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Frank Fortress, better known as the vigilante The Retaliator, busted through the door, half expecting to be greeted by a hail of bullets.  Of course, Frank knew that he’d already killed all the guards blocking his path and that his quarry liked to be alone in her inner sanctum – but he was still a little surprised to find that there was just a single woman in this last room.

Frank Fortress was a man on a mission.  A vigilante out for justice (or possibly just revenge), he had spent weeks tracking down and disposing of the various lieutenants of the Black Cobra criminal cartel, the organization that had killed Frank’s wife and children as well as so many other good people.  He was not content to stop until he had completely wiped that entire group out of existence.  He was drawing ever closer to the organization’s shadowy head as each sub-boss broke under Frank’s expert persuasion, pointing the way to the next person higher up the chain.  This woman was second only to the big boss himself – and if Frank’s informants were accurate, she alone held the knowledge he needed to finally put an end to the whole cartel: the location of the group’s stash house.

“So,” said Frank, “You must be 2 Thick.”

Sitting behind a table loaded with buckets of greasy fried chicken, open boxes of pizza, decimated cartons of Chinese take-out, and half-eaten bags of potato chips, the woman stared at him wide-eyed, obviously shocked that he’d managed to fight his way through her phalanx of heavily-armed guards.  Caught with her mouth crammed full of chicken, she only responded to Frank’s greeting by raising a pudgy hand and jabbing her middle finger toward the sky.

“Not the conversational sort, huh?” muttered Frank, fingering the trigger on his gun.  It was hard to belief that this one woman was responsible for so much crime and misery throughout the city.  Naomi was a voluptuous caramel-covered beauty, with features that suggested a mix of Hispanic and Caribbean ancestry, her long wavy hair dyed a lurid bright blue.   She had definitely earned her street name of 2 Thick, because she was, if anything, thick.  She was only slightly pudgy around the middle with extreme, flaring curves.  Her breasts looked to be at least D cups – or they would be if the sexy siren was actually wearing a bra. Instead, she wore a skimpy mesh tubetop held together by a large brass ring right over the central canyon of her cleavage.  When Naomi saw Frank, she straightened up, her eyes flaring, her full bosom launching forward to stress her already stress top even more.  Her waist was just soft enough to give evidence to her reputation for over-indulgence, but she obviously stored most of her weight in her hips and thighs, because they were massive compared to her relatively slender middle.  Naomi’s hips filled her tight, hip-hugger jeans to bursting.  Her bottom, wide enough that it was visible even from the front, further put her pants to the test, stretching the message embroidered across her vast seat – “Juicy” – into near illegibility.  She was bedizen with gaudy, tacky jewelry, from the rings on her fingers to the blue jewel in the slit of her navel.
“Fuck you,” said Naomi, swallowing the food in her mouth and reaching into the nearest bucket for another drumstick.  “And you can just put that gun away, Frank, we both know that you’re not going to use it; you can’t kill me when I’m the only one who knows where the stash house is, right?”

“So glad you see things my way,” said Frank as Naomi began gnawing on the crispy chicken leg.  Frank had heard rumors about Naomi’s legendary appetite.  Raised in abject poverty in one of the city’s worst slums, Naomi had risen to prominence in the underworld through keen intelligence and sheer ruthlessness.  Early surveillance photos taken of the young woman at the beginning of her criminal career showed a very different side to her: bedraggled, flat-chested, rail-thin, but still with that familiar hungry gleam in her eye. Once Naomi had gotten a taste of the good life, started to experience the luxuries that membership in the cartel afforded her, she never looked back.  Her appetite for rich food and expensive liquor quickly started adding pounds and inches to her once slender frame, blowing her up into a zaftig bombshell.  Naomi didn’t seem to mind.  Reports indicated that she found her ripening physique to be just one more tool she could use to her advantage.  After seducing the head of her gang, she was promoted to a top position as one of his prime lieutenants – despite some grumbling from other long-time loyalists.  Frank also knew that she wasn’t above using her looks to get her out of scrapes with the law; several key law enforcement figures had conveniently lost all-important evidence against the buxom moll after she’d visited them at home in the middle of the night.  From what he’d heard, she didn’t need to use threats to get them to acquiesce to her demands.

Naomi laughed, spraying half-eaten chicken over the table.  “Oh if you think I’m gonna tell you anything, maybe you didn’t see it the first time.”  She raised her middle finger again.

Frank kept his finger on the trigger but he watched as Naomi dipped her free hand back into the bucket for yet another crispy morsel.  Was this woman for real?  Even in the face of certain death, she never paused in her eating.  

“I’m not scared of you,” repeated Naomi. “You can shoot me or you can fuck off. There’s nothing you can threaten me with that’ll make me talk.”
Frank watched as she brought the third chicken piece to her mouth. “No way to threaten you, huh?  Well then, I guess I’ll have to try something new.  Maybe instead of threatening you, I’ll give you a nice reward.  Maybe I’ll give you exactly what you want.”

“And how do you know what I want, Frank?”

“What do you want?”

“Right now, I just want to finish my lunch.” She popped the wing between her juicy lips and expertly sucked the flesh clean off the bone. 

“Then I’ll make sure that you get all the food you could ever want,” said Frank, right before he shot her.

***
Naomi awoke to an annoying buzzing sound.  

“Ugh, what is that noise?” she murmured, shaking her head as she struggled to raise herself up off the floor.  Shit, she was groggy.  She had to hand it to Frank, she had not expected that.  That crazy son of a bitch had drugged her! But why?  Knowing Frank’s reputation, she half-suspected that he’d brought her to some horrible torture chamber, intending to torture her until she spilled everything she knew.  Well, let him try.  He’ll soon find out that 2 Thick doesn’t crack.

When her eyes adjusted to the light, though, she realized she wasn’t in a dungeon at all.  She appeared to be…in a supermarket?! Well, at least a large warehouse, the walls covered in shelves where all manner of food stuff was stored. She saw bulk bags of candy and chips, boxes of cereal and crackers and cookies, cans of soup and preserved meats, palettes loaded with fruits and vegetables, and, in the distance, she could even see refrigerated containers full of meats and dairy.  The buzzing sound that she had thought might be Frank warming up some ominous torture instrument was, in reality, just the sound of the fluorescent lights overhead.
“Welcome, Naomi,” said Frank’s voice.  “Glad to see you’re with us again.”
She blinked into the light.  High above her, Frank was standing on a catwalk suspended from the distant ceiling, looking down at her.

“What the hell is this?” she said, rubbing her head.  She looked up at Frank, sneering, her gaudy earrings jangling.  “You brought me here to do shopping or something? What’s your game?”
“Now I know you love to eat, Naomi,” said Frank. “Everyone talks about how much you love to stuff your face, how much you love to gorge yourself like a pig at the trough.  I thought you’d like the chance to really experience eating like you’ve never done it before.”

Naomi laughed.  “That’s your punishment? To lock me in a grocery store?  Fuck you if you think that’s gonna make me crack.  Why would I be upset about that?  You’re even crazier than I thought.”

“Don’t bother thinking about escaping,” said Frank.

“Why would I want to escape? You’ve brought me to paradise, you crazy fool!”

“As you can see,” continued Frank, “This store has been fully stocked with everything that you could possibly desire.”

Naomi’s stomach growled and she put her hand to her bare belly in surprise.  But then again, she hadn’t been able to finish lunch with Frank kidnapping her and all, so maybe it wasn’t so surprising that she was still feeling a little peckish. Okay, a lot peckish, actually.  Damn, she was ravenous!  She licked her lips, thinking about all that food stocked throughout the warehouse. She knew she had a big appetite, but even she was surprised at her own sudden gnawing hunger.
“I shot you with more than just a tranquilizer,” explained Frank. “After you were knocked out, I also injected you with an experimental appetite enhancer I’ve been preparing just for you.  Since you like to eat so much, you might as well go all the way.”
The zaftig beauty laughed again, her hefty bosom shaking as she chuckled.  “I get it.  You talked to those lowlife gangbangers who think I slept my way to the top?  You think that if you ruin my figure, the big boss won’t keep me around as his top lieutenant anymore.  Well, let me tell you something, Frank.”  She stretched to her full height, placed a hand on one well-padded hip, and pointed the other at her captor. “This isn’t a punishment; this is a reward! Maybe they better change your name, since it seems like you’re going soft on crime.”

Frank smirked. 

“Now I’m not totally heartless.  If you tell me what I want to know, I just might let you go.”

“Why would I even want to go?”  Naomi laughed, but grimaced when her stomach growled again.  Ooo she was really hungry now!

Frank laughed.  “We’ll see how you feel in two weeks.”

“Fuck you, Frank, but thanks for the two week vacation! I’m gonna enjoy this!”

Throwing a little extra wiggle in her walk just to tease her captor, Naomi she sauntered over to the first display case: It was her favorite section, the junk food section, full of all the tasty snacks that she relished.  Priggles potato chip canisters, Dolitos corn chips, onion wings, Chicharrón, and so much more.  Her stomach rumbled insistently.  
She pulled down a bag of Layz potato chips and tore it open. She popped a handful into her mouth, rolling her eyes in exaggerated pleasure as she did.

“Mmmm so good,” she mumbled through bulging cheeks.  She swallowed. “Thanks for the snack, Frank.  You keep being this nice and you might start to get a reputation.”  

Laughing, she popped a second handful into her already full mouth.  Frank smirked.  There was Naomi’s legendary greed taking over.

“Just remember,” he said, holding up two fingers. “Two weeks.”

***

Naomi stifled a belch with her hand and rubbed her belly. After a full day of eating, her stomach was no longer flat, but stuck out, full and proud, like she was six months pregnant.  
“Shit, I think I might have overdone it,” muttered Naomi, running her free hand over the smooth arc of her stuffed gut. To her surprise, it grumbled back at her.  Not a gurgle of digestion, but an urgent groan of hunger.

“What the fuck,” said Naomi, raising a confused eyebrow. “Jeez, I’ve been eating all day, how can I still be hungry? I already look like I swallowed a bowling ball.”  She struggled to her feet, nearly lurching forward due to the unfamiliar weight in her belly. “Ooof, and I feel like I swallowed one too.”

“Shit, that appetite enhancer must really be something.  I’m totally full, but I still feel like I could eat a horse.”  Naomi looked around her at the decimated junk food section.  Despite herself, she felt a trickle of drool spill from her lips as she remember the delicious feast that she’d just completed.  Naomi wondered if Frank planned on restocking the shelves.  Whatever, even if he didn’t, there was still plenty to eat elsewhere in the store.
***
“Fuck, what’s wrong with me,” mumbled Naomi as she popped another donut into her mouth.  She knew that she had a serious sweet tooth, but she couldn’t remember ever being this hungry before.  She looked down at her body.  She’d been stuffing her face all week and it showed: She’d definitely gained a few pounds and inches, her belly bulging out and sagging over her glitzy bling bling belt.  Her ass was swelling too, growing fuller and rounder, enough that her tight pants were beginning to cut off her circulation. Normally, Naomi would be too proud to admit that she might have gained a little weight around the waist, but, fuck it, who was there to impress here?  She was alone in this warehouse, alone with nothing but all the food she could ever eat, so it wasn’t like she had to worry about anyone judging her.  
Grunting, she reached under her bloated gut and unbuckled her belt, pulling it free with a sigh of relief.  Oof, that was way better.  It felt like that belt was ready to cut her in two!  Frowning to herself, she grabbed her gut in both hands and gave it an experimental jiggle.  Hmm, that was definitely new fat.  Her stomach was bloated from her recent feasting, but she could feel a new lawyer of soft blubber forming on top of her drum-tight, food-filled belly.  She would need to be more careful.  She had been pretty flippant about what she assumed was Frank’s plan, but, if she lost her dynamite curves under too much adipose, she really might lose some of her influence in the syndicate.  

“No more,” she said, tossing aside the last box of cookies. 

“No more? Is that what you said? Are you ready to end this?”

Naomi looked up to see Frank looking down at her from above.  Frank returned periodically to mock her, trying to cajole her into spilling the location of the stash house.  Naomi just laughed in his face every time.  This time, however, Frank noticed that there was a slight look of fear in her eyes.  Could it be that she was finally realizing that her stay in this prison would end up doing more to her body than adding a few extra pounds?

“Well, aren’t you just the perfect little piggy,” said Frank, clucking his tongue as he surveyed the mountain of a woman lying in front of him.  She looked quite different from the pneumatic beauty that he’d first captured a week ago.  Naomi’s constant gorging had taken a huge toll on her figure; she had ballooned up to near immobility, so fat that she looked like a pregnant elephant seal, swaddled in thick, gelatinous blubber.  

“You can make this stop anytime that you want,” said Frank, “All you have to do is tell me the location of the stash house.”

“Fuck you, Frank.”  Naomi rubbed her bloated gut, so swollen that it forced the waistband of her pants down.

***

Grunting, Naomi struggled to sit up.  Even such a simple action was becoming more and more difficult as she grew.  Alone in this prison, trapped with nothing to do but eat, Naomi had succumbed to the lure of her own gluttony.  Pushed by the effects of the serum and her own insatiable greed, she spent whole days – from the moment she roused herself in the morning to the moment she dropped into a food coma at night – stuffing food into her maw.  She must have already gained…what? A hundred pounds?  Her belly had grown so vast that she could had to lean forward to see her feet, but she was hesitant to try because the weight of her enormous gut and huge, bloated breasts might well pull her forward to the floor.  Naomi’s tits had also exploded in size. At first, she was rather pleased by the effect, enjoying the feel of her expanded boobies as they strained against her mesh top.  But now they’d gone from big sexy titties to bloated milk cow melons.  They sloshed about as she waddled, spilling to either side of her round belly.  Behind her, two pumpkin-sized hemispheres of fat followed her, wobbling so violently that Naomi could hear the constant snapping of stitches as she moved.  
After being forced to throw away her bling bling belt, Naomi had next had to stop buttoning her overly snug jeans.  The first time that she felt the snap at her crotch pop open, she looked down at herself in surprise.  Sure, she loved to eat and she tended to overindulge, but she’d never eaten so much before that her pants literally burst open!  But here she was, with her big chocolate tummy spilling out of her freshly-popped jeans, easing in and out with her ragged breathing, putting enough pressure on the zipper that she could feel it slide down a few notches to expose the top of her straining panties.  The first few times that it happened, she had only grunted in annoyance, sucked in her gut, and refastened it.  But by the third time, she had had it.

“Fuck it, I’ll just leave it,” said Naomi, stuffing a slab of sausage into her mouth.  “It’s not like anyone’s going to see me here.”

She thought about it for a second.  Fuck, Frank would be back to check on his prize piggy soon.  She half wanted to leave her pants open, as a sign of defiance.  Frank would see her with her blimping gut hanging out of the open zipper, still chowing down on food, just not giving a fuck whether he saw her or not.  But on the other hand, she didn’t want to give him any more satisfaction.  He’d already got enough gloating out of the fact that she’d abandoned her belt.  

Then again, her pants were REALLY tight.  And she wouldn’t be able to eat much more if she kept that pressure on her overfilled tummy.

“I’ll just snap these puppies back together when I hear him coming,” she told herself. 

“Good to see you again, Naomi. Enjoying the hospitality?”

“Oh shit,” said Naomi. Frank had snuck up on her.  She slowly waddled around to face him.  The slow, ponderous movement sent tremors through her flabby body, her new blubber shaking so violently that her over-stretched mesh top began to tear, exposing her dark burgundy areolas and wine-cork sized nipples.  The jiggling of her thighs and buttocks caused her unsnapped pants to slide down, exposing her ass crack and the upper-halves of her big, round butt cheeks.  Until recently, Naomi had thought of her ass as a perfect thick little booty but now it had ballooned into a true monster, an enormous fat badonkadonk so gelatinous that just waddling around would make it wobble enough to start twerking.
“No,” said Naomi defiantly. “I’m out of snacks.  When do you restock this place?”

“What are you talking about? There’s plenty of food left.”

“I ate all the food,” snapped Naomi.  Her overly full belly groaned again.  God, why was she still so hungry?  She felt stuffed to the brim but she couldn’t stop thinking about food! “All that’s left is the meat over there.”  She gestured at the freezer section, full of raw ribs, ground beef, and chicken.  Next to it, the sea food section still had tanks full of live lobster and codfish.  “So unless you want me to eat raw meat and live fish, you better get some real food down here.”

“That depends. Do you have anything to tell me?”

“Yeah, fuck you.”

“Well, then.  I guess I’ll see what I can do.  We’ll get you some more snacks just as soon as possible.  Until then, I guess you’ll have to make do,” he said before disappearing.

“The fuck does that mean,” muttered Naomi.  Her belly growled urgently.  God, she needed more food!

She looked at the meat section.  No way.

No way was she eating raw meat.

But she was soooo hungry!  

“No,” mumbled Naomi thickly, her words slurred by the saliva already dribbling from her lips and down her multiple chins.  But her pudgy feet wouldn’t obey her brain, and soon she was waddling slowly – now faster, now as fast as her round stuffed little body could move – over to the refrigerator.  

Ignoring the cold, she reached in and pulled out a package of ground beef.  No way.  She was not eating that.  Why was she even considering it?  Her belly groaned and gurgled so loud that it sounded like an angry dog warning an intruder to back off.  But she couldn’t help herself.  Oh God no, she was tearing open the saran wrap packaging with her long manicured nails and now she was scooping out bloody handfuls of raw ground beef and shoving them into her eager mouth.  It was disgusting but somehow so so good that she couldn’t stop!  Her hunger was insatiable, all she cared about was eating!  She had managed to keep it somewhat under control while human food was available, but now, now that she was reduced to this, the pure animal instinct was taking over.  Naomi gobbled the meat like a woman possessed, like a ravenous animal, eating eating eating, and then licking the Styrofoam backing just to make sure she didn’t miss a single drop. 

She needed more!  More!  Next on the menu was a giant ham hock.  Any fear of trichinosis was far from her mind as she plunged her teeth into the raw pork leg, tearing off great mouthfuls of meat with insane furor.  She needed more!  She had to feed!  Tears were streaming down Naomi’s face now, mingling with the slaver dribbling from her mouth and the juices squeezed from her raw meat meal.  What had Frank done to her?  She had maintained composure for so long, always keeping up a brave front, but now she was terrified.  She couldn’t stop!

More more more!  Naomi tore through the larder, gorging herself to bursting on anything she could find, her belly ballooning more and more, until it was so packed that she could barely breathe.  Her mesh top stretched and strained and finally split apart at the seams, her billowing breasts bouncing free and the brass ring flying across the room.  Naomi barely noticed.  More food!  She needed to eat, to fill her belly, anything to make this maddening craving stop!  Her blue hair was streaked with blood and flesh, the creaking orb of her overstuffed gut covered in drool and gore.  Sausages, ribs, steaks, chickens, whole turkeys, Naomi mowed her way through the entire meat section faster than a pack of starving wolves.
Humiliated and ashamed, Naomi finally broke down sobbing.  She was a mess!  Oh God, Frank had turned her into a helpless eating machine, a greedy guts who would shove anything down her throat like an animal!  But no.  Fuck this.  Fuck Frank.  Sniffling loudly, Naomi brushed her matted blue hair out of her face and wiped her eyes. She was down, but she wasn’t broken.  She wasn’t going to give Frank the satisfaction of seeing her like this.  She was going to show him.

The meat was gone.  But there was still the fish tank.  Naomi again licked her chops.  Live fish? Bring it on! What did she care!  Waddling as fast as she could, Naomi lumbered over to the fish tank, her overloaded pants finally splitting into ribbons as she moved, her panties exploding apart as her gigantic buns blew their way to freedom.  Naomi was almost entirely naked. Her behemoth breasts sagged atop her overloaded gut, her bare bulging booty wobbled like two beach ball-sized spheres of Jell-O. The only reason her puffy pussy wasn’t on display was that it was hidden below an overfed belly distended beyond belief.  The only thing she was wearing anymore was the blue jewel still hidden in her bellybutton.
Now she was reaching into the tank, grabbing fish and shoving them to her mouth.  She bit into the first fish, not even bothering to kill it first, just chewing the still-flailing animal, scales and bones and all, without a thought.  It was edible, that was all that mattered.  Now another and another.  She sucked down shrimp and eels, and had to pause with the lobsters only because she couldn’t bite through their armor.  She had to throw them against the floor, stomping on them with her padded feet in futile hopes of breaking them open to feast on the sweet meat inside.

“I need…more,” gasped Naomi. “Too hungry! Can’t…stop..eating!”

She sucked down another live prawn, its kicking legs tickling her throat.  She could feel the squirming of so many dying sea creatures in her belly that she briefly worried that they might burst out of her like in the movie ‘Alien,’ but she was still too famished to care for long.  The blue jewel hidden in the cavern of her belly button finally gave up, flying across the room as her navel, unable to stand the internal pressure of her overfilled stomach, popped into an outie.

Now she was completely nude.  She should have been even more embarrassed, but all she could think of was to keep eating.  There were still lots more fish left.

***

Naomi was full.  Too full.  She never thought, in her wildest dreams, that she could ever be THIS full. How was it even possible?  Her skin felt stretched to the absolute limit.  The summit of her impossibly stuffed belly was blushing an alarming rosy red color, her skin pulled so tight around her vast bulk that she was certain she was about to split open.  Her clothes had already long since busted apart at the seams, leaving Naomi naked and exposed, like a giant overstuffed hippopotamus that had been crammed so full of food and blubber that it could only bob helplessly on the river current.  Naomi was so full that there was no possible way that she could survive the night. She knew without a doubt that she was going to explode.  There was no hope for her now.  Hot tears welled up in her eyes at the thought, at the humiliation and embarrassment of her situation.  She was the second most powerful criminal in the city, but she was utterly helpless!  She was a fat, immobile blimp, sloshing with fat, and all because she was too weak to resist all this free food.  All because she couldn’t stop popping donuts into her fat face, couldn’t stop eating handfuls of cake and pie, couldn’t stop gnawing through whole loaves of bread and raw steaks and live fish, couldn’t stop guzzling soda by the can, beer by the six pack, milk by the gallon, butter by the tub, meat by the cow, by the pig, couldn’t stop filling herself like an enormous inflating balloon, bigger bigger bigger, fuller fuller fuller TOO FULL until she was left in this state.  Bigger than belief.  She was so ridiculously, burstingly full that she was certain she was going to pop, even if she didn’t eat another bite.  Her body was stretched and strained to its limits, but gut was still crammed with so much food that she was certain to detonate like a megaton bomb as soon as she started to digest.  If her body produced even a thimbleful of gas during digestion, she was sure to blow apart before she was able to belch it out of her system.  And when her body started to convert this new gutload into fat… she would basically be inflating like a balloon, her blimping stomach turning redder and redder, angry purple stretchmarks popping into existence, spiderwebbing out from her popped-out belly button, until—Kaboom!  It wouldn’t take long at all.

Frank was surprised.  After two weeks, Naomi had blimped beyond anything he had imagined.  Sure, the serum had heightened her appetite and slowed her metabolism, but he didn’t expect the effects to be THIS dramatic.  Naomi lay on her back, pinned by her own corpulence, wheezing and gasping.  Yet another day of gluttony had left her far beyond uncomfortable – she was so obscenely stuffed and bloated that she could barely move a muscle, reduced to a sweaty, immobile heap, stretched to her utmost limits.  Her clothes had long since torn away, her corpulent curves bursting every seam of her pants, her mesh top shredded from the sheer enormity of her massive breasts.  Even for a woman as morbidly obese as Naomi, this last day of binging had been extreme.  Her belly was crammed so full that it was flushed a bright, rosy red, stretch marks circling her popped-out navel.

This time, when he came in, he didn’t bother to stay on the catwalk.  Naomi was so overfilled that she couldn’t move, couldn’t hurt him in any way.  He walked right up to her and looked her in the face, smiling.

Naomi looked up at him, her eyes glazed and bleary, her mouth hanging open.  Her skin was coated with sweat and she could barely breathe, she was so agonizingly full.

“Ready to give up yet, Naomi?” asked Frank.

“F…fuck you,” gasped Naomi.  It took a supreme effort to get the words out.  Naomi was so crammed that she almost felt like inhaling her breathe to speak might be too much for her over-stretched skin – enough to make her explode in a shower of gore.
“My God, look at you,” said Frank. “Everyone always said you were a greedy glutton, but I never thought you were this much of a glutton.  I admit, you’ve impressed me.  Most people would have given up far before this point, but you just couldn’t stop eating.  I bet, if I let you, you really would just stuff yourself like a pig until you burst.  You’re already so full that I bet you’d pop like a balloon if I so much as touched your side here.”

Frank hesitated to get too close to his captive.  Naomi was almost entirely round, a literal blimp-sized behemoth overstuffed with too much blubber.  She was so tightly filled with food and fat that he could hear her skin creaking and groaning in protest with her every shallow breath.

To demonstrate, Frank poked his index finger into Naomi’s distended flank.  Naomi gasped in response as the poke sent a wave of pain through her straining flesh.  Oh gawd it hurt! She was so stretched and sensitive that it really felt like a tiny pinprick would be enough to end her.  She imagined what that would look like, her detonating like a megaton bomb, blowing apart the warehouse when she finally blasted to pieces.

“Last chance,” said Frank, “Tell me where the stash house is.  There’s still time to save yourself.  You tell me and maybe I’ll leave you here alone, let you digest a little until you’re not in danger anymore.  Then a crash diet and maybe, maybe you’ll be just as good as new.  Well, there’s no way that you’ll ever be thin again, that’s for sure.  But you might just be mobile, if you can resist feeding your fat face with everything in sight.”

Naomi narrowed her piggy little eyes in silent fury.  She simply lay on her back like a beached whale, too bloated and stuffed to move a muscle.  In fact, she was so completely full that she could barely inhale enough air to form a response.

“I don’t know if you can do that, though,” said Frank, “You really just can’t stop gorging, can you?  The serum only does so much.  All this—“ He gestured to the enormous bulk of her overfed body – “This is all your doing.  Maybe this will teach you an important lesson about overindulgence.  I guess I shouldn’t be surprised.  You may look like a woman, but deep down you’re just a greedy little girl who can’t control her impulses, who just wants what she didn’t have as a kid so badly, just trying to fill that void inside. And you’ve filled it and filled it and overfilled it and now? You’ve finally gone too far and you’re ready to go pop.”

“Fuck… you, Frank,” spat Naomi defiantly through swollen lips. Every word hurt to say she could barely squeak out a response over the churning and burbling of her own guts struggling to digest her insane feast.  “I’m… not… ready to go… pop. I’ll never be… ready to go pop. I can keep… this up… as long as you can.  You think… you’ve beat… me? Fuck… no.  Everyone knows…2 Thick is the queen of overindulgence.  There’s no meal… that 2 Thick can’t finish.  If you think this… little snack you’ve given me is… enough to stop me, you’ve got… another think coming. “

“I didn’t think the serum would work this well,” said Frank, “Does that make it worse for you?  Knowing that I jogged your appetite a little and you just ran with it to absurd levels.  Maybe if you’d been a little less greedy, this wouldn’t have happened to you.”

“Fuck….you,” gasped Naomi, struggling to raise a chubby middle finger.  

“Okay, Naomi, we’ll play it your way.  See, I remembered your request for more snacks, so, nice guy that I am, I got some for you.”
Naomi’s eyes widened in fear.  She could barely hold herself together as it was, and the only thing saving her from herself was the fact that she had run out of food.

“After that big meal, you still need some dessert, right?”
“No…no…”

“You like cake, don’t you, Naomi? Of course you do, what don’t you like?”

“I…I…”

“Of course, you can’t really eat cake in your condition, can you?  No, you can’t even move a finger, can you? How could you even lift a slice to your mouth? Luckily, I have a solution.”
Frank disappeared from Naomi’s view.  She strained to see where he was going, but she was too bloated and bulky to even turn her head, so all she could do was listen to the clanking and clatter that told her Frank was doing something just outside her field of vision.  She was confused when she heard the sound of a large vehicle approaching and the mechanical groaning of someone shifting gears, and she was completely surprised when she suddenly felt something slide under her fat, pinned arms.  Then start lifting up, under her armpits, until it forced her up into a sitting position. 
“What…the…are you…lifting…me with a forklift?”

“Indeed, I a, you beached whale,” said Frank, “Frankly, I’m surprised this can even lift you at your weight. You must weigh a ton!”

Frank watched in fascination as the enormous thug lifted higher and higher, her enormous form finally clearing the ground.  The forklift nearly stalled several times, the gear grinding and the forks lurching, nearly dropping Naomi to the ground.  Not yet, thought Frank.  Eventually, the forks had Naomi lifted off the ground by a good ten feet.
The overstuffed woman could barely groan she was so full, but she felt sick to her stomach feeling the pull of gravity tug hard on her bursting belly.  

“What was that, Naomi?” asked Frank, hopping out of the forklift cab.  “I could have sworn I heard something.  Anything you want to tell me?”

Frank walked off into the shelves to return with a step ladder.  He set it up right next to Naomi, then walked off again. Where was he going?  When he returned again, he was unspooling a long plastic tube behind him.

“You’ll like this, Naomi,” he said. “I know it’s not really cake.  But cake batter is just as good, right?  A woman greedy enough to gorge on raw meat and live fish shouldn’t mind some raw batter, right?”
Frank clamored up the ladder, waggling the end of the tube in Naomi’s face.  “So are you ready to get pumped full of 100 gallons of liquid cake batter? Or do you have something to tell me?”

Naomi frowned.  From between fat, swollen lips, she managed to sputter: “Y-yeah…I do…”

Feebly, she lifted her heavy, fat-laden arm and extended a stubby, sausage finger. “Fuck…you.”

Frank just smiled and shoved the end of the tube into her mouth.  

“Feel free to spit out the hose when you’re full,” said Frank as he descended the ladder.

Naomi meant to do just that. She really did.  But the moment she tasted that sugary sweetness, all bets were off.  The all-too-familiar hungry returned and soon Naomi was sucking greedily on the hose, her already overfilled tummy stretching out even further, bloating so round and tight that, this time, she was certain she was going to explode.  The fact that she hadn’t yet burst simply defied explanation.  Every time that she was sure she had reached her limits, that there was simply no way for her poor, abused skin to stretch any further, she seemed to miraculously find room.  She was painfully full, so far beyond full that she was in agony, but she simply couldn’t stop.

The effect of the cake batter was immediate.  Her body began to bloat anew, her belly swelling out, stretching bigger and bigger, blushing darker and darker shades of red.  Standing at a safe distance, Frank watched as Naomi literally inflated like a water balloon hooked to a faucet.  He briefly wondered whether he’d made a mistake by not fixing the hose to her face, but he could tell that Naomi was way too greedy to spit out the hose even though it would ultimately prove her undoing.  He really couldn’t believe this bitchy blimp’s complete gluttony.  Maybe he should move further away.  As big as she was, he half expected Naomi would take out half the warehouse if she couldn’t stop herself from gulping and guzzling to detonation.  From here, Naomi looked like one giant globe, swelling bigger and bigger, rounding out, her head and limbs becoming overwhelmed by her burgeoning body.
Naomi squeezed her eyes shut, tears spilling down her cheeks as she felt herself swelling tighter and tighter.  Her skin was stretched so incredibly tight over her vast flanks that she was certain she was about to explode.  She couldn’t take it anymore!  Sweat beaded along her hairline, her cheeks flushed red.  She was holding herself together with nothing more than sheer willpower at this point, there was no way that she could hold much more. How much cake batter was Frank going to fill her with?  She needed to stop slurping it down…maybe if she stopped drinking now, right now, there was still time to save herself.  But she couldn’t, her overstretched, over-full belly was still, incredibly, grumbling for more food and she was powerless to resist, despite all the pain, despite all the humiliation.
Just let me blow up and be done with it, thought Naomi to herself.  At least, once she burst, she’d be done with this endless humiliation.

As if God had heard her prayer, Naomi suddenly felt the forklift forks creak under her arms. Then with a sickening snap, they broke and Naomi tumbled, belly first, straight toward the ground.

Naomi silently prayed that the force of her impact wouldn’t be enough to rupture her, but she knew that she was beyond hope.  This time, no one heard her prayer.  
“Oh shit,” she cried seconds before she hit the ground, her overstuffed body shattering with a thunderous noise like an atomic bomb.  She was so completely full, her trembling, pulsating body so ready to blow, that she burst into pieces, body parts flying in all directions, the walls sprayed with blood and entrails.

KABOOOM!

The explosion had been so final and tremendous that Frank couldn’t find a single identifiable body part in the mountains of gore and half-digested food that had once been Naomi.  He grimaced as he kicked at a chunk of meat that might have once been a fleshy thigh or a rounded buttock.  He had, technically, won.  Naomi’s reign of terror over the city was at an end.  But it was a hollow victory. Through it all, the greedy girl had never betrayed her boss, never told him where he could find the all-important stash house. Frank was back at square one.

“She might have been the biggest glutton I’ve ever seen,” said Frank, “But I guess the old girl had some real…guts.”
***
When Naomi awoke, she first thought that Frank had drugged her again.  There was no other explanation for that crazy dream. And it had all been a crazy dream, right?  Certainly it wasn’t real, because Naomi was back in her old body, lithe and voluptuous as ever.  But she still felt the same gnawing hunger in her belly.
“Welcome, Naomi!” boomed a loud voice. “Welcome to Hell!”

“What the fuck,” muttered Naomi, rising to her feet.  Indeed, this was definitely NOT the warehouse anymore.  She was in a dark cavern, sweltering hot from the flames that licked up from cracks in the floor, the fetid air filled with the shrieks of the damned.  And all around her feet crawled strange creatures, not insect, not reptile, but scaled and horned and spiked like things out of nightmares.

“I must say you put up an impressive display of gluttony before your…er…untimely demise,” said the voice again.  Naomi turned around to confront its owner and was shocked to find herself staring into a huge, hairy crotch and an enormous erect penis.  Looking up, she saw a giant, goat-like demon looming above her, a look of sinister amusement on his bearded face.  “Of course, you’ve committed so many sins in your short life…murder…robbery…extortion….torture… but that last meal of yours was truly so epic as to dwarf them all.  I don’t mind telling you, the devil likes a woman with a hearty appetite and you, my dear, might just have the heartiest appetite of all.”

“Fuck you,” said Naomi, “Don’t think this is gonna make me crack, Frank.  Is this the second stage of your dumb plan? You think you can scare me with some cheap special effects?”
“Oh we’re not here to scare you, Naomi.  We’re here to help you.  What was it that you wanted more than anything, you said? To finish your food?  We’re just here to help you finish your food.  Finish ALL your food.”

Before the blue-haired hottie could protest, a phalanx of smaller demons hustled her off to another cave, where a vast feast of every possible food had been spread out on a table.  

Naomi tried to shake herself out of their grip. “No way! I’ve already had enough – GULP!”  Her angry protests were cut short as a demon shoved one end of a mile-long submarine sandwich into her mouth.  The moment the food touched her lips, Naomi forgot her anger.  All she remembered was that hunger in her belly and she started to chew, shaking her arms free from the demons’ grasps just so that she could grab the sandwich herself and push it into her bulging cheeks.

It took her nearly an hour to plow her way through just one sandwich, leaving her belly swollen and round but her hunger just as intense.  Naomi barely questioned it as she reached for the next dish and the next and the next.  Her body ballooned up as she ate, but Naomi was barely conscious of her expansion. She was too intent on eating, cramming food into herself in a desperate bid to sate that insane hunger, that constant lust for more more more!  Only when her body grew so round and plush that she could no longer lift her heavy, blubber-laden arms did she complain. And the little demons were only to happy to continue feeding her.  

When her ragged clothes finally burst off her, leaving her naked and quivering, the devil thought he had waited long enough.  This woman’s size and greed were so hot that not even the Lord of Darkness could resist!  The demon king was happy to fuck Naomi with his tentacle demon cock, pounding her fat pussy so hard that her entire fat-stuffed body wobbled like a mountain of gelatin.  If it was possible anymore for Naomi to explode, she would have exploded the moment his giant cock entered her, but Naomi was beyond that now.
Days turned to weeks turned to years and all Naomi did was eat and get fucked – constantly, voraciously, without reason.  Her greed and lust in death far eclipsed her greed in life, but, this time, there would be no end.  In Hell, Naomi was cursed to eat forever, never bursting, only growing bigger and bigger, infinitely stretching to accommodate an ever expanding ocean of food and blubber.  

But the devil hadn’t counted on one all-important detail.  Naomi had been one of the world’s biggest gluttons when she was alive, and she still was.  If Naomi had thought a warehouse stocked with food was paradise on earth, an eternity of food was pure bliss. But between the ecstatic pleasure of filling herself and the eternal hunger of her yawning belly, Naomi could barely form a coherent thought anymore.  All that mattered was the pleasure of eating. And eating.  And eating. Forever and ever.
* * *

Molly Coddles is a longtime writer of weight gain, inflation, stuffing, and expansion erotica who loves big girls and everything about them!  If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Amazon to tell other readers’ what you thought!  You can also find more of my work at the following addresses:

Mollycoddles’ Amazon Store: http://www.amazon.com/Molly-Coddles/e/B00NCQSXAI/ref=sr_ntt_srch_lnk_6?qid=1438678183&sr=8-6
Mollycoddles’ Twitter: https://twitter.com/mcoddles
Mollycoddles’ Tumblr: http://mollycoddleswg.tumblr.com/
Mollycoddles’ DeviantArt:  http://mcoddles.deviantart.com/
Mollycoddles’ Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/mollycoddles
Thanks for reading!  You can also tell me what you thought of my writing (or send me suggestions for future stories) at mcoddles@hotmail.com . I always love hearing what people have to say!

Best wishes,

Molly Coddles
