Jessica Blows Herself to Pieces

By Mollycoddles

Jessica sucked the last bit of her drink – her fifth – and considered returning to the dance floor.

Jessica was a beautiful young woman and she knew it.  She was slightly chunky, used to a life of overindulgence, but the weight looked good on her. Her hefty boobs, rounded ass, and slight potbelly just gave her a voluptuous look.  She had a rounded face with a slight double chin, a button nose between two large green eyes and a mouthful of perfect, white teeth.  Her long red hair fell over supple shoulders, neatly hiding the large hoop earrings that dangled from her dainty ears.

She was also, it must be said, a real bitch.  She was used to getting her own way and she didn’t think twice about stepping on anyone who didn’t do what she wanted.

Tonight, she was out at her favorite club with her “friend” Sandy.  Sandy wasn’t a real friend, though.  She was just a plain acquaintance Jessica brought along to make her look even better.  Not that she had any trouble with that, she thought to herself.

Jessica was ready for a night on the town, in her white stretch pants with a zipper up the back and a tube top with a zipper down the front.  Her chubby tummy bulged out of the gap between her tube top and her pants, hanging slightly over the stretch pants waistband.  The pants were hip-huggers which would have been tight on a slimmer girl – on a voluptuous bombshell like Jessica, they looked as if they’d been painted on.  They clung to her wide, sexy rear so tightly that everyone on the dance clear could get a clear view of Jessica’s panty lines.  Besides her too snug pants, Jessica had strategically chosen the tightest top she had to emphasize her large, rounded hooters.  Every so often, the front zipper would slowly slip down just a few notches, pushed by the force of her enormous boobs.  When that happened, Jessica would let it slide for a few minutes before smiling naughtily and pulling it back up.  She didn’t always do it by accident.

“It’s really packed tonight, isn’t it?” said Sandy.

“Shut up,” said Jessica.  She hated it when Sandy started talking.  She always expected her to listen or something.  Like that one time that Jessica had slept with Sandy’s boyfriend, Sandy had been all like blah blah blah blah blah… Besides, she’d already had too much to drink – her tummy was feeling full and sloshy – and she was ready for action.

A cute boy sat down next to them.  “Hi,” he said.

“Ooo, hello there!” she gushed.  He seemed a likely target.

The boy seemed surprised that Jessica was talking to him.  It was then she realized he’d actually been talking to Sandy.  That bitch!  No one talked to Sandy instead of her.  She decided to up her charms.

“Ooo,” cooed Jessica, “I’d love it if you would buy me another drink.”  She flashed her perfect white teeth. 

It worked.  Not only did he bring her a drink, but several other boys offered to buy her drinks as well.  She smiled slyly and accepted them all, even though she already felt uncomfortably bloated.  Her stomach swelled even further as she sucked greedily on the first straw, still smiling coyly at this new boy. 

Jessica liked that original boy, the one who’d said hi to Sandy.  He bought her dinner.  Afterwards, she dumped him.  She found, in rapid succession, three other boys who were all willing to pay for dinner, too.  Naturally, she couldn’t turn them down.  

Getting dinner out of a fifth boy had been harder.  He was a cute boy but he was already going out with some weird little goth chick.  That didn’t stop Jessica, though.  A little bit of eyelash batting and he’d quickly dumped her and come over to Jessica.

The goth girl hadn’t been happy about that.  She’d given Jessica a real nasty glare and tried to start a fight with her.  But Jessica wasn’t having any of that.
“You think you can steal anything you want from me?” snarled the goth girl.

“Honey, I CAN steal anything I want from anyone period,” said Jessica, purposely standing up ramrod straight and thrusting out her ample chest to prove her point.  The force of her chest forced the zipper to click down several notches, revealing even more of her bulbous bosom.

“Maybe someday you’ll find out that getting everything you want isn’t always a good thing,” said the goth girl slyly.  A thin smile spread across her black lips.  “Maybe tonight is the night you finally get too much of a good thing.”

Jessica laughed, tossing her fiery red hair over her shoulder and purposely bouncing her bust to mock this scrawny little goth.  “There’s no such thing as too much of anything in my world.”

The goth girl snorted. “How appropriate, your chest is as bloated as your ego.”

Jessica smirked at the lame insult.  Telling her that she had big boobs was about as insulting as… well, it was a compliment, really.  “How quaint, it’s cute that you think you can insult me.  Why don’t you go back to 1997, Daria?  Goth is so last century.”

With a laugh, Jessica turned on her heels and left the girl standing dumbfounded.

Now this new boy belonged entirely to Jessica.  Just the way she liked it.

“We’ve already had dinner,” complained Sandy.  She’d stopped eating anything after the second meal.

“Oh, that was just a little snack,” said Jessica grinning.  Was this a stroke of luck or what?  A fifth meal, all for free!  She seriously wasn’t hungry anymore.  In fact, she already felt full beyond belief.  But, hey, she couldn’t pass up a free meal.

“Do you really need to eat so much, Jessica?” asked Sandy.  “I mean, don’t you think you’ve had enough.  You keep eating like that and one of these days you’re just gonna explode.”

“You keep saying that but I just keep eating,” snorted Jessica, patting her sloshing tummy.  “My tummy can handle anything.  And I don’t think you understand exactly what’s at stake here, Sandy.  It’s a FREE meal. Duhhh!”

The fifth meal was the biggest of them all – they went to an Italian restaurant that served extra huge portions.  Jessica ordered a complete dinner – it was, after all, the most expensive thing on the menu and she wasn’t paying!  She didn’t feel like finishing it but she refused to leave any leftovers.

“I think you’ve had enough, girl,” laughed the boy.

“Shut up,” snapped Jessica, wheezing. “I’ll tell you when I’ve had enough!”  Jessica was so full that her bloated belly looked like a beach ball, straining her pants to the rending point.  She could barely breathe and had to take shallow breaths just to feel comfortable.  Her pants were starting to cut off her circulation and all she wanted to do was lie down on her back and rub her big, bloated belly.  

A waiter stopped by the table with the check and mints.

“Mmm,” mumbled Jessica, popping the mint into her mouth.

She sighed deeply, satisfied at last.  But then something weird happened.  When she was finished sighing, her belly didn’t deflate as she expelled the air she’d taken in.  In fact, if anything, it seemed to keep swelling.  
“What the hell,” mumbled Jessica under her breath.  Oh great, just the perfect time for a gas attack!  She needed to excuse herself and run to the bathroom before she belched out loud.  

Jessica pushed back her chair and stood up.  She hoped that no one would notice her distended belly, but, of course, there was no chance of that.  Even if she hadn’t started puffing up mysteriously, she was so full of food that she looked several months pregnant.

“I’ll be right back,” she cooed. “I’m just going to go powder my nose.”

“Sure,” mumbled the boy, his eyes wandering down to Jessica’s doughy middle which was swelling up bigger before his eyes.  Gawd, she was getting big!  Jessica could see the regret in his eyes; he was probably regretting having paid for dinner when it was clear that Jessica was just using him, but Jessica thought he was judging her size.

“Stop staring,” snapped Jessica in annoyance.  She leaned forward, hoping to distract him by letting gravity let him ample boobs jiggle and sway in his face.  But wait a second… had her boobs always been that big?  Jessica straightened up in shock, her eyes as wide as dinner plates.  Forgetting that she was in public, Jessica put one hand to her chest and squeezed a handful of tit meat that hadn’t been there before.  Normally, Jessica was a delightfully full C cup.  But her breasts were swelling up like a pair of water balloons hooked to a hose, pale white flesh rising out of the top of her tube top and putting excessive strain on the creaking zipper.

Below her breasts, Jessica felt her stomach continue to bloat.  Her tummy bulged bigger and bigger before her astonished eyes.  Jessica stared, dumbfounded, but a sudden feeling of tightness in her backside stirred her from her stupor.  Both her hands shot behind her to squeeze her suddenly spongy tushie.  Holy shit!  She was blowing up all over!  Her pants drew tight around her expanding thighs, emitting strained stretching noises.  Her chest grew bigger and rounder, expanding out until it began to block her view of her lower body.

“What’s happening to me?!” she shrieked, grabbing her suddenly enormous belly and struggling – unsuccessfully – to push it back to its former – relatively flat – state.  Her hands sank slightly into her billowing gut but she realized that it was quickly firming up.  There was too much pressure inside of her!

“Ohmigawd!” she yelped, realization dawning. “I’m blowing up!  W..why is this happening?”

“What are you talking about?” said Sandy.

“What do you mean ‘What am I talking about?!’  Are you fucking blind, you stupid ditz? Look at me!”  Jessica shouted angrily, turning on her so-called friend with a snarl.  She pointed at her blimping body;  Jessica had swollen to the point that she resembled Anna Nicole Smith.

“It doesn’t look that bad,” said Sandy. “You..uh..wear it pretty well.”

“That’s not the point!  Something’s wrong with me!  Oh shit, I think I’m having an allergic reaction to that food!  Someone call 9-11!”

“You know, I don’t think you’re having an allergic reaction at all,” said Sandy, “I think you just ate too much.”

“Ooooh Gawd, I look like a cow! I’m as big as a whale!”

“Exactly,” said Sandy.  “That’s what happens to greedy girls who don’t know their limits.”
“Gawd, Sandy, I don’t need a lecture now!  I need a doctor, you stupid bitch!”

The stitches in Jessica’s leggings began to fail, dying with high pitched snaps, as her body plumped up.  Sandy could see wide tears appearing in Jessica’s leggings, through which her inflating thighs billowed out.  Behind her,  Jessica could feel her ass bubbling out, the twin orbs of her butt cheeks filling out and pressing into the thin, stretching fabric of her white pants.

Her boobs were ballooning as well, expanding to the size of big fat honeydew melons and beyond.  Her halter top stretched further and further until it began to come apart at the seams.  The zipper slowly pulled open as her blimping tits pressed against the tissue-thin fabric with increasing force.  

“I’m busting out of my clothes!” cried Jessica desperately.  “Somebody do something or I’m gonna be totally naked in a few minutes!”

That was the exact wrong thing to say as the other diners turned to look at her but no one moved to help her.  She tottered around helplessly, hoping that someone, anyone, knew what to do.  Forcing her mind to ignore the larger problem, she tried to concentrate on keeping her clothes on.  She grabbed the failing zipper and gave it a quick, decisive tug upwards.  It refused to budge, so she pulled harder.  It reluctantly moved up a couple notches, forcing her ballooning breasts together and creating a massive canyon of cleavage.  Jessica’s other hand tried to tuck her tubby tummy – which spilled over her pants like rising bread dough, back into her clothes.  A sudden CRACK drew her attention.  The back snap of her pants had burst open and the zipper slid down with relief, allowing her swelling backside some freedom.

“I’m blowing up all over!  I’m getting huge!”  Her buns were expanding just as fast as her boobs and belly.  Jessica’s swelling lower half filled out her seams to their limits, ripping even bigger tears in her already tattered pants.  The zipper on her pants spread wide open, allowing her ballooning tummy to bounce out.  Jessica gawked as her belly continued to expand rounder and rounder, her sexy slit of a navel stretching vertical.  Eventually her paunch put too much pressure on even her unzippered pants and Jessica felt the stitches below the zipper in the crotch of her pants start to split with loud tearing sounds.  

“Oh shit, my pants!  Sandy, do something!”  Jessica tried desperately to hold her pants together by squeezing her legs together but it was a lost cause.  For one thing, her legs were blowing up, too, becoming stiff and bloated, making it hard to keep them together.  For another, there was simply no way that any pair of pants could contain all that ass and thigh meat.  She could hear the steady pop pop pop of threads as the seam in her crotch broke stitch by stitch, traveling between her legs and up the back of her booty.
Her inflating thighs tore apart the last few stitches on her pants and the tattered garment fell to the floor, leaving Jessica clad in nothing but a stretched-to-popping pair of white cotton panties.

“I can’t hold anymore!” cried Jessica.  “Ooo..I’m way too full…I think..I think I’m gonna pop!”

People began backing away from Jessica, suddenly fearful for their safety.  Would this inflating girl really pop?  As the minutes passed and Jessica continued to grow it seemed like to be getting more and more likely.  

“Jessica, what’s happening to you?” cried Sandy.  “Why are you blowing up like a balloon?  This is just like I said!  This is what happens when you’re too greedy!  Couldn’t you have been satisfied with just four dinners?”


“Get off my back, you stupid bitch!” shrieked Jessica.  “Go do something useful for a change and get me a fucking doctor before I blow! Ooooo!”  Jessica groaned as she pumped up bigger and bigger.  Her underwear began to creak and squeal as if it too were on the verge of bursting.  
“Fuck, my underwear is gonna give!” swore Jessica, “I need to get out of here!”  Huffing and puffing, Jessica slowly turned in place – she looked like a penguin trying to waddle – until she faced the door and then slowly wobbled toward it.

Despite her slow wobble, Jessica’s over-filled hooters bobbed and bounced wildly against her blimped belly, threatening to pop right out of her halter top.  Her top was way too snug and uncomfortable, but Jessica dreaded what would happen when it finally split and gave her titanic tits the freedom they were seeking so desperately.  She was even more worried about what would happen when her panties finally followed the example set by her stretchy pants and burst into shreds.  It was almost silly to worry about something as insignificant as modesty when there were clearly bigger problems at hand, but Jessica couldn’t help but think about how much MORE embarrassing this whole situation would be if she was totally nude.

She didn’t have to wait long to find out.

With a final drawn-out squeal, her halter top finally gave up and exploded off of her massive chest, showering her audience in shredded rubbery fabric.  Her skimpy bra held on, squeezing her globular tits tighter and tighter.  Boob flesh was bulging over the inadequate cups and it looked like the back hook would break at any moment.

“Too…much…pressure,” grunted Jessica, waddling toward the door.  “I’m…getting…so…full….and…tight…can’t…hold…much more!  I’ll burst!”  She was nearly spherical she was so large.  She felt like she was bursting at the seams she was getting so big and fat.

“Jessica, you’re not gonna fit through that door…” said Sandy.

“Sandy, you stupid bitch, don’t you think I can see that?!” shouted Jessica, even more pissed than ever.  It was pretty obvious by this point that Jessica was way too wide and thick to fit; she was almost spherical, round as a basketball.  But she didn’t know what else to do, so she keep waddling toward the door even as her increasing girth slowed her down more and more.  “Can’t you see…that..I’m….gonna…explode?!? …Do…something!…Oh…so….tight..” Jessica moaned loudly. “Oh!”  Jessica’s orb-like body had begun to rise off the ground, still swelling rounder and fuller.  “I’m…floating!…It’s…like…I’m..filling…with…helium..I’m…turning…into…a..blimp..help!”  The creaking and stretching noises were getting louder and Jessica realized that they weren’t coming from her bra and panties; they were coming from her!

“I’m reaching my limits!” she yelled angrily.  “I..can’t hold another ounce!  Ohhhh I know I’m gonna burst!”

Jessica’s bloated, billowing form gently hit the ceiling, where she continued to grow at an alarming rate.  Pretty soon, she would fill the room.  And once that happened, it would start to squeeze her…and that couldn’t be good.

Almost as bad, Jessica could feel the straining clasp of her overflowing brassiere digging deeply into her back as she continued to swell.  That bra was built for holding massive melons, but nothing like this!  The body band was stretching, the clasp hooks were groaning, the cups were splitting apart.  Finally, with a loud crack, the overtaxed undergarment split apart, falling to the floor and allowing her overinflated knockers to bounce free.  She’d always been proud of her full cleavage, but now her bosom had ballooned into a pair of genuine helium hooters, bloating up to the size of beachballs and beyond and stretching her aereolas out to the diameter of dinner plates.  She could feel the pressure in her mammoth mammories building up behind her nipples, which had already puffed up to the size of wine corks.
The only thing standing between her and complete nudity now was her panties and those were quickly unraveling.  Jessica’s underwear couldn’t take much more – it was pulled so tight that it had turned into a thong between her now planetoid butt cheeks, giving her a painful wedgie that nearly made her cry out loud.  The big she grew, the deeper that wedgie tugged into her bottom.  When she finally heard stitches start to fail, she almost breathed an audible sigh of relief.  Being naked wouldn’t be so bad after that pain!  Once the elastic waistband gave up the ghost and snapped with a loud PING and her stretched underwear blew off like a rubberband, Jessica didn’t feel quite so relieved.
She was now completely naked.  But she was still growing.

Jessica was certain that she was filled beyond her limits, but her body seemed to have other plans.  She was still bloating bigger and bigger and BIGGER, her body creaking and groaning with the force of holding in all that hot air, all that pressure, building up inside her, forcing her skin to stretch further and further.  At this point, Jessica was little more than a human blimp, a gas-filled dirigible of a girl so overfilled with air that she was completely round other than a tiny peanut head and two useless flapping hands at her sides.  Her body was rapidly overtaking even that, as her head and hands sank into deep divots in her swollen flanks.
“Shit… shit… shit!”  Jessica struggled to keep her head above the rising tide of her overfilled body, but she was fighting a losing battle.  She was so tightly filled that she could barely talk anymore, barely even breathe with all those pounds of internal pressure pushing in on her lungs.  She could only just gasp slightly as she felt the summit of her over-stretched belly brush against the floor.  It was official.  She had grown so vast that she filled the room, top to bottom.  Jessica could feel herself continue to grow, her stomach flattening against the floor and her butt spreading against the ceiling.  The room was beginning to feel overly tight and constraining and Jessica could only moan and whine in response – she was so full of air that she was completely helpless, so turgid and engorged that she could barely move a muscle other than to whisper.
Her enormous, zeppelin-sized body creaked loudly, pressing against the room around it with increasing pressure.

“Oh Gawd…what’s…that…sound,” gasped Jessica.  The internal pressure was so high, so intense, that she was starting to go red in the face from the stress of holding it all in.

Sandy could see Jessica’s flanks quivering and throbbing under the strain.  She was so overblown that it looked like a gentle poke in the side might be enough to rupture her.

CREEEAAAAKK…

Oh Gawd, I hope that’s the walls, thought Jessica.

CREEEEEAAAAAAAKKKK…

“Oh Gawd, I think.. I think that’s me!  I’m groaning with pressure! I…can’t…hold…it all!”
CREEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAK

Jessica’s fellow diners could only gawk in disbelief at the enormous blimp woman who now completely filled the room from top to bottom.  Those who still had some presence of mind slowly backed away from the engorging blimp, vaguely aware that she must be approaching her physical limits and worrying about what that might entail.  A few started whispering urgently amongst themselves, confused and astonished by the sight in front of them.

“She’s huge!  What’s going on?  Is.. it is pssible for a girl to get that big?”

“She’s going to be bigger than the moon if she keeps going!  Maybe bigger than the world!”

“She’s turning into a blimp!  We gotta get out of here before she blows!”

Jessica’s engorged form was visibly throbbing as it fought to hold in all the air expanding inside her.  Jessica had no idea where all the air was coming from.  What was causing this?  Why was she still growing?  When would this stop?  The tightness was so insanely intense that she almost wished that she would hurry up and explode just to put an end to this endless humiliation.

Jessica’s head looked tiny on her distended body. “Gonnapopgonnapopgonnapop!” she gasped. “Do something, you idiots!”

Sandy made a decision then. “Everyone!” she yelled. “Everyone cover their ears!”

Everyone covered their ears.

“What?!” shouted Jessica.  She shouldn’t have shouted.  Maybe she could have held out for just a little while longer, but just the small intake of air necessary to shout was enough to push her past her utmost boundaries.  That was it.  She was done.
KABOOOOOOOM!!!!  The pressure finally overcame even Jessica’s extreme boundaries and the arrogant diva finally exploded into a million pieces with a thunderous boom that rocked the building to its foundations, blowing all the windows to shards and knocking diners to the walls.
The explosion could be heard for blocks, setting off car alarms and setting dogs to howling.  Several streets over, a strange girl with black mascara in a dark loligoth dress smiled smugly to herself as she heard the fading echoes of a loud boom.

“Your chest was as bloated as your ego,” she said to herself, “But I think it was better when the rest of you was too.”
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