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Val felt pretty good all the way home, basking in the warm afterglow of her encounter with Curt.  But by the time she got home, she had begun to feel guilty.  How could she do this?  She was turning into a food-obsessed floozy.  She'd already cheated on Mike once with Mark and… Did the incident with Curt at the pool count as cheating? Valerie shook her head. No, that was just fooling around. Nothing came of that, she rationalized.  And that first encounter with Mark hardly counted either, she'd been drunk and not really all there… But this time, she had no excuse.

She remembered the leering faces of the other Burger Barn employees and suddenly felt sick to her stomach (The fact that it was overloaded with fattening goodies hardly helped either).  Curt had obviously been bragging to his buddies about meeting Val at the health club.  What would he say now?  The last thing Val wanted was for word to get around that she was some sort of easy lay.  What could she expect next?  Hordes of horny high school boys showing up at her door, looking for that legendary plumper who would give head in exchange for hamburgers?  She shuddered at the thought.

Even worse, Val hadn't accomplished anything that she'd set out to do today.  After her affair with Curt, she'd left the mall without buying a single new item of clothes, so now she was waddling up her driveway still clad in her too-snug maternity jeans.  Val's belly was almost obscenely bloated after her day of gorging; it bulged before her like a big pale dome.  Whatever slim hopes she might have had earlier about getting the snap to stay closed had completely disappeared in the wake of her final burger binge.  Now she was happy to leave the snap open and the zipper down, grateful for the extra room it gave her tender and distended tummy.  She sighed, rubbing her free hand across the expanse of her swollen midsection.  

"It looks like it's another day of sweats for me," she mumbled, opening the door.  As she stepped inside, another thought hit her.  She hadn't cleaned the house today!  In fact, she'd been neglecting the housework for days.  Even with the kids gone for the summer, it was starting to get messy in here.  There was a pile of empty beer bottles near the couch, still left over from her morning drinking.  She kicked one absently, grunting in annoyance.

"Whatever, I'll clean in the morning," she said to herself, dropping heavily onto the couch.  Her stuffed tummy gurgled and moaned as her ass hit the cushions.

"Shh, none of that," scolded Val, "I've been feeding you all day, so I don't want to hear another peep out of you! Comprende?"

Her stomach burbled defiantly, but Valerie was too stuffed and tired to care.  She flopped into an armchair, groaning loudly as her stuffed belly bounced.  Ohhhh Jeez!  She had really overdone it today.  Val sighed and absently began running her hands over her swollen middle, admiring the curve of her giant, stuffed tummy.  Once again, she found herself in awe of just how big it was getting. Sure, it was stuffed full right now, but she was definitely getting chubbier around the middle and Val was sure that she would wake up tomorrow morning to find that she’d gained a few permanent inches.  Great.  She could look forward to even more of Mike’s snarky commentary.

Then again, even if Mike didn’t like it, she knew at least two guys who did.  Val giggled to herself.  Her mind strayed back to her recent encounter with Curt at the mall.  Holy shit.  A new wave of shock crashed over her.  She’d really done it.  She’d effectively cheated on Mike THREE times, twice with that dorky teenager.  This really was getting out of control.  Guess ALL my appetites are getting out of control, thought Val smugly as she massaged her full belly.  It responded with a soft gurgle.

Of course, Val wasn’t really hungry after her enormous binge at the mall.  How could she be?  She’d eaten enough for a small army and she had the gut to prove it.  But the idea of eating even more was getting her a little excited.  Her crotch tingled as she pondered just how much she could fit inside her bulging tummy before she really did just explode.  Surely she was almost there now, she thought.  Gingerly, she poked a finger into her spherical stomach and found, no surprise, it was rock hard.  Okay, really, no matter how horny she felt, she needed to stop now.  If she ate any more, she was really going to regret it: she would either pop or be sick.

Val kicked an empty beer bottle across the floor, listening intently as it rolled across the room and clinked into another discarded bottle a few feet away.  Val’s drinking was another thing that was really getting away from her.  Sure, she’d done some regrettable binge drinking back in college, but this sort of excess was disgraceful for a woman her age.  But it certainly was fun!  Val hadn’t felt so live in years!  She loved the pleasant alcohol buzz and, for the life of her, she couldn’t think of a good reason NOT to be buzzed all the time.  Why had she spent all those years denying herself?
Especially when she knew there were a couple more beers in the fridge.  They were definitely running short, though, these might be the last in the house.  Val scolded herself for ignoring the shopping for so long. She needed to pick up a few new six-packs on her next trip if she wanted to keep indulging like this.  Val hoisted herself up out of her chair, leaning backwards as she pushed against the handrests – a little trick that she’s learned back when she was pregnant.  Gosh, was she really so fat now that she needed to use her old pregnancy tricks?  Val knew that an extra beer wasn’t going to help her situation.  She’d been growing pretty evenly all over so far, with large breasts, a plump tummy, thick thighs, and a round, chubby tushie – but if she kept up the beer swilling she’d soon develop an out-of-proportion beer belly.

Just one more, she thought.  Just to settle my stomach after that big meal.

Val waddled to the fridge to grab herself a beer and quickly chugged it down – way faster than she should have.  Belching loudly, Val sighed as she felt the carbonation tickle her insides.  She sighed again as she felt the alcohol hit her, taking the edge off her worries about her husband and her affairs.

Val plopped her broad bum down on the couch and drained the last of her beer.  That was nice.  She winced slightly as she felt the bubbly beer stretch out her already overstretched tummy even more – she felt so bloated that she almost believed that her belly button was about to pop out like it had back when she was pregnant – but she welcomed the mellow, warm feeling that it brought with it.  A sly smile crept across her face.  This was the life.
Now pleasantly buzzed, Val lay back and relaxed, still stroking her massive middle.  Her wet pussy was demanding her attention even more urgently as Val felt her gut swell even bigger with the frothy liquid.  Gawd, she’d only been with Curt an hour ago and she was already horny again?  She was turning into a regular Caligula, addicted to pleasure.  But Mike wouldn’t be home for a few hours, so Val knew she was safe.  She didn’t bother retreating to the privacy of the bedroom, instead shoving her hand down her pants right there in the living room.  She had some difficulty maneuvering around her bloated gut, but she eventually managed to get her fingers inside her panties.  Yeah, that’s the stuff.  She bit her lip and squeezed her eyes shut as she slowly began massaging her aching pussy, working herself into a frenzy.  Val was so horny that she almost came immediately – but no.  She wanted this to last.  She slowed down, moving her finger in big wide circles, teasing her throbbing clit just enough to keep her on the edge of orgasm.  That’s better.  Val absently lifted the empty beer bottle to her lips with her free hand before she remembered that she’d already finished her drink.  Damn it.  Her head was swimming, but she felt like she could use…just a little more beer.  But she definitely wasn’t going to interrupt herself to walk to the fridge, especially when she was pretty sure this bottle had been the last one.  Sighing, Val slumped back into the couch and lost herself in pleasure.
When she finally came, Val curled her toes and bit her lip so hard that she was certain she would draw blood.  She held an arc of sexual electricity shoot through her whole body.  Her timed orgasm was almost explosive and the sensation rocked her whole body so hard that she nearly jumped up off the sofa.  Val felt a jab of pain in her distended belly. Oof, she needed to be more careful not to jostle it too much!  Val moved her wet and sticky hand up to her rotund belly to give it a pat.  Poor baby, it was just so full.
“That was really good,” said Val to herself.  She dropped the last empty beer bottle and sighed.  It was probably a good thing that she didn’t have any more to drink; she was already a bit light-headed and she was such a glutton for sensation now that she probably wouldn’t have the willpower to restrain herself from drinking until she ended up hunched over the toilet, puking out her guts.  As it was, Val was just pleasantly blitzed, a comforting warmth in her belly and crotch as she basked in good feelings of the afterglow.  That was nice.  She’d enjoyed her rendezvous with Curt, but she had felt so rushed to get out of there before anyone discovered them that she hadn’t been able to relax afterward.

But now there was no one to stop her.  Mike was at work, her kids were at their aunt and uncle’s farm. It was just her, all alone.  She laced her fingers together and stretched her arms out behind her, thrusting her enormous, overloaded tummy out in front of her.  Once again, she had to marvel at its size.  If she didn’t know better, she would swear that she looked like she’d eaten a beach ball.  No, it looked like someone had inserted a bicycle pump into her navel and pumped her up like a balloon.
Val giggled at the thought.  “Well, I’m glad they stopped before I burst,” she said to herself.  But she really did feel ready to explode.  She’d been able to ignore the increasingly urgent pangs coming from her overbloated gut while she was masturbating, but now it was harder for her to deny that her stomach really hurt!  In fact, she did feel a little green around the gills.  Maybe if she could get up to the bedroom, she could sleep it all off and feel better by the time Mike came home.  A little nap was all she needed!

Getting up was easier said than done.  Val struggled to get to her feet, but she was weighted down by her overstuffed abdomen.
“Oh fuck it,” said Val, “I’ll just take a little snooze right here.  I just need, like, half an hour tops to get refreshed.”

With a grunt, she stretched out on the couch and quickly fell asleep.  Despite her intentions, she slept way longer than half an hour.  She didn't wake up until Mike returned home that evening. 

Mike knew that something was up the moment that he opened the door.  Before he even turned on the lights, he could hear loud, raucous snoring filling the living room.  When he flicked on the lights, he was shocked to see Val lying on the couch, fast asleep, her mouth hanging open and her bloated belly rising before her like a mountain.

 
Mike looked over his sleeping wife with a kind of despair.  She lay on the couch in a heap, her wavy dark hair all in tangles, snoring loudly, so soundly asleep that she barely stirred when he entered.  She'd been binging again, he could tell.  Her stomach looked huge and swollen, the pink skin stretched tightly until it turned a bruised red.  Her jeans – weren't those the ones she'd worn when she was pregnant? – were hanging open.  It was bad enough that she was getting chubby, but she was really starting to get a gut.  Even after she digested whatever she’d eaten today, Mike knew her tummy would still be growing.

He'd made some cracks about her weight, about her butt getting wider these days, but he hadn't really meant it – and now he regretted his rash words.  Had he really offended Valerie that much?  She certainly seemed determined to eat her way into obesity.

He shook his head and left the room.  He went to bed alone, but lay awake until Val stumbled in later that night.  His gaining wife plopped down in bed next to him and promptly dozed off again without a word.  Mike was feeling incredibly lonely now.
Val, however, was high as a kite.  After a day of gorging and drinking, Val could hardly be expected to have a peaceful or restful night – and while her slumber wasn’t at all quiet, it was very deep.  Val’s head swam with bizarre and unusual dreams.  She dreamt that she was back at the food court, that Curt was bringing her tray after tray of delicious burgers and fries, that she ate them all, chomping through burgers and gulping soda like a woman possessed, while Curt stared, transfixed at her growing tummy.  She dreamt that she was back at the health club, fatter than ever – so fat now that she could no longer tug her spandex work-out pants all the way up and over her buns, so that half her wobbling butt was exposed as she waddled across the gym floor, enjoying the shocked and lustful stares from the other patrons.  In her dream, no prudes judged her, but every man in the club was transfixed with desire at the sight of Val’s bouncy booty, hefty hooters and plump tummy.  She dreamy that she finally made her way to the clothing store at the mall, after running – er, waddling -- a gauntlet of tasty temptations, temptations that Val was powerless to resist, so that by the time she reached her destination she was huge, enormously fat, as big as a hippopotomus, too fat to squeeze her monster buns into even the baggiest sweatpants, too fat to constrain her hemispherical hooters in even the biggest cup size on the shelf.  The clerks cried in despair, nothing we have could ever fit you!  Then Val had the sweetest dream of all, as Mark – Mark! The ultimate object of her desire! The strange man who had started this all, the man she’d been searching for all this time! – finally appeared, wrapping his big strong arms around Val’s plumpening body, his hands running all over her quivering flesh, her breasts, her butt, her tubby little tummy, gliding down her thighs and between her legs oh my oh my oh my

Mike lay awake, listening to the strange noises his wife made in her sleep.  He didn’t know what she was dreaming but it sounded like she was having a good time.


Val slept late the next day.  She usually rose early, to prepare breakfast for Mike and the kids before they left for work and school, respectively.  But the kids were at her sister's farm for the summer and Mike, well, that jerk could just fix his own breakfast for all she cared right now.  After all, it was his fault that she had become like this.  Him and his criticism, his strange distance…he'd driven her into the arms of another man, no, two other men!  If he was so concerned with what she ate, then she wouldn't bother making them their usual breakfast.

Around 11, Valerie finally roused herself from a deep stupor.  She had been having a lovely dream, fading now, but quite vivid.  Mark had been here, feeding her full of her favorite marshmallow twirls, his warm body pressing against her back, one strong hand cupping her enormous breasts, the other poking marshmallow treats into her eager mouth.  Sighing, she sat up and shook her hair out.  Her fat belly still puffed out after her binge yesterday, but when she sat in bed, she saw that her gut bunched up into three thick jelly rolls.  Despite her love of eating, Val stared at her expanding tummy in horror.  She poked a finger into it tentatively and groaned when she found that her entire first joint could disappear into the soft flab.  Yup, just as she feared.  Definitely a few more inches.  At least she knew where all that feast yesterday was going.

Val stumbled downstairs wearing nothing but her bathrobe and a pair of panties.  She was shocked to see Michael still sitting in the kitchen when she entered.

"Oh!" she said, "What are you still doing home? I thought you left for work?"

Mike ignored her question.  "You're really letting things go around here," he said with a wave of his hand.  Valerie sensed that he was talking about the mess she'd left sitting for the past several days, but was he talking about more?

Valerie shrugged off her bathrobe and started for the shower.  Mike watched her depart, his eyes wandering to her larger backside clad in her tight teal panties.  God, her ass really was getting huge!  It's starting to balance out her chest, thought Michael in bitter amusement.

"Are you ignoring me?" asked Mike, following her into the bathroom.  Val shot him an annoyed look but otherwise said nothing as she stepped in the shower and pulled the curtain closed.

"Okay, if you won't talk to me, then you can listen to me," said Mike, "I know that I haven't been the best husband lately and… I'm sorry.  I never meant to hurt you. It's just that, well, it's been really crazy at work.  I've been so busy that I haven't had time to give you the attention that you deserve. I know that's no excuse, but I want you to know that I haven't been doing this by choice."

Val stood, frozen, as the warm water cascaded down her soft body, listening intently to Mike's monologue.

"I know it may be hard for you to believe, but this big project at work… once it's done, there's going to be some real security for us. For me, for you, for the kids.  That was something I never had growing up and I wanted to make sure that my children didn't have to go through that.  I know you're angry at me and that's why you're letting yourself go- "

Val's heart was almost melting until she heard that.  Letting herself go?! Why, the nerve!

"- but I wish we could go back to the way things were."

Mike finished his speech and waited.  Val remained silent.  If he expected her to melt, then he shouldn't have made that crack about her expanding figure.  

After a few minutes, Mike silently left the room.  Val finished her shower in peace.

Valerie watched through the window as Michael left for work.  His confession only made things more confusing.  He seemed sorry for his neglect and Val wanted to believe that.  But how could she forgive him while he continued to harp on her weight.  Her hand absently reached down to her waist to fondle the thick roll of blubber that hung over the waistband of her snug panties.  He couldn't expect her to be as trim as she had been at 20, could he? She was ten years older and had gone through two pregnancies. Of course, she was a little softer now!  She sniffed in annoyance.  How dare Michael criticize her size!  At least Mark appreciated her.  Her thoughts drifted back to that mysterious man who asked her to think of him whenever she ate, who asked her to eat more after she was full, who had fed her marshmallow twirls and made slow passionate love to her in her own bed.  That had happened, right?  Sometimes it felt like some sort of beautiful dream.
She closed the curtains.  In any event, one thing was for sure.  She needed to clean the house and buy some new clothes.  There was no way that she was going to get distracted today.  Valerie knew that she couldn't go back to the mall – even if she didn't run into Curt, there were too many food venders there.  The last thing she wanted to do was to get drawn into another day-long binge!  My eating habits are already hurting my once svelte figure enough, she thought, glancing at her plump rear end in the bedroom mirror.

Valerie threw on her sweat suit.  Since she'd forgotten to actually buy anything the day before, it was the only thing that fit her.  She considered squeezing into the same jeans she'd worn yesterday, but thought better of it.  If they were tight before my binge, I don't want to know how they'll fit now, she thought.  She liked the way that they showed off her new curves, and, if she ran into Mark, she’d much rather he see her bursting out of some tight sexy jeans than frumping along in a boring old suit. Wouldn’t he love to see her progress!  Last time they’d met, Mark had played dumb to noticing her gain until she flashed her stomach at him.  She wanted Mark to know she was gaining just be looking at her.  He had asked Val to eat and get fatter, he told her that he was proud of her when he saw that, indeed, Val had begun to chunk up.

But there were practical considerations.  As much as she wanted to show off for mark, she knew that she couldn’t go out in public indecently when there were other people who might see her.

In any event, what she really wanted to do was collapse downstairs on the couch with another beer in her hand, but she knew she had to get some things done.  Maybe later, she thought. 

"To think I gave up drinking after college!" she said to herself, patting her tummy. All those years of abstinence and it had taken hardly any work at all to grow a tubby little beer belly.  She stretched the material of her sweatshirt tightly across her rounded stomach and smiled at the result.  Mark was right; she did have a cute little tummy.

“Still, a cute tummy is one thing. A giant beer belly is another.  I have to get things under control.”  Val remembered that she’d finally finished all the beer in the house. Yesterday she’d been eager to go out and replenish her stock, but now she was thinking a little more clearly.  No.  She shouldn’t open herself up to even more temptation.

Valerie's stomach growled at her, a loud urgent sound.  Val knew from experience that she was powerless against the desires of her growing tummy.  She poured herself a bowl of cereal and wolfed it down, following it with a second and third.  As she finished, she wiped some milk from her lips, recalling with amusement how she had used the same gesture to wipe Curt's cum from her lips just the day before.  Her belly bubbled again, telling her that it wasn't yet satiated, but it was quieter.  Valerie felt herself gripped by the same desire that had gripped her during her feeding frenzy yesterday, a hunger to eat and eat and eat until she was plump and round, the perfect chubby princess to fulfill Mark's deepest desires. Oh no, here it came again…

Valerie spread her legs and ran her hand over her chunky middle.  She could feel herself growing wet again, the familiar urge to masturbate rising.  Her swollen nipples were tingling and standing erect, creating small tents in the fabric of her sweat shirt (Must buy new bras, Val reminded herself dreamily), and her fat boobs, too big for her largest bras, heaved as she began breathing heavily.

"Oh God, no," thought Valerie, "I don't have time for this."  But she couldn't stop herself, her hand strayed right for her crotch, slipping under her sweatpants and panties to find her moist, burning pussy.

Val realized with some combination of dread and ecstacy that she had reached a new level, a point of new return.  Her promises to Michael and herself that she would lose weight were meaningless. She didn't want to go to the health club.  She didn't want to exercise.  And, most of all, she didn't want to slim down.  Not while Mark wanted her sexy, chubby body. Oh, Mark!

Val's mind again drifted to Mark as she rubbed her swollen clitoris.  But not for long, as suddenly Michael intruded on her fantasy.  Val stopped in surprise.  After thinking about Mark so much lately, why did she suddenly think about Michael, the man who had criticized her recent expansion so much?

Val didn't know what to think, but she didn't want to stop.  Her red hot pussy was demanding satisfaction, so she couldn't stop touching herself.  Her mind swirled with thoughts of Mark and Mike, both men jostling for dominance in her fantasy.  With a throaty moan, the voluptuous woman rubbed harder and harder, pushing herself closer to climax.  But it was only when her thoughts moved away from these men and back to the delightful sensations she'd experienced in being stuffed full of marshmallow twirls, that she was able to push herself over the top.

"Phew!" gasped Val as her orgasm subsided.  She leaned back in her chair, still flushed from excitement.  What kind of hedonist was she now? Did she actually find being stuffed so arousing that she didn't need thoughts of a man to get her off?  She shook her head.  If that was the vase, then she just knew that she'd soon gain even more weight!  
"Well, Mike might not like it," she said, standing up, "But I know that there will always be one guy who appreciates it. Oh wait." She remembered her affair with Curt. "I guess there are two."

But today was not a day to waste in idle fantasy.  She needed to get some real clothes. And this time nothing would stand in her way!  Val knew where there were some smaller clothing boutiques in a local strip mall; she wanted to avoid going back to the mall today, both out of fear of running into Curt again but also because she didn't need the constant temptation of easy access to fast food.  She didn't think there were any restaurants on the way to the strip mall, so she should be able to make the trip without stopping to glut herself again.  Hopefully…
* * *
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