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“You’re late, Miss Grobauch,” said Mrs.Espinosa. The older Latina woman arched a disapproving eyebrow as her fattest pupil squeezed her bulk through the classroom doorway.
“I’m sorry, Mrs. Espinosa!” cried Alice as she shuffled her to seat, her soft blubber bouncing with every heavy footfall.  “I got here as fast I could, but I missed the bell! I was eat… I mean, I wasn’t listening, I’m sorry!”
Mrs. Espinosa crossed her arms and leaned back against her desk, glaring over her glasses at her morbidly tubby charge.  Many of Alice’s older teachers looked at Alice with a combination of helpless concern and pity as they watched her steadily inflate like a helium balloon over the past year, but Mrs. Espinosa was one of the few who had active disdain for the plumping porker.  In her mid 40s, she was one of the school’s younger teachers and she didn’t think there was any excuse for a teenager to be as fat as Alice.  Older teachers sometimes just shrugged their shoulders and chalked Alice’s exponential girth to “the way those young people are today,” but Mrs. Espinosa knew better.  Her own daughters weren’t anywhere as fat as Alice – and her elder Maggie even worked in the same pizza joint as Alice – so there was no reason that Alice should be that gargantuan. It was, she thought, absolutely disgusting.

Still, she was a professional teacher, so she had to work hard to not let her personal feelings about the lard-laden lass affect her work too much.

“You were eating, were you? Hmmm, maybe you should do less of that in the future and more listening if you want to hear the bell when it rings,” said Mrs. Espinosa sharply. “Then again, I can’t imagine that you listen very carefully for anything that might signal you to stop eating.”

Alice blushed bright red and tried to sputter a reply, but Mrs. Espinosa just dismissed her with a hand wave. “Sit down, Miss Grobauch, we have a lot of work to do. We don’t need you disrupting class anymore.”

Alice gulped and gingerly plopped her wide bottom into her seat, carefully trying to slide her near 500 pounds of pure fat girl blubber behind her desk.  It was a tight squeeze.  Alice was massively round.  A life of pure indulgence, dedicated 24/7 to the constant pursuit of her next meal, meant that Alice was as round as an apple, her belly so big and swollen that she looked like a ripe pumpkin on the vine ready for the harvest.  Her polo shirt couldn’t reach over the arc of her gut, leaving a wide swathe of pale white overhanging belly blubber free to wobble thickly every time that Alice accidentally bumped it with a thick fat-swaddled knee.  At least the sag of her gut hid her shorts from view, so no one could see how tightly the waistband bit into her soft middle.  Alice grunted as she struggled to get comfortable on the tiny seat, squirming so that she could fit as much of her big chubby cheeks as possible on the chair.

“Oooof, I shouldn’t have had all that soda,” said Alice, grimacing as she felt the syrupy liquid slosh to and fro inside her giant gut.  She put a pudgy hand to her middle to steady herself.  But how could she help it? She had just been sooooo thirsty at lunchtime that she couldn’t resist when her boyfriend had offered her a liter bottle of Dr. Pepper.  Of course, she could have taken a sip. She didn’t need to drink the WHOLE bottle.  But Alice’s appetite for sugary drinks was almost as powerful as her appetite for food, and Alice could never say no when she’d had enough.
A frown crossed Alice’s soft pretty features as Mrs. Espinosa launched into her lesson plan.  Her tummy gurgled urgently.  Oof.  
She could feel the fizz building up in her belly, puffing her up like a blowfish.  Oh no!  If she could excuse herself to the bathroom, Alice knew that she could burp all that gas out until she was comfortable, but she doubted that Mrs.Espinosa would let her leave. That woman was the biggest hard ass in school!

Still, it was worth a try. Alice raised her hand.
“You have a question, Miss Grobauch?”

“Could I go to the bathroom, please?” asked Alice.

Mrs. Espinosa again raised an eyebrow.  “Already? The lesson just started. Do you really need to go?”

“I…I guess not.”  Alice withered under her teacher’s baleful gaze.  She should have insisted that, yes, she DID need to go, but Alice was too shy to stand up for herself.  Instead, she would just have to hold it.  She could do it.  After all, how bad could it be?

It was bad.  And it was getting worse.

The chubby plumper whimpered softly. Her belly pushed out, stressing the snap on her shorts with increasing pressure, as Alice felt herself inflate.  She was literally blowing up like a balloon, right here in class! She hoped that no one would notice her discomfort.

Alice had a sudden vision of herself swelling with gas, growing bigger and rounder like an inflating blimp until her belly exploded out of her shorts and flipped her desk.  And then growing bigger and bigger, her skin squeaking as she stretched, her overloaded tummy bubbling and gurgling as she filled up with gas.  Her body bloating up until her arms and legs disappeared into her growing bulk, until her head was swallowed up by burgeoning, tightening flab.  She would feel her soft body becoming tight and strained as she reached her limits, bright red stretch marks spiraling outwards from her belly button and flaring across her pulsating flanks.  The rest of the class would scoot their seats away from her, subtly at first as they tried not to embarrass Alice but then eventually they would abandon all decorum as they realized that Alice was growing too full… and that she was surely about to explode!  Finally, there would be mass panic as everyone ran to escape the classroom before Alice detonated and blew the entire building to smithereens!

Alice shook her head to clear her thoughts. No, that couldn’t happen. She was just being silly.  She needed to concentrate and think rationally.

“Alice? Alice Grobauch? Are you okay?” asked Mrs. Espinosa, her brow knit with worry.  She couldn’t help but notice how much her fattest pupil was squirming around in her seat.

“I’m…fine, ma’am,” said Alice dutifully. Everyone doubtless already thought that Alice was a total pig. All you had to do was spend two minutes observing her and you would easily come to that same conclusion. It wasn’t just that Alice was a colossal heavyweight heifer clocking in at near 500 pounds, there was also the fact that she never stopped eating. But still, she didn’t have to confirm her piggishness by belching aloud in class!

Her shorts, already unsnapped and halfway unzipped, began to part under the pressure of her swelling, gas-bloated gut.  She could feel the zipper sliding down, tooth by tooth, her warm spherical balloon of a belly billowing out through the open V of her defeated fly.

Alice could feel the mother of all belches brewing inside her, just ready to burst forth.  She couldn’t release it yet, though.  She glanced up at the clock.  Oh no.  There was still half an hour to go.  Alice clutched at her desk with her pudgy, sausage-like fingers, trying to steady herself as sweat dripped down her brow. Perspiration slid down her chubby chipmunk cheeks, to drip off of her double chin and into her cleavage.  Her stomach was absolutely bursting with gas.  She could feel the cold edge of the desk pressing tightly into her bloated belly, her tightly inflated middle rolling over the desktop as the gas built up inside her.

“Ohhh I knew I should have stopped while I was ahead,” muttered Alice to herself, but there was little that she could do now except wait it out.  She hoped that she could get through the rest of the lesson before she exploded, but there were no guarantees.  She felt absolutely miserable! The poor girl was so puffed up with gas that she felt like a bomb about to blow.  She wondered if any of her classmates could tell?  Alice was so fat that no one would probably even notice if she was slightly more bloated than usual, but Alice felt like she must look like a blown-up beach ball.

Alice sighed in relief when the bell finally rung.  She hadn’t listened to a single word out of her teacher for the entire hour; she couldn’t think about anything other than her own discomfort.  And, of course, she couldn’t say anything about her issue or she would be subjected to yet another lecture about the dangers of her own overindulgence.  But finally, she was free!  

Alice planted her feet against the floor and attempted to push herself to her feet.  But her butt didn’t move a centimeter from the seat before the underside of her gut bumped the desk.  She was stuck!  Her chubby face went pale as Alice realized her predicament.  Her belly was so swollen with gas that she was absolutely wedged into her school desk, trapped between her chair and desk.   She tried again to stand, but it was useless.  She pursed her lips and sucked in her breath with all her might, hoping she might suck in her belly enough to get free, but she was simply too inflated to budge.  

Mrs. Espinosa narrowed her eyes as she saw the last of her students file out. Well, the last of them other than Alice.  Alice hadn’t even left her seat.  She was just sitting there like a lump, her enormous bulk filling out her tiny school desk.

“Class is over, Miss Grobauch,” said Mrs. Espinosa as she packed her teaching materials into her satchel and prepared to leave.

“I..I know, I’m just… resting for a minute before I go to the next class!” said Alice desperately.

Mrs.Espinosa grunted. She didn’t have time for this nonsense; she had another class to teach!
“Suit yourself,” she said.  She stood up and strode out of the room, nearly colliding with a scrawny nerdy-looking boy as he entered the room.

“Mr. Hiller, kindly watch where you’re going,” said Mrs. Espinosa. 


“I’m sorry, Mrs. Espinosa, I was just looking for Alice and – oh there she is!” said Tyler.

“Yes, there she is.  She’s hard to miss,” said the teacher, rolling her eyes. “Good day.”  With that, Mrs. Espinosa swept out of the room.

Tyler’s eyes fell on his helpless girlfriend, so inflated with fizz that she was trapped in her desk.  She looked like a puffed-up bullfrog and her misery was written all over her face.

“Tyler…I need… your help… I’m gonna… I’m gonna pop…”

Tyler rushed over to her. “No, no, Alice, you’ll be fine. What’s the matter there? Is your stomach upset?”

“No… I’m stuck…”

Tyler stepped back to survey the situation, noticing for the first time that Alice’s distended gut was pressing deeply into the desk, her upper belly pancaking against the flat surface of the desk, while her lower belly filled the space below.  She was wedged in tight!

“It’s… cuz of all the soda,” whined Alice, “It’s making me all bloated!”

“Is it?” Tyler experimentally pressed a finger against Alice’s exposed tummy.  The overblown teen opened her mouth to protest, but no words came out.  The pressure of Tyler’s hand was enough to dislodge any trapped gas, and the biggest, loudest, juiciest belch that Alice had ever produced blew from her open mouth.  It was so loud that it echoed back and forth in the cavernous room for nearly a full 30 seconds and knocked Tyler right off his feet.  He landed on his butt on the floor with a soft “whump!”

“Oh no, Tyler, are you okay?” cried Alice when she saw her boyfriend sitting on the floor. “I… I didn’t mean to hurt you!”

“I’m fine,” said Tyler, picking himself up off the floor. He rubbed his bruised bottom.  “I’m not hurt. I’m just… startled.  I wasn’t expecting anything so loud. But wow! What a burp!”

Alice blushed. “S-sorry, I didn’t mean to… oh my Gawd, this is so embarrassing!”

“Don’t apologize, Alice, it’s no big deal.  But the real question is, did it help you? Are you unstuck?”

Alice wriggled in her seat. It DID feel a little looser!

“Almost! I’m still pretty tightly wedged in here, but I think it’s not as tight as before!”

“Well… maybe a few more burps and that ought to do it.”

Alice nodded. Burping was embarrassing, but it was better than being stuck here for the next class to find. “I guess that’s the only way. I DO feel like I might need to burp some more.”

“Here,” said Tyler, reaching out to press on Alice’s tummy again, “I’ll help.”

He couldn’t help but grin. Any excuse to caress Alice’s tummy was always good!

***
Back at Jen’s house, Jen and her boyfriend Craig were finally about to get some quality time alone.  This was rare.  Ever since Laurie and Alice had come over to live as semi-permanent houseguests, Jen had barely a spare moment to spend with her poor neglected beau.  But Jen remembered the strain this had put on her relationship not so long ago, when she became so consumed with winning the pie-eating contest at the county fair that she had forgotten to tend to her boyfriend’s physical needs. The pair had almost broken up, and Jen was determined not to repeat the same mistakes.  She had the perfect plan to satisfy both of them.

“I’ll be right with you, Craig baby, I just gotta adjust these pants!” said Jen, sitting on her bed and fiddling with the waistband of her leggings as it dug deeply into the butter-soft flesh of her rotund rear.

Packed into her straining spandex stretchpants, Jen’s ass looked like two giant pumpkins.  The leggings were decorated with a swirling galactic pattern of stars and nebulae, which Craig couldn’t help but see as an oddly appropriate decorating motif to cover his gaining girlfriend’s galactic-sized ass.

Craig had to restrain himself from rolling his eyes.  “Jesus, Jen, just buy new pants already.”

“I, like, already did,” said Jen. Then she clammed up, suddenly embarrassed to admit that she had blown money on specially designed big booty jeans before immediately blowing those jeans apart the very same day.  “I mean… um, like, I’m trying to save money!”

“If you really wanted to save money, then stop buying so much food,” said Craig simply.  He loved Jen – and now that she wasn’t constantly farting up a storm, he didn’t even mind her growing size – but even he could sometimes get frustrated with her ditziness. There was a perfectly good and easy solution to her problem, but Jen just didn’t see it.
“Um, like, good one,” said Jen, chuckling. “But how am I not gonna eat? A girl gets hungry!”

“I didn’t mean… oh never mind.” Craig sighed, throwing up his hands in surrender. There was no way that he was going to get through Jen’s thick skull.  This was useless.

Jen wheezed as she rocked back and forth in a futile attempt to stand.
“Like, what do you care what I wear?” asked Jen slyly as she finally pushed herself to her feet.  Wheezing, she waddled over to Craig and threw her pudgy arms around her boyfriend. “You’re just gonna take these clothes off me, ain’t ya, baby? Like, you know Alice and Laurie are both out an’ my parents aren’t home…. You know what that means!”  She grinned, a twinkle in her eye.
Craig smirked. “Oh, is someone in the mood? Someone’s feeling a little naughty.”

“Like, I am feeling totally naughty,” chuckled Jen. “And I don’t think these stretchpants are gonna cut it.”

She turned around and gyrated her colossal caboose against Craig as much as she could.  At her size, Jen couldn’t gyrate much before she was completely winded, but luckily the inertia of her jiggling blubber did most of the work for her.

“Oooo, you like my big booty, Craig? You like my big fat badonkadonk?” Jen grinned, licking her lips eagerly. “I bet you just wanna, like, live inside my big fat ass! Oh Craig, my big fat ass needs you sooo bad! I, like, want you to take me! But, like, back there!”

Doggie-style was the couple’s favorite position, since it let both of them revel in the sensations of Jen’s pillowy posterior.  Craig loved it because it let him squeeze and knead Jen’s bottom as he entered her, something he appreciated as a consummate ass man.  But Jen also loved the feeling of big strong hands cupping and grabbing her pumped-up rump, loved hands sliding over the pleasing rotund roundness of her bulging buttocks. But now she was in the mood to go even further.
“Like, you’re gonna put it in my butt,” said Jen, sliding her vast, billowing booty over Craig’s pole.  She could feel his dick stirring, growing rock-hard, and Jen loved to feel that diamond-hardness against the vast softness of her monumental backside. The stark contrast between hard and soft just drove her wild, and she loved that the softer she got, the harder Craig grew.

“Your sister’s not around, right?” said Craig, suddenly cautious.  Jesse was a real pain in the ass, and Jen’s annoying little sister always seemed to turn up at the worst times.  Jesse didn’t have a lot of patience for her only sister’s naivety, and took every opportunity to mock Jen for being a fat-assed ditz… or, as Jesse had said once, a bubble-headed bubble butt.  Craig didn’t appreciate Jesse being so dismissive of his girlfriend.  Sure, he didn’t necessarily disagree. He knew that Jen was definitely a huge ditz.  But it was one thing for him to think that, it was another for some punk kid to say it!

“Um, like, she’s out too,” said Jen, “I dunno, catching Pokeman? Who cares? The important thing is that we’re both here!”

Of course, thought Jen, she wasn’t really dressed the part of a sexy minx.  Not yet.  She could easily seduce Craig wearing her usual T-shirt and leggings, but she wanted to make this special.
“Um, like could you help me get undressed?” said Jen coyly.  It wasn’t just her attempt at seduction.  She genuinely had trouble getting undressed!  She was wider than she was tall and it was hard for a girl with such a low center of gravity to bend down to pull off her leggings.  The best she could do would be to wriggle helpfully as Craig did the heavy work of actually bending over and pulling them down.

Craig couldn’t be upset about this, because any chance to see Jen’s naked bottom in all its glory was worth any amount of aggravation.  

“Sure, baby, anything for you,” he said as he grabbed the tattered elastic waistband of her tights and worked it down over Jen’s humungous hips and billowing buns.  Without the stretchy fabric to restrain her flesh, Jen’s exaggerated pear-shaped curves looked even more explosive.  Damn, what a woman! Her butt seemed to grow bigger everyday, but Craig could hardly complain.
“You wait right here, okay, babe? I’ll be right back!”  Craig watched as Jen wobbled into the bathroom, her giant pale ass shaking in all its naked glory.  Without clothes, Jen looked even more pear-shaped, a colossal gumdrop of quivering gelatinous flesh.

She was gone for quite a while.  Craig could hear her grunting and huffing in the bathroom, her moans punctuated by the official sound of fabric stretching and squeaking. What was she up to in there?  He looked up at the clock on the wall. Could anything actually make waiting worth it?

After a while, Craig grew tired of waiting.  He nonchalantly pulled an apple out of his backpack and settled down for a snack while he waited, biting of chunks of apple while he watched the minutes tick away on the clock and listened to his girlfriend wheezing and huffing inside the bathroom.

When Jen reappeared, Craig had to reassess his statement. Yes. It had been worth it.

Jen wiggle waddled back into the room, dressed in a shiny black latex bodysuit. A silver metal zipper began at Jen’s neck and ran all the way down the front of the suit, between her ample breasts, over her rotund belly, then between her thighs and over her protruding bum.  Damn! She must have found some time to go shopping at backroom in Abida’s lingerie store, because this was something else!  She was so big that the dark black latex made Jen look like a black hole, an enormous void that swallowed up all light.  He could hear the suit creaking and squeaking as she moved, and he wondered how much pressure the zipper was under. 

Jen sauntered over to her boyfriend, her backside shifting to and fro as she moved, the latex squealing and pinging. Damn!  She was so big that it seemed like she had spent all that time squeezing into the latex catsuit just for it bust off her within minutes!  Craig was doubtful about how long the bodysuit would last under this stress, but it certainly made a nice visual in the meantime.  He was going to enjoy the view for as long as it lasted.

“Oooo Craig, like, are you gonna give me it in the butt?  Oooo, better hurry before I get away!”  Jen turned around to display her massive heart-shaped bottom.  Craig noticed that the suit was strategically cut into a thong, slipping between her giant cheeks to leave her fat booty almost entirely bare.  All he had to do to access Jen’s hole was to pull that thong just slightly to the side…

“I dunno, Jen, you ready for this? You think you can handle it?”

Jen wiggled her ass.  “Ummm, like, my booty can handle anything.  Like, a big booty like mine can take some big stuff!”

Craig nodded.  Jen seemed pretty gung-ho, but he knew that they definitely needed to lube her up before they tried anything.  

“You got any lube, Jen?”

“Yeah, like, on the dresser.”

“Okay, good. Now bend over.”

Jen obediently bent over the bed, offering her vast badonkadonk for Craig’s inspection.  But she pulled away with a high-pitched squeal as Craig massaged her crack with lube.
“Eee! Craig, that tickles when you touch it like that!”

“Sorry, babe, but you need to hold still.  I can’t get you lubed up if you keep moving.”

“Okay, sorry! Like, I’ll be good.”

“Hmmm.”

Craig tried again, but again Jen squealed and jumped away.  “It’s so cold!” she giggled.

“Okay, I’ve had enough of this,” said Craig, “I’m going to make you stay still.  Do you still have those silk cords?”

“Oooo, are you gonna tie me up?”  Jen bit her lip.  This was fast getting kinky… and she liked it! She pointed. “They’re in the dresser.”
Craig didn’t say anything, but he pulled open a drawer and rummaged around until he found the cords. Jen had bought them precisely for use in sex games, but then the fat piglet had pretty much completely forgotten about them during her training for the fair pie eating contest last summer, when she was way too distracted by food and eating to even think about sex. Craig was less interested in using them for sex games right now than he was in using them to just get Jen to stay still.

“Hold still, baby,” he instructed as he looped the ropes around Jen’s middle, pinning her flabby arms to her plump sides and cinching her legs together.  In moments, Jen was tied up like a sausage, her soft flesh oozing over the ropes.  Craig roughly shoved her down, so that she plopped into bed like a manatee doing a belly flop into the ocean.  Then he rolled her over, so that her big fat ass was pointing up in the air like two big pale mountains.

“Now hold still, okay, Jen?”

“Ummmm, like, do me up the butt, Craig!” whined Jen. “Your big booty cutie wants..like, no, she, like, NEEDS it in the patootie!”

Craig grimaced. “Jen, cut it out with the cutesy baby talk, that is really not helping.”

“Buuttttt I want you in me nooooow, baby,” whined Jen, pumping her enormous backside up and down.  She looked like a massive bloated slug!

“Jen. Be quiet.”  Then he got an idea. He picked up the apple, forgotten on the dresser top, and held it up to Jen’s face. “You hungry, babe?”
Jen was immediately quiet, her eyes glued on the apple.  Her fat tummy gurgled loudly at the sight of it.  Granted, she would have preferred something with more substance – like a big juicy burger or a greasy slice of pizza – but an apple? At least it was something that would fill her tummy.

“Hmm, yeah—“

Jen didn’t get a chance to finish the thought before Craig shoved the apple into her mouth, effectively silencing her whining. He stood back to admire his handiwork, trussed up and with an apple in her mouth, Jen looked like a pig about to be barbequed for a luau.  She was definitely fat enough to pass for one! 

“Now keep your mouth shut, little piggy,” commanded Craig. “Pigs don’t talk.”

“Hmmm,” mumbled Jen in agreement. Her eyes rolled back into her head as she felt Craig grab hold of her massive naked rump, his hands sinking deep into her soft buttery blubber, parting her cheeks so that he could enter her.

“Hold still, piglet,” commanded Craig as he slathered Jen’s puckered pink asshole anew with lube.  Jen squealed at the sensation of cold petroleum jelly against her sensitive skin – it sounded almost exactly like a pig grunting.
Jen huffed as Craig entered her, grabbing her plush posterior for leverage as he sank into her deep deep quicksand.

“Hrph hrph hrph,” Jen huffed, her gasps muffled by the apple in her mouth as Craig pumped her slippery asshole with his cock.  Jen’s entire blubbery body wobbled and shook, her lard spilling out between the ropes so much that she looked like a Christmas ham.  Jen’s buttery blubber was shaking so much that the stitches in her bodysuit were under tremendous pressure, but both lovers were too intent on their own pleasure to even notice the high-pitched warning snaps of threads breaking as the seams of Jen’s suit started to succumb to the pressure.  Pale porky flesh spilled out the growing tears as Jen’s brand new bodysuit began to bust apart.  It hadn’t even lasted a day, beating the record held by Jen’s mega-waisted ‘Just-My-Size’ jeans shortest garment life-span.  What tailor could ever design clothes for a girl of Jen’s proportions that wouldn’t just fall apart in a day?
Jen couldn’t even groan out loud with the apple in her mouth, so she just moaned deep in her throat.  From behind, Craig marveled at Jen’s explosive proportions.  She really was an absolute porker, so fat that she looked like someone that cannibals actually would serve at their luau!  Craig plunged deeper into Jen’s backside, as deep as he could go, no small feat considering that Jen’s ginormous ass cheeks acted as two big spongy barriers keeping Craig at bay.  A smaller man would have had a lot of trouble getting past those big round lobes to penetrate her, but Craig was up to the challenge.  He pushed harder into Jen, his hands grabbing the quivering mounds of her ass and drawing renewed moans of pleasure from the tied-up porker.  

Jen’s breathing grew faster and faster, her heart was racing inside her chest, making the fat girl break out in sweat.  Oh Gawd, this sex was way too much for a fat girl like Jen! She felt like she just might explode from the sheer exertion!  She was so out of shape that just the excitement of sex was enough to exhaust her and leave her absolutely winded! But what could she do? Craig was not going to give up until he was done, so she would just have to ride out the storm… not that she wanted to do anything else!  As Craig built to a climax, Jen’s bodysuit gave one final groan and burst into ribbons, releasing her gelatinous flab to billow out to its pull size and snapping one or two of the silk cords around her middle in the process.  Craig didn’t notice as he released inside her and Jen bellowed in ecstasy like a pig, the apple flying from her mouth,
“Like! Oh! My! Gawd! Craig, that was so hot!” moaned Jen, turning her head as much as she could to see Craig.  Her face was beet red and sweat was dripping off her brow.  Her hair was a mess. “Was it, like, good for you?”

“Yeah,” said Craig, panting. “That was good.”

“Good,” said Jen.  She wiggled her big butt again.  “You, like, got me all hot.  Now, like, roll me over. Like, you’ve to finish me off!”
Craig nodded. A boyfriend’s work was never done!
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