As Seen on TV 2

By Mollycoddles

“Pete! Pete, could you please help me!”

Pete poked his head out of the bathroom, his hands still adjusting the knot in his necktie “What’s the matter, honey?”

His eyes fell on his wife still lying in bed.  When they first got married, all those years ago, Marsha was a hyper-voluptuous blond sorority girl with a hefty, gravity-defying chest, a juicy rounded bottom, a seductive wiggle in her walk, and an enticing giggle in her voice.  Most of those things were still true about Marsha, even after 15 years of marriage: she was still a giggling sweetie who could drive a man to distraction with her practiced strut.  As for her chest and butt?  There was just more of them both these days, lots more, and they’d been joined by Marsha’s increasingly swollen belly and over-pumped thighs.  The easy life agreed with Marsha, who loved having Pete to take care of her and see to her every need.  Pete was only too happy to indulge his sweet sassy wife, even if it meant that she might pack on a few pounds.

Only a few months ago, Marsha had finally broken 500 pounds.  It had taken 15 years to reach that daunting number. But, in a matter of months, Marsha had completely blown that record out of the water.  The tubby housewife was now nearly 600 pounds.

All thanks to the Sales Super Stretchers.

Marsha offered her thick, flabby arms to her husband.  “Could you give me a little tug, sweetie? I just need a little help to get up.”

Pete obligingly gripped Marsha’s wrists and pulled, slowly heaving his overfed wife up into a sitting position.  Marsha gasped and panted; she looked like a big blond beach ball.  Swaddled in cascading rolls of blubber, Marsha had also come to resemble the Michelin Man.  When Pete let go of her hands, the dough woman leaned back, resting against the curve of her enormous rear.  Marsha’s recent eating habits had inflated her rump to the point that it her butt cheeks were nearly as big as she was.  The two soft pillowy globes provided a built-in recliner, allowing Marsha to sink back into the cushion of her own chub.
“Marsha, you getting out of bed or are you just going to lie back down?” asked Pete.

“No, no, I’m getting up,” said Marsha.  “But, sweetie, I’m going to need some help getting dressed. Could you help me please, Pete?”

She gave Pete her most helpless, girlish pout, causing her husband to laugh.

“Of course, baby, you know you don’t need to pull that with me.  Just lift up your arms.”

Marsha pulled off her nightshirt, allowing her enormous breasts to swing free.  

“Hmmm,” said Pete, sliding one hand under Marsha’s left boob and squeezing the tender flesh experimentally. “Daddy like.”

“Oh Pete, don’t you start now.  Don’t you have to get to work?”

Pete tossed the ginormous nightshirt aside as he crawled onto the sagging bed next to his elephant-sized wife, his hand still kneading the soft flesh of her sagging breasts.

“I could be late,” he whispered, nibbling on her ear.

“Oooo,” cooed Marsha, closing her eyes.  She couldn’t help but get aroused at Pete’s amorous advances, already feeling the familiar tingle between her legs.  Even though Pete definitely wasn’t any Adonis, he was still one of the only men that could still get Marsha excited for sex.  The only other man who could really excite her, she thought as a sudden flush lit her chubby cheeks, was Malcolm Sales himself, inventor of the Sales Super Stretcher. With his receding hairline and growing paunch, people once thought he was really lucky to have landed a catch like Marsha.  As Marsha gradually but relentlessly ballooned like an air mattress attached to a pump, many had begun to rethink that assessment – but Pete still only had eyes for his glorious, tubby wife.

“That’s sweet, honey, but we can’t have that,” said Marsha, bopping Pete on the nose. “You’re still in line for that big promotion and I’m not going to have you miss out on that just because you wanted to get a little honey.  Besides…”  She batted her eyes at him. “You know your little honeypot’s going to be here when you get home, right?”

“Hmmm,” said Pete.

“Promise,” said Marsha. She held up her chubby hand, fingers crossed. “Scout’s honor.”

“Okay, Marsha.  Speaking of the scouts, did you get those cupcakes for Meloni’s bakesale?”

“Oh poo!” said Marsha, “I totally forgot.  I’ll have Josie make some today.”

“Okay, good. Now let’s get you dressed and ready for breakfast!”

At 600 pounds, Marsha needed help with almost everything these days.  Whether it was her husband Pete helping her get dressed or her maid Josie helping her waddle to the living room couch, Marsha was simply too fat, too out of shape and altogether too round to complete even ordinary tasks without help.

Pete helped pull a XXXL T-shirt over his whale of a wife’s bosom and belly; it didn’t quite reach, leaving a bare strip of pink where her drooping paunch hung over the waistband of her mega-sized panties and spilled over her crotch and fupa.  Next, he had to help her into her Sales Super Stretchers.  This was harder, since it required Marsha to lift her vast derriere off the bed at least a few inches and keep it lifted until Pete had pulled the stretchy pants completely over her over-inflated backside.

It was a chore, but Marsha refused to be seen without her Super Stretchers.

Because they really were just as good as advertised!  

Before buying her Sales Super Stretchers, Marsha could never get enough to eat. It wasn’t that food was scarce. Far from it! The problem was that Marsha could never actually eat herself to satiety because her clothes always got in the way:  buttons would pop, seams would split, zippers would bust off their tracks.  She always had to be attentive to the tell-tale signs that her pants and blouses were nearing capacity – and that would signal her to stop eating before she had a major wardrobe blow-out.  Unfortunately, her clothes always seemed to reach capacity before she did.  Even clothes that, in theory, should have enough stretch to accommodate Marsha’s ravenous appetite didn’t stretch far enough.  How many sweat pants had she split? How many leggings had she torn?

But not anymore!

According to the television infomercials, the Sales Super Stretchers had infinite stretch to them because of their unique polymer blend something something something.  Marsha didn’t understand all the technical gobbledygook, but after seeing a live demonstration on her favorite cooking program, she knew that she just had to try them out for herself.  And so far, they had delivered what they promised!

Finally freed from the one thing that retrained her gluttonous excess, Marsha could indulge herself to her heart’s content.

At twenty, Marsha was a curvy blonde co-ed who attracted all the attention.  At 30, she was a fat, blonde housewife, grown round and plush from the endless pampering of her doting husband and the constant attention of the house servants.

Before the Sales Super Stretchers came into her life, Marsha was already a very hefty 500 pounds of pure butter soft lard.  In recent weeks, Marsha had utterly blimped.  Her constant eating, bolstered by her new Super Stretchers, had added at least another 100 pounds of blubber to her belly, hips, and breasts.  Marsha’s weight was skyrocketing out of control, but Marsha was just tickled pink that she could finally eat to her heart’s content without having to worry about the consequences.  Well, at least not about any immediate consequences.
“There we go, got your Super Stretchers on,” said Pete, giving the waistband one last tug to make sure that it covered as much of her butt as possible.  As Marsha grew, more and more of her butt crack was on display everyday.  When she sat down (which was almost always), a good two inches of booty cleavage peeked over the pants’ waistband.  Eventually, if she kept expanding, she would start to moon people when she was standing too.

Marsha grunted and dropped back onto the bed. “Oh thank you, Pete, you’re a life saver! I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“Well, don’t go back to sleep just yet, Marsha.  Come one down, it’s time for breakfast.

With Pete’s assistance, Marsha slowly struggled to her chubby feet and then waddled downstairs to the breakfast table, where the couple’s daughter Meloni was already enjoying a bowl of cereal and the household maid Josie was already cooking breakfast.  

“Just cereal?” said Marsha, pouting.

“Meloni needs to catch the bus soon, ma’am,” said Josie, “She doesn’t have time to wait for a full breakfast today.”

Per Marsha’s instructions, Josie prepared a full American-style breakfast for Marsha every morning; it was exactly the energy boost that the bulging butterball needed to power her through a hard day of snacking and lounging on the couch – since inevitably that’s what Marsha did with most of her time.  Some days Pete and Meloni would join her, although they could never match Marsha’s appetite. It was unusual for either of them to go for seconds, while Marsha regularly downed three to four plates of bacon and eggs every morning.

But there wasn’t any time for that on a school day, so Meloni was just eating some Fruit Loops.

“At least I’ll have a decent breakfast,” said Marsha, beaming as she loaded up her plate with buttery, fluffy scrambled eggs, crispy bacon, and greasy hash browns.  This would be a good start!  She hadn’t eaten since late last night, so she really deserved a hearty breakfast! 

“Mmm, so delicious,” said Marsha, “Josie, you are a wonder!  Pete, isn’t life so much easier since we got Josie?”

“Sure, sweetie.” Pete was distracted as he grabbed the morning newspaper off the table and dropped it into his briefcase.  Pete didn’t think much about the help, but he had hired Josie on Marsha’s request once Marsha realized that her lavish lifestyle was making it hard to get things done by herself.  
Marsha gobbled down her first plate in a rush, pausing only to murmur in contentment between bites, savoring both the savory tastes on her tongue and the growing warmth in her filling tummy.

“Mommy’s turning into a balloon,” piped up Meloni suddenly.

“Meloni, that’s very rude,” said Pete, “You apologize to your mother immediately.”

“Sorry, Mommy,” said Meloni.

“That’s okay, Meloni,” said Marsha. “Mommy knows she gained some weight lately.  But honey, that’s what happens to you when you get older.”  She slathered extra butter on her muffin and pushed it into her mouth, chewing eagerly.  “You’ll understand when you’re older, honey. Petey, are you gonna have any?”

“Sorry honey, I’m late for work,” said Pete, “Seems that you were too much of a distraction and I lost track of the time. I’ll just grab a Danish at the office.”

“Have fun at work, Petey,” cooed Marsha, rising from her chairs with some effort so that she could kiss her husband goodbye.  

“I’ll see you tonight,” said Pete, winking.  Marsha giggled and winked back.  

As Pete left through the door, Marsha grabbed the skillet from the center of the table and moved it to her placemat, so it would be easier for her to eat.  She brought a crunchy piece of toast to her lips, frowning as crumbs fell into her cleavage.

“Mommy, you shouldn’t eat like that,” said Meloni, eying her mother’s monstrous bulk filling out her seat and spilling over the edges.  Chairs weren’t big enough for Marsha; she was honestly big enough to fill the entire couch all by herself.
“Why not, sweetie?” asked Marsha, peering down into her cleavage.  Marsha was naturally buxom, so her chest had ballooned along with the rest of her.

“Cuz you might get so fat that you explode,” said Jodi. “I don’t want mommy to pop!”

“Gracious, what a ridiculous notion! Mommy’s not going to pop, honey. That sort of thing only happens on TV, honey.  Honestly, I think you’ve been watching too many cartoons.”
“C’mon, Meloni, you stop bothering your mother, let’s get you to the bus stop,” said Josie, eager to avoid agitating Marsha. “Say goodbye to your mommy!”

“Bye, mommy! I’ll see you tonight!”

“Bye, sweetie, have a good day at school.”

Meloni’s concerns forgotten, Marsha leaned over and kissed her daughter on her forehead. “You be good and we’ll see you tonight, okay, baby?”

“Yes, mommy.”

Marsha shook her head in amusement as Josie ushered Meloni out the door.  Kids have so much imagination, she thought!

***

After breakfast, it was customary for Marsha to spend the next eight hours on the living room couch, binge-watching soap operas while slowly working her way through a gallon tub of Neopolitan ice cream.

At least, that’s what she used to do.

Prior to the Super Stretchers, Marsha indulged herself in a tub of ice cream every day.  But lately, she had upped her ice cream consumption to two daily tubs.  What would stop her?

“Mmmm,” moaned Marsha as she reached for a second tub of ice cream conveniently stacked on the end table within easy reach of her chubby fingers.  “Oh no!”  Marsha frowned in dismay when she discovered that the tub was entirely liquid.  It had been sitting out too long and all her Neapolitan ice cream had melted!
Marsha clicked her tongue in disappointment. Oh well!  This would have to do.
She raised the tub to her lips and guzzled the melted ice cream as if it was soda, slurping the rich creamy fluid with a contented murmur.  

Marsha’s patent-pending stretch pants stretched.  And stretched and stretched.  The obese housewife was so bloated and overstuffed that she looked like she was six months pregnant with triplets, her massive watermelon-sized knockers splaying to either side of her growing gut.

Burping loudly, Marsha dropped the empty tub to the floor and wiped the ring of melted ice cream from around her mouth with her plump hand.  She paused to lick her hand.

“Josie? Sweetie? Could you bring some of those cupcakes out here?”

“Ma’am?” came Josie’s voice from the kitchen. “Those are for Meloni’s bake sale.”

“Oh come on, Josie, you know you always make too many for that. There are always a few spares!”

Josie sighed. Marsha had sussed her out.  Marsha so frequently devoured pastries intended for Meloni’s bake sales during her fridge raids that Josie had started intentionally baking several dozen extra cupcakes to compensate for Marsha’s uncontrolled gluttony.  But now that Marsha had figured out that there were extra cakes, Josie worried that Marsha might even increase her secret snacking.  That would mean that Josie would just have to bake even MORE extra cakes.  Soon they’d be trapped in a vicious cycle that would only end when Josie finally collapsed from exhaustion or Marsha finally burst apart at the seams, whichever came first.  At this point, it was anyone’s guess.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Josie obediently brought out a tray of pink frosted cupcakes.

“Where would you like them, ma’am?” asked Josie, astutely noting that Marsha was so large and unwieldy that she probably wouldn’t be able to reach the tray with her blubbery arm even if Josie put the tray right on the coffee table in front of her.
“Just put it right here, Josie,” said Marsha, patting the top of her colossal belly without shame.  

Josie had to hold herself back from laughing, but without a word she carefully balanced the tray onto the shelf created by Marsha’s overloaded gut.

“Thanks, Josie, that will be all for now,” said Marsha, plucking the first cupcake from its tray and expertly pulling the paper wrapper off with one flick of the wrist.  Josie nodded and backed away as Marsha shoved the confection into her mouth, purring in overstuffed ecstasy.

She shifted her bulk on the couch, careful not to tip the cupcake tray out of her reach, sliding her chubby hand beneath the prodigious mass of her right butt cheek to retrieve the TV remote.  Grunting in satisfaction, Marsha clicked on the television and tuned in to her favorite TV show, “Cooking with Olivia.”

“Hey everyone! Welcome to… Cooking… with Olivia…”

The studio audience cheered and applauded, giving the enormous host a minute to catch her breath. Olivia was a large, olive-skinned woman, dressed as usual in a white chef smock and a toque, but instead of the white uniform pants that she used to wear, she was also wearing a pair of Sales Super Stretchers.  Like Marsha, Olivia was clearly a woman who enjoyed eating.  A few months ago, she was teetering on the edge of a very round 500 pounds.  But after only a few months of the total gluttonous freedom afforded by the Super Stretchers, Olivia had ballooned to obscene proportions.  

Her Super Stretchers effortlessly expanded to accommodate Olivia’s massively thick legs, giant rump and over-stuffed belly, but the buttons on her chef smock were gasping for dear life, revealing glimpses of her tanned skin beneath.  Marsha once again reflected on the sad truth that Malcolm Sales still hadn’t started manufacturing Super Stretcher tops. That was honestly ridiculous. There was definitely a market!  Top-heavy women like Marsha obviously needed them, and, from the looks of things, even apple-shaped ladies like Olivia could benefit from them.
“Today… we’re going to make… one of my favorite recipes… raspberry butter tarts,” said Olivia, her chest heaving as she struggled to get the words out.

Olivia was notorious for always sampling the high fat, high calorie recipes she prepared, but with the Super Stretchers snuggly protecting her from any wardrobe malfunctions he had started simply eating everything she cooked on air.  As a result, Olivia literally inflated like a balloon hooked up to a helium tank, swelling so big that the beachball- shaped woman now required the aid of a mobility scooter to putter around the studio stage and the simple act of introducing her show left her winded and gasping.

Marsha cooed as another cupcake disappeared into her belly, puffing out her tummy a little further and pushing out the ever-elastic waistband of her Super Stretchers. 

Marsha breathed a sigh of relief, thinking about how close she had come to missing out! The Sales Super Stretchers had only been available for a very limited window. Unfortunately, they had been pulled off the market and Malcolm Sales embroiled in some litigation after… well, Marsha wasn’t sure about the details.  She’d vaguely heard that a few of the early buyers had misused the Super Stretchers and ended up in the hospital.  Honestly, some people!  Marsha couldn’t imagine what could have happened to send some silly women to the hospital over a pair of stretch pants!  Whatever they did, it was probably their own fault.

You’ll burst before they do! TM

Another cupcake.  The Stretchers kept stretching.  Marsha grunted in annoyance as she watched Olivia slowly maneuver her scooter across the stage, the small underpowered Rascal puttering and creaking under the enormous woman’s bulk.  This was taking forever! 
“This recipe is really one of my favorites,” said Olivia, “In fact, I like it so much that I used to be… afraid to make it… before I got my… Super Stretchers… you see… I just… couldn’t control myself… when there were… tarts… in the room… I’d just have to eat them all….and you know what that means…”

Olivia clenched her chubby fists and then spread her fingers into jazz hands, pantomiming an explosion.

“Buttons everywhere!  But with my Super Stretchers… I don’t.. have to worry.. about that anymore… phew, I’m just gonna… take a breather first…”
Marsha chewed her way through the final cupcake while Olivia wheezed onscreen.

“Oh…Josie… could you be a dear and bring out a few more cupcakes?” asked Marsha sweetly.  She batted her eyes innocently and smiled a disarming grin, her face slathered in icing and crumbs.

Josie popped her head into the room.  “Um… the rest are for the bake sale, ma’am.”

“Yeah, but we could just make more, right?”

“Um…if you’re sure, ma’am.”

“Oh definitely,” said Marsha.  She was bubbling over in good spirits, her mood bolstered by the sudden sugar rush brought on by her extreme cupcake binge.

Josie, meanwhile, was worried.  Ever since Marsha started wearing her Super Stretchers, her binging and gluttony had grown even more out of control, to the point that Josie felt like she might have to start baking Meloni’s bake sale cupcakes in secret and then hiding them, because Marsha was completely unable to hold back.  If the chubby housewife ever had even a modicum of self-restraint, it had long since vanished, buried under a new avalanche of fresh new blubber.

Josie wasn’t one to deny her boss, though.  Sighing to herself, the overworked maid obediently brought out a second tray.  Two trays of cupcakes on top of two kegs of ice cream? It was a wonder that Marsha hadn’t fallen into a sugar coma, let alone exploded!
Josie went to place the tray on Marsha’s gut like before, but Marsha stopped her.  

“Oh no, sweetie, I’m feeling a little tender there from eating too quickly. Could you be a dear and just hand them to me? You can take a seat right next to me, Josie.”

There was no way that was gonna happen.  Marsha filled the entire couch by herself like a beached whale, but she still seemed to be oblivious to just how large she had grown.

“That’s okay, I’ll just stand,” said Josie, handing the first cupcake to her bloated boss.

Marsha shoved it into her mouth with a giggle.

“Mmmm, Josie, these are wonderful,” mumbled Marsha through a mouthful of moist, gooey cake.  “Could you hand me another, Josie?”
Josie obediently held out another cupcake, which Marsha gratefully took in her chubby hands.  The two women were like a fire brigade, handing cupcakes down the line.  Marsha happily shoved cake after cake into her greedy mouth, chattering happily between bikes.  Josie nodded nervously, her eyes continuously straying to Marsha’s expanding waistline.  Marsha was blowing up so big that her monstrous mammaries no longer even looked that big compared to the size of her waistline.

You’ll burst before they do.  Josie couldn’t help but think about how the advertising tagline for the Super Stretchers sounded more ominous the larger Marsha’s mammoth swelled.   Marsha’s middle already bulged past her knees, her massive melons obscenely bloated with fat and nearly as big as her belly.  Josie could see the Stretchers stretching as Marsha ate, the patent-pending polymer blend fibers pulling tighter and tighter as Marsha’s complete, unrelenting gluttony put increasing pressure on her garments.  Every time that Josie was sure that the Stretcher must be reaching their limit, they just kept going.
“Oh, Josie, oh this is sooo good.  What recipe are we using for these cupcakes? We really should make some for my book club meeting too!”

Josie nodded, distracted.  Marsha’s book club, if it could be called that, consisted of three other local hippopotamuses, each grown almost as vast and round as Marsha since they purchased their own Super Stretchers.  Josie had to bake for nearly two days straight to supply all the snacks for the weekly whale meetings!  They each ate just as voraciously as Marsha, so Josie was sure that, one of these days, she would be awakened in the night to an explosion rocking the neighborhood when one of these overstuffed piggies finally ate one cupcake too many and burst like an over-pumped helium balloon.
You’ll burst before they do.  Josie shuddered. Did Malcolm Sales have any idea what kind of hell he was unleashing on the overworked maids and housekeepers of the world when he invented the Super Stretchers?
Finally, Josie heard the sound that she’d been expecting for weeks: the sharp pop-pop-pop of threads snapping. Could it be? Could it be that Marsha had finally defeated her Super Stretchers?  Josie hardly dared believe it.  Maybe now that Marsha had finally split her supposedly unsplittable pants, she might be jolted back into reality.  Josie longed for the days when Marsha’s gluttony was only bad rather than all-consuming.

“Oh no!” wailed Marsha, sputtering cake crumbs into her canyonous cleavage. “My shirt!”

“Your shirt? Oh.”  Josie almost burst into tears at the disappointment.  Marsha’s Super Stretchers weren’t busted at all; they were still intact and still stretching.  Meanwhile, the seams down the sides of her tightening nightshirt were ripping, creamy white flab bubbling through the growing tears.

“I guess I should have expected this!” said Marsha, pouting but still chewing. “This is an old shirt after all.  I wish that Malcolm Sales would hurry up and sell a Super Stretchers shirt. That’s what I really need! I guess he hasn’t done it because maybe most women aren’t as top-heavy as I am. You know, in college, my sorority sisters used to call me ‘Marsha Melons’ because I was so bosomy.”

Marsha was still “bosomy.” It was just that the rest of her had caught up.  She was so soft and round and fluffy that ‘Marsha Mello’ might now be a better nickname to describe this bulging butter-soft bunny. 

“Maybe I should write him a letter about this… You know, just to give him the suggestion? That would be quite a thing, wouldn’t it, Josie?”
Marsha’s face was flushed bright red.  At first Josie thought her expanding employer was choking, but she soon realized that Marsha was just flushed with the effort of eating.  She was so fat and out-of-shape that even eating was enough to wind her!

Well, that was only half the story.  Unbeknownst to Josie, Marsha was incredibly turned on.  The sensation of a filled-up belly was bringing Marsha almost orgasmic levels of pleasure, a pleasure only heightened by her pants’ acting as a constant reminder of that super sexy stud Malcolm Sales.

“Josie, you’re such a good girl, thanks so much,” gasped Marsha, “I think I’m fine for now, why don’t you set those down and head back to the kitchen?”

“Absolutely, ma’am,” said Josie, placing the half-eaten tray of cakes on the end table. The younger maid was only too happy to get away from Marsha and her insane eating.  Josie didn’t honestly believe that Marsha could actually explode from overeating, but she couldn’t suppress a little tinge of worry every time that she caught a glimpse of Marsha’s overfull, throbbing belly, covering in expanding stretch marks, the straining skin flushed a bright pink faintly visible through the over-stretched fabric of those infernal pants.

Josie retreated to the kitchen, leaving Marsha alone in her thoughts. Marsha’s pussy was burning hot. She felt like it was going to burn a hole right through her pants she was so horny! If only Pete was here… or… she smiled a naughty smile to herself… if only Malcolm Sales was here.  Ohhh, how she would love to have that sexy stud rubbing her poor distended tummy!

Of course, she had Pete.  She couldn’t wait until he returned tonight to give her some proper loving.  She wondered if she could entice Pete into rubbing her throbbing, overstretched stomach?  Pete loved to grope Marsha’s massive milkers and broad bum when he plowed her, but she thought she might be able to get him to play her game.


Still, he was no Malcolm.  And as much as she loved Pete, she couldn’t prevent Malcolm from dominating her fantasies.

Marsha’s dripping wet snatch ached to be touched, but Marsha was too stuffed and bloated to do anything other than lie back and moan.  Even if she wasn’t totally glutted to the limit, she probably wouldn’t have been able to get her uselessly chubby arms around her blubbery belly and hefty hooters.  She just didn’t have the flexibility that she had when she was younger!

The best that she could do was to rub her elephantine legs together while pushing on her overstuffed tummy, hoping that her moving body parts could somehow stimulate her burning clit.  

But wait…

Marsha remembered how once, when she was younger, just a teenager, she had actually managed to secretly orgasm in the middle of class simply by sliding down in her seat so that the crotch seam of her jeans slid between the lips of her pussy to tickle her clit.  Of course, she was much younger in those days and her libido was in overdrive. But Marsha wondered if that would still work for her?

If she could just scoot her jumbo butt just right, she might be able to pull her Super Stretchers high enough that they would help her cum.

“Oh! Oh! Oh my! Oh Malcolm!” cried Marsha, gasping and panting as her love juices soaked her panties. “Oh shit!”

Marsha gasped and sputtered, totally spent after creaming in her pants. Her crotch was soaked and sticky. At the same time, a terrible pain shot through her overloaded middle.
Did Marsha dare call Josie for help? On the one hand, she was embarrassed to think that Josie might notice the soaked crotch of Marsha’s pants or smell the scent of her orgasm in the air.  But, on the other hand, Marsha’s flabby gut spilled so far over her lap that it obscured almost everything above the fat housewife’s knees.  And besides, if she really was dying, she shouldn’t be worrying about a little bit of embarrassment!

“Oh Josie! Oh! Please help me, Josie! I think I’m going to die!”

Josie came running into the room yet again.  “Ma’am, are you okay?”

“Yes, Josie, I just… Oh my, I think I just ate too much!”  Marsha felt her head swimming.  Could it be?  With her monstrous appetite, she had never been able to satisfy her insatiable need to feed.  And now… now she finally felt full up!  She finally had enough to eat! Marsha was almost disappointed that the feast finally had to end, and all just because she was full! “Oh my! Oh my! I feel… oh I feel funny!”
“What do you mean, ma’am? Are you in pain?”

“Yes…I… my tummy hurts! But it’s never hurt like this…”

Josie patted Marsha’s bulging gut and was surprised to find it hard as a rock.  Marsha was packed solid, so full of food that her stomach was tight and hard under her insulating layer of adipose.

“Ma’am, I think that feeling just means that you’re full.”

“Full?”

“Yes, ma’am. You’ve just had a little too much too eat.  But I think if you just rest and relax for a little while, it’ll go away.  Ma’am, why don’t you sit back and watch some television?  I’ll clean up this mess and by the time I’m done, I’m sure you’ll be right as rain.”

At least, that’s what Josie hoped was happening.  She didn’t think that it was physically possible for a woman to explode from overeating, but, looking at this gluttonous cow gasping for breath, she wasn’t so sure.

“Yes, yes… of course, Josie… oh, Josie, you’re so good to me.”

Marsha’s eyes fell on the half-eaten tray of cupcakes.  It was such a shame to quit halfway, she thought.

She grabbed the hem of her Super Stretchers and gave them a hearty tug.  Yup, still lots of stretch.

Really, there was no reason to quit now.

Plenty of room left.
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