to push her even further away from her desk.

“I…think…so,” gasped Jessica.  Her insides were on fire.  Gawd, why did she eat so much?  It felt like there wasn’t enough room inside her for all that food, that any more would make her explode…or worse.  She could already feel that familiar warning rumble in her bowels that told her she was in the danger zone.  She clenched tightly, hoping to hold it in.  She really needed to go, though, and she doubted that she’d be able to waddle to the bathroom with this enormous gut loaded full of food.  She couldn’t even get up.  Her only choice was to hold it in until she could digest just a little!

Her guts were bubbling loudly, urgently, and Jessica broke out in a new sweat.  Ohhhhh gawd she really had to go.

“You need some help, Jessica? You want me to give you a hand up? You don’t look so good.”

“No,” said Jessica, “I’ll…be fine…I just need to rest a bit…and settle down after…that meal….wow, I can’t believe I ate so much.”

“You really did pack it away,” agreed Shirley, lightly touching the taut, straining surface of Jessica’s midsection with feathery fingertips. “You almost finished it all. That’s no mean feat.”

“Almost?”  Jessica strained to see over the vast dome of her gut, but it effectively blocked her view of the desk, pushing her breasts up into her face until they touched her double chin.  Was there any food left on the table? She was positive that she had demolished the entire feast. “Is there anything left?”

“Only this last donut,” said Shirley, lifting one last lonely donut so that Jessica could see it over her own enormity.  “Technically, you already took a bite out of it, so it counts as having eaten it. So technically, you could say you’ve finished everything.”

“I’m not going to let this feast defeat me on a technicality,” huffed Jessica, a sudden spike of pride coursing through her. Was Shirley trying to bait her? It almost seemed like it!  Jessica had gobbled down enormous meals before, meals too big for a young woman her size to even contemplate, so she wasn’t about to go down because of one last, little not-even-entire donut. She had her pride!  If she was going to go down as a glutton, she was going to go all the way!

“Shirley…bring the donut over here…hold it up to my mouth, please!”

“Are you sure, Jessica? Do you really think you need this? You’ve already eaten soooo much, but I think that even a girl of your extreme appetite must have her limits. You’re not a bottomless pit now, are you?”  Shirley’s voice took on a teasing tone, a sly smirk playing across her lips.  Shirley knew what she was doing here, she was bringing their game up to the next level.  She understood what was happening here, that Jessica’s appetite was more than a simple need for food – it was a desire for something deeper, something so carnal and sinful that it didn’t yet have a name, something strange and gothic and unknowable that could only be satiated by complete, wanton indulgence.  Jessica was wallowing in excess like no one ever had, going to the extreme just to see how extreme she could go.

“Yes,” said Jessica. She was determined. She wasn’t giving up now. Whatever might happen, she had come too far to give up now.  She was going all the way.  She kicked her pudgy legs feebly, trying to move the chair closer to Shirley but her extreme weight made it impossible to move the chair forward. “I need to finish, Shirley. And that’s an order from your boss!”

The tone of her voice made it clear to Shirley that it wasn’t an order at all; it was a plea.  She was helpless to do anything but beg. But lucky for Jessica, Shirley was no sadist. She got more pleasure from giving Jessica what she wanted than from denying it. 

Smiling, she held the donut to Jessica’s lips. Jessica bit into it with animal relish, attacking that last little morsel with such gusto that the cream squirted out on her round cheeks and double chin.  She ate it fast, almost hoping that it she forced it down fast enough she might be able to swallow it before her overloaded gut rebelled.

In seconds, the last donut was gone and Jessica was an even bigger mess than before.  Her overfilled stomach bubbled again, more urgently, and Jessica could feel her vast meal roiling inside her like a tempest. Oooooh maybe she should have quite while she was ahead. She really felt sick now!

“Are you okay, Jessica? You look like you need some pepto bismal.”

“Actually…I think I could use…some….just a little something to settle my stomach.  Maybe I did eat too much. I was beginning to think that wasn’t possible…”

Her stomach lurched.  Oh no, it was too much!

“Oh no,” whispered Jessica, going pale.  Her bowels were in an uproar now. She’d finally gone too far, and her guts weren’t able to handle it all!

“Ohhhhh….”

Shirley took a worried step back as Jessica continued to moan loudly, tears welling up in her eyes with the pain of holding it all in.

“Ohhhh I think….I’m…gonna…blow! I need to get up! I need to get to the bathroom!”

“Calm down, Jessica, you’re gonna be alright!” said Shirley, although the worried tone in her voice didn’t give Jessica any confidence. 

“Oh gawd I can’t hold it,” moaned Jessica, scrunching her face.   It was too much!  She had eaten way too much, now all that food was pushing her previous meals out and there was nothing that she could do to stop it!  Her bowels erupted, farting loudly.  Jessica squirmed at the release, her overtaxed skirt and underwear splitting apart.

“Help me,” said Jessica weakly.  She was too fat and stuffed to move but she couldn’t sit here in this busted outfit.  

“Oh my god, Jessica, did you just---“ Shirley’s jaw dropped in shock.  She was used to Jessica’s flatulence, but she was actually surprised to see that Jessica had ruined her clothes!

This was pretty shocking!  Naturally, Shirley enjoyed watching Jessica grow. Okay, let’s not fib – she loved it.  She couldn’t help but find it exciting, to the point that she found it difficult to maintain a serious professional relationship with a woman who was billowing out of her clothes.  Jessica’s immensity and gluttony were amazing turn-ons for the older woman, and Shirley had to keep reminding herself that she was at work.  It was one thing to watch her boss expand, maybe even give her some encouragement to help her along on the road to supersize status, but quite another to completely give in and sexually harass a workmate.  Shirley couldn’t help but marvel at it as the ultimate expression of excess.  Who else could possibly eat so much as to explode out of their clothes at their desk at work?

“I can’t help it,” wailed Jessica miserably. Tears began to well up in her eyes, dribbling down her chubby cheeks. She was so embarrassed!  Sure, Shirley was her friend, had seen her in some pretty embarrassing, ridiculous situations… but this was beyond anything that had ever happened before!  And plus… how was she supposed to finish the day? She had that big meeting with Ryan Balaz in just a few hours! She couldn’t waddle into the meeting naked from the waist down.  


Shirley’s shock quickly gave way to sympathy as she looked at Jessica’s face.  Jessica was normally so in control, so on top of everything, but now she was as helpless as a baby.  Shirley patted her cheek reassuringly.

“It’s okay, Jessica, I’m here for you.  I’ll help you.”

Shirley tenderly helped her unsteady boss and friend to her feet and the carefully stripped off her ruined skirt and underwear, throwing them into the wastebasket.  Jessica waited patiently as Shirley cleaned her off with Kleenix from the tissue box on Jessica’s desk, carefully scrubbing down Jessica’s blubbery cheeks.

“Oh wow,” breathed Shirley as she turned Jessica around.  It was hard to see because her enormous belly dominated her figure, but her pubic mound, nestled under her pregnant-looking tummy, looked equally enormous.  Jessica had noticed that her fupa was becoming huge lately; she couldn’t help but notice since that was one of the main reasons that she could no longer reach inside herself to masturbate anymore.  But even she hadn’t noticed how massive it really was:  It reached nearly to Jessica’s fat, dimpled knees. “I didn’t realize how huge you were down here.”

 “That’s not helping,” said Jessica, slightly cross.  The last thing she needed was someone else commenting on how she’d lost control and turned into a hippo.  

“No, it’s amazing,” said Shirley, “You’re like a work of art!”

“Oh stop it.”

“No seriously!  I’ve never seen a woman get so big, it’s incredible!  You’ve done something completely amazing here! You look like a glowing Madonna with child out of a Renaissance painting! And the bigger you get, the more you glow!”

“I’m…not actually pregnant, you know,” said Jessica. “Just really fat.”

“Yeah, but wow, I just can’t get over it.”  Shirley squeezed the underside of Jessica’s enormous belly, grabbing a handful of flab that hung out of her straining blouse.  “You’re so full of food, but you’re so fat that your flab still makes a nice soft cushion to grab on to!  The only thing that could make it better would be if you got even rounder.”

“If I got any rounder, I would roll away,” said Jessica.

“Yes, but I would catch you,” said Shirley.  She needed to stop, she was getting too flirty.

Jessica blushed again. “That’s sweet, what would I do without you, Shirley? I would be up shit creek now, that’s for sure. I can’t thank you enough for doing this and saving me.”

Shirley winked. “What are friends for?”   She grabbed the wastepaper basket with the ruined garments. “I’m going to discretely dispose of the evidence now.  And I’ll be back with a new skirt for you, but it might take me a few to pop down to the store and find something in your new size.  Think you’ll be okay hiding behind your desk until I get back?”

“I’ll try,” said Jessica. “But please, hurry.”

Jessica was getting worried.  Until Shirley got back, she was trapped in the office, a fat blob without anything to cover her bare ass and exposed pussy – or rather, it would be exposed if anyone bothered to lift up her fupa.  All she could do was sit here and fart, waiting for the inevitable.  She checked her watch.  It was almost time for her meeting with Ryan Balaz!  What could she do? She couldn’t walk into a meeting half-naked!  If Shirley didn’t get back soon, her only hope was to get the meeting transferred to her own office, so that she could sit, protected, behind her own desk, and hope that Ryan never leaned over far enough to see that she wasn’t wearing any pants or underwear.  Could that work? No, that was crazy! Then again… would it really be so absurd to move the meeting?  She could legitimately say that she wasn’t up to the trek to the meeting room because of her “condition” – Ryan and most of the partners still believed that Jessica was heavily pregnant, so they might be willing to believe that story.  She checked her watch again.  If she wanted to get to the meeting on time, she’d have to leave soon.  Fuck it.  Let’s live dangerously.

Jessica beeped the secretary.

“Yes?”

“Missy, there’s been a change of plans.  We’re going to move the meeting with Ryan Balaz to my office.  Show them in here when they get here.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

If Shirley gets back with some new clothes before Ryan gets here, so be it.  But if not…she’d just have to wing it.  She remembered he last time that she’d been in a meeting and the button had popped off her pants.  She simply remained seating, her lower half hidden below the table and no one had noticed.  But could she really pull the same stunt when she was completely naked below the waist? True, the sheer size of her belly meant that no one was in danger of actually seeing anything scandalous – her privates were hidden under her fatty pubic mound.  But still, it wouldn’t do for her professional reputation at all to be caught – literally – with her pants down.

A few minutes later, the secretary buzzed her back.  Jessica desperately hoped that she had news about Shirley’s return, but it wasn’t to be.  “Ryan Balaz is here, Miss Sanders.”

Here it was, the moment of truth.  Jessica grabbed hold of her tubby belly with both hands and lifted it up.  Then she scooted her chair forward, as close to her desk as she could, and dropped her belly onto the desktop with a loud SPLUT.  Hopefully that would help block any view of her downstairs. “Send him in, Missy.”

Ryan Balaz was, not to put too fine a point on it, a real hunk.  Damn, he was fine.  Just seeing his chiseled good looks made Jessica’s knees weak.  Jessica hadn’t relieved herself sexually in quite some time, so just seeing this Adonis was really turning her on.

“Miss Sanders, good to meet you again,” said Ryan, smiling as he held his hand out for a handshake.  Jessica smiled back politely and tried to scooch slightly forward in her chair, hoping that Ryan couldn’t see beyond the desk.  She took his hand and shook it.

“Mr. Balaz,” she said. “Please take a seat.  You’ll excuse me if I don’t stand up.”

“Of course.  So how much longer do you have?  You must be getting pretty close.”  Ryan sat down in the chair across the desk from her.  His eyes were locked on her gigantic paunch so intently that it helped put Jessica at ease. As long they stayed fixed there, they weren’t going to wander around the room to catch any glimpses of her nude ass and nethers.

“Oh, just another two months,” said Jessica, patting his middle.  

“Really?  Still that long to go?”

“I know, I know.  But I am having quints, after all.”

“No, that’s not what I meant.  I just meant, I could have sworn that you were supposed to deliver sooner.  Weren’t you pregnant when I saw you back in March?”

Shit, that was 10 months ago!  What a memory this guy had!  Jessica continued to smile politely but she felt herself break out in a sweat.  How could it be that the hunky guy that she only saw once in a blue moon would remember exactly how long she’d been “carrying” when the people she saw everyday seemed oblivious?  Jessica felt her guts roiling as she fought panic.  Oh God not again.  She had to fart again, badly.  Shit shit shit, how long was this meeting supposed to take?  Would she be able to hold it the whole time?

“I think you must be mistaken,” said Jessica, smiling sweetly.

“I must be,” said Ryan, “In any case, you look wonderful, whenever you’re due.  You’re simply glowing.”

“Thank you, Mr. Balaz.”

“Please, we’ve been meeting for so long.  Why don’t you just call me Ryan?”

“Thank you, Ryan. And why don’t you just call me Jessica?”

“I would be delighted to, Jessica.”

“So, Ryan, ready to get down to business?”

The two executives were soon deep into negotiations.  Luckily, Jessica was good at multi-tasking, because, even though they were talking about licensing technology, Jessica was thinking about anything but:  She was thinking about her fat naked ass under the desk, about the violent flatulence brewing in her guts, about Ryan’s winning smile…God, she really couldn’t stop thinking about that!  He was really cute.  She constantly caught his eyes straying to her gut, a thoughtful expression on his face.  Was he checking her out? Or was he just shocked at her size?  No, it looked like he was thinking… Jessica wondered if Ryan must be skeptical about her story.  Could he tell that she wasn’t really pregnant?  Could he tell that she was just fat?

Jessica’s stomach gurgled loudly, so loudly that Ryan flinched suddenly at the unexpected sound.

“Heh heh, sorry guess I’m a little hungry, had a light lunch today,” lied Jessica, hoping that Ryan would buy the story.  Her stomach wasn’t gurgling in hunger, though, that was trapped gas begging to be released.  Jessica was clenched as tightly as she possibly could because she was certain her ass would erupt like an atomic bomb if she relaxed even an iota.  She had to keep her concentration!  Ugh, she could already feel her paunch starting to bloat as the gas built inside her, getting tighter and filling out her already stretched blouse.  Could Ryan notice?  If he did, he seemed to be too much of a gentleman to mention that Jessica was visibly swelling before his eyes.  Argh, her belly felt tight as a drum!

“Oh, perhaps you’d like to continue this discussion over lunch?” said Ryan.

Oh shit.  “No, no. I would love to, but I…I really can’t leave the office today.  But maybe we could have our next meeting as a lunch meeting.”

“Abslutely.”  Thankfully, Ryan seemed satisfied and didn’t pursue it.  Had he just asked her out on a date? And she’d just turned him down! Goddamnit, Jessica wanted to swear out loud she was so frustrated.  And why did Ryan keep staring at her gut?  Oh crap, she knew that look… it looked almost like… the look at Shirley had sometimes when she examined Jessica’s growing paunch!  Could… it be???

Keep calm, play it cool, thought Jessica, don’t lose your heard over some hot guy.  You have a job to do.  Just finish the negotiations and worry about every else later.

By the time, she and Ryan were done, they had successfully negotiated a contract that left them both happy… and Jessica felt so full of hot air that she was certain she was about to pop.  As Ryan closed his briefcase and rose to his feet, all Jessica could think was how nice it would be once she could finally let go.  Please don’t linger, she thought.  As much as she loved looking at Ryan, she couldn’t let loose while he was here…and she NEEDED to let loose!

“Well, Jessica, it’s been lovely speaking with you,” said Ryan, extending his hand again.  “Now that we’ve got everything signed, I guess we’ll be working together pretty closely. I hope you’re as pleased about that as I am.”

“Most definitely,” said Jessica, taking his hand.

The secretary buzzed her.  “Miss Sanders?” came her voice over the intercom. “Miss Pataki is back.  She has a package for you.”

Thank God, thought Jessica.  “You can send her in, Missy. We’re done here.”

Ryan nodded politely to Shirley as he passed her in the doorway.  Shirley nodded back. As soon as he was out, Jessica said huskily “Close the door, Shirley.”

Her subsequent fart blast was so tremendous that she could have sworn it made the rafters ring.

* * *

“How many pizzas?”

“How many can you make?”

“Um…”

“Never mind, ten should do,” said Jessica.  Here she was again, ordering way too much food.  But after this trying day, she felt like she deserved a treat.  Jessica looked down at herself.  She’d immediately stripped down to her underwear upon getting home, throwing all her work clothes directly on the floor.  Her belly bulged in front of her, bigger than a beachball and rounder than ever.  Beneath it, her enormous fupa strained the bounds of her fraying underwear.  God, she was huge.  And eating was just going to make her huger.  But she couldn’t help herself.

The pizza place was the last restaurant on her list.  She’d already ordered a family’s worth of Chinese take-out, way too many curry dishes from that new Indian joint, gyros, burritos…the list went on.  Tonight she was going to go all the way.  She wasn’t sure if she could.  In fact, she was kind of scared, her knees a little weak and for once it wasn’t because they were tired of carrying the heavy load of her gut.  Tonight would be the big blow-out, the feast to end all feasts.  She was going to gorge until she looked two years pregnant with ten babies or explode trying!

No going back now.  The first time that the doorbell rang, Jessica briefly considered throwing on a bathrobe before she answered, but her gut was already growling loudly. Fuck it, what did it matter if some food delivery guy saw her in her underwear?  She wobbled her way to the door, her colossal paunch swaying from side to side and threatening to throw her off balance the entire way.  She moved so slowly and ponderously that the deliveryman rang a second time before she’d completed the short trek.

“Hold your horses, I want to get there just as much as you,” mumbled Jessica as she arrived at the door.  Her belly stuck out so far ahead of her that she bumped it into the doorframe a good mile before the doorknob was even within reach.  Swearing quietly, she turned to the side so that she could grab the knob and pull open the door.

It was a teenager clutching two plastic bags full of Chinese food.  So that’s who got here first.  He stared in surprise when he saw Jessica.  No shock there, she was hard to miss. And the fact that she was answering the door in her undies made her even more remarkable.

“Thanks,” said Jessica, waggling her arms at the kid. “Just put there here.”

Obediently he lifted the bags and dropped them into Jessica’s hands.

Jessica handed over her credit card and watched in amusement as the boy struggled to work it with his Square reader.  He was having a hard time concentrating instead of staring at Jessica’s boobs and belly.  Jessica yawned purposely loud, stretching her fat stubby arms and thrusting out her front.  Her panties were hidden from view by her belly but the boy could hear the stitches holding her bra straps to their cups creaking loudly in response.  He nearly dropped his phone.

“That was fun,” said Jessica to herself after he’d left.  The kid was probably mostly just shocked at her size, but she couldn’t help but notice the erection in his pants when he stared at her chest.  Looks like he at least somewhat appreciated a fat chick.

The rest of the orders arrived in short succession and finally, finally, Jessica was ready to chow down.  She’d ordered so much food that there was barely an empty surface in the apartment, all her tables covered with greasy boxes and dripping bags.  Jessica knew that her appetite was unmatched, but even she didn’t know if she could eat all this.

She flipped open the top box of pizza.  She briefly considered taking a slice, but that was wasting time. Instead she grabbed the whole pizza, rolled it up like a burrito and started ripping off hunks with her teeth.  She made it disappear in under a minute.  A good start, she thought, as she felt her gargantuan gut.  It was huge but soft.  Empty.  That meant she still had a long way to go tonight.  A second pizza followed.  She started on a third but by then she was tired of the taste. She wanted something new.  Breadsticks.  Theh chow mein.  Jessica stuffed an entire carton of glass noodles into her mouth, followed it with eggrolls and then slurped up the hot and sour spoon straight from the carton, not even bothering with a spoon.  Her belly was so full of hot grease that she was sweating profusely, so she grabbed the nearest liter of soda, twisted the top off and started guzzling.  Halfway through, she pulled the bottle from her lips with a loud gasp.  Oof that hit the spot.  

She belched loudly, then shut her eyes.  Here it comes.  She leaned to one side, lifting her vast buttocks off the couch as high as she could and let out an enormous fart.  There would be more to come, she knew.  If she was lucky, she wouldn’t fill the apartment with enough fumes to kill herself but there were no guarantees. 

There was a long way to go.  Jessica tore open container and after container, gorging herself on anything that her pudgy fingers could reach, no longer even caring about taste, all that mattered was getting more and more food inside her.  Every bite should have made her feel fuller, but each one was like a reset button – every new flavor sent her into a renewed spiral of gluttony, her greed growing almost as fast as her ballooning belly.  Jessica was inflating herself like a Thanksgiving parade float, growing bigger and bigger, and she couldn’t stop.  She would stop only when she ran out of food or when she got too big to move and there wasn’t anymore food within reach.  Those were the best case scenarios.  Jessica didn’t care about the worst case scenarios as long as they involved eating up to the end.  More more more more.  She just couldn’t get enough.  Even her bra and underwear were feeling too restrictive on her expanding girth, but she didn’t have the willpower to pause stuffing herself long enough to take them off.  They’d burst on their own eventually, so why bother?

How long had she been binging? She had no clue.  Time had lost all meaning.  Nothing mattered anymore.  Not until her hand reached into the last bag and found…nothing but a few packets of ketchup and a handful of napkins.  She was done.

Jessica had finished it. She had defeated the feast.  

Jessica was going to burst.  Her belly filled her field of vision.  All she could do was lie back, gasping and sweating and waiting to digest enough to be mobile again.  She felt gas bubbling up inside her again.  Was this a fart or a burp?  Turned out it was both, as a loud belch burst from her lips at the same time that a burst of flatulence erupted from between her blubbery cheeks.  That helped lessen the pressure a little.  Urghhhhh, Jessica was used to being full but never before to this extreme.

“Oh God, I think…I might really die,” gasped Jessica, “I ate…way too much.”

Her thoughts drifted back to her meeting today with Ryan.  Had she been reading too much into it?  Had she really blown her only chance with him by refusing lunch?  Well, if she really was going to die tonight, then she might as well take this chance…she had nothing to lose.

Groaning loudly, Jessica slowly rolled over on the couch, shifting her bulk just enough that she could reach her cellphone with one chubby hand.  What was Ryan’s number?  Oh yeah, that’s right.  Praying that she could hold her burps for just the next two minutes, she punched in his number and waited.  After two rings, she heard a familiar voice.

“Hello?”

“Ryan? This is Jessica.”

“Jessica! I’m…I’m so glad to hear from you.  But why are you calling?”

“I was…I was just thinking about that offer you made today.”

“The contract? I thought we had it finalized.”

“No, I mean…the lunch.”

“The business lunch?”

“Yeah, I’m sorry I had to turn you down.  Because the truth is, I don’t want to go out to a business lunch with you.  I want to go to a regular lunch.”

“Jessica…are you asking me out?”

“You might say that.”

“Then I would be happy to accept.”

YES, thought Jessica.  She would have jumped for joy if she could.

“I can’t talk right now,” said Jessica. “But I hope we can work out the details when I see you tomorrow.”

“I’m looking forward to it. I’ll see you tomorrow!”

Jessica hung up a split second before another belch forced its way out of her. Phew that was close!  But what a day!  After everything that had happened, finally something was going right!  She was going on a date with sexy Ryan Balaz!  Of course…if this went anywhere, she would eventually have to tell him her dirty little secret, that she wasn’t pregnant at all.  But she’d cross that bridge when she came to it.  

Gawd, Ryan was such a hottie!  She almost squealed thinking about him…and, if she played her cards right, what his hot body would feel like pressed against hers.  Maybe if she had a man in her life again, she could FINALLY get off.  Her poor little pussy, lost under the folds of her mountainous mound, was aching to be touched, but she couldn’t reach.  She tried, stretching her fleshy arms out but couldn’t get them anywhere near her mound.  Ugh, she couldn’t even bend at the waist she was so full!  If only…gawd, this was frustrating!  If only she had a vibrator on a stick…

Grunting, she tried to reach again, leaning forward as far as she dared without tipping over onto her bloated stomach.  No luck.  She flopped backwards against the couch’s backboard, her enormous spherical paunch paunch slightly. As it moved, she held her fupa slide between her two thick legs.  Wait a second…. Slowly, she raised her legs and brought them down again.  Then she placed her hands on her belly and pushed.  Her belly pressed down on her blubbery mound, which slapped between her legs.  Yes yes yessss this could work. If Jessica could straddle her mound just right, she could get it to press against her already sopping wet vagina. With the right motion (and if she was horny enough), she could actually still masturbate!  This day was getting better and better!  Groaning, she pushed and prodded, rubbing her legs together to stimulate herself, sending an intense jolt of sexual energy through her exhausted, chubby body.  Her thoughts turned again to Ryan.  Her juices ran down her leg as she worked herself up up up, slowly building, sweat pouring off her face, down her double chin, her vast blimped body slick with sexual perspiration, until finally she exploded in orgasm, bucking and bouncing as much as she dared given her delicate condition, biting her lip to keep from shrieking.

Gasping for breath, Jessica couldn’t help but think things were looking up for her now.

* * *
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