Rhonda 3

By Molly Coddles

It was a bright day and Rhonda had driven her little Toyota Tercel down to the city’s strip mall district to pick up some groceries. After finishing off a delicious burger and fries – a meal that would have made her feel immensely guilty before her injection – she was ready to shop.  You shouldn’t go shopping on an empty stomach, after all!  Now she was wobbling down the grocery store aisle, looking at toothpaste, still slurping the rest of her Jumbo Cup soda.  She was dressed in a baby-blue jumpsuit with a zip-up front, the perfect curve-hugging outfit to display her perfect bottom and bulging titties.  

Rhonda sucked down the last of her soda.  She smiled to herself as she felt the fabric of the suit brush against her swelling bust.  
That’s it, she thought, grow for mommy, babies.

Rhonda’s smile quickly faded and turned to a look of concern as her breasts plumped out in front of her, pressing against her jumpsuit with enough force to make the zipper creak.  Big boobs were one thing, but this was actually making her kind of uncomfortable!  In minutes, her heaving bosom overcame the poor, stressed zipper and it slid down several inches of its own accord, causing Rhonda to squeal at the sudden release. Her expanding bust welled up through the open space left by the defeated zip, and Rhonda could only gape at herself in awe.

“Jesus!” She muttered, pushing her oversized sunglasses down to peer at her own increasing breasts.  Those two massive melons put quite a strain on her once over-sized suit. “I guess this little piggy’s been stuffing herself just a little too much,” said Rhonda, scolding herself jokingly. “The girls are right! If I don’t stop overeating, soon I will be a blimp…or, rather, two blimps.”

She knew she should resist, but she couldn’t help it.  Sure, she might put on a couple more inches, but how bad could that be when they were all in the right places?  

Rhonda’s boobs were ballooning like a pair of auto airbags.  Almost daily, she found herself popping a button or splitting a seam.  She had almost outgrown an entire alphabet’s worth of brassieres.  If only she could control her eating, maybe she could shrink herself down to a manageable size.  But that was impossible.  Rhonda was an incorrigible glutton, and she knew it.  The fact that her binging now made her shirts tight rather than her pants didn’t do anything to discourage her sweet tooth.

“Oof!” yelped Rhonda as she collided with the woman coming around the corner, tripping over her shopping cart and dropping her empty soda cup on the floor.

“Oh, I’m sorry, honey!” said Rhonda apologetically, “I wasn’t paying attention –“ She trailed off as her eyes drank in the other woman’s form.  The woman pushing the cart was a trim little blonde woman with her light hair piled up in a fluffy way that recalled some country singer and she was wearing a sleeveless denim shirt and jeans, but there was no mistaking Donna, the nurse from Dr. Tran’s office.  But the biggest change in Donna wasn’t her hair or clothes – it was her chest.  If anything, her humungous hooters had at least doubled in size, so large and round that Donna was leaning over the shopping cart for support.  Rhonda saw now that she really didn’t have that much in her cart; more likely she’d chosen it over a basket so that she could rest her bulbous chest in the cart’s child seat.

“No worries,” said Donna brightly, “It happens to everyone!” Recognition suddenly dawned on the buxom blonde Barbie doll.  “Oh, wait, it’s you! The lady from Dr. Tran’s! How lovely to see you! How do you like your results so far? Oh, I know I shouldn’t ask – patient confidentiality and all that, but I just can’t help it.  I’m just a nosy Nellie, I guess.”

“Definitely happy,” said Rhonda, “You can count me as another satisfied customer.”

Donna leaned forward, smiling widely.  Her eyes strayed briefly to Rhonda’s own – suddenly small - bustline.

“Wow, Donna,” she continued, suddenly a little awkward, “You’ve certainly, uh, grown.  I almost didn’t recognize you.”

“I know, aren’t they great?” gushed Donna, standing up straight.  The top two buttons of her shirt were undone – probably more from necessity than any attempt to be coy – and the top of her buoyant boobies rippled before disappearing beneath the hem of her undershirt. “I think I’ve gone up a full cup-size since the last time I saw you.  Of course, it’s hard to be sure, since I gave up wearing bras. I mean, sure, I miss the support, but I was always outgrowing them and that got expensive, you know?  Plus I find that as long as I keep growing, they never have time to sag!”

Jesus, thought Rhonda, It sounds like she’s actually happy to be so big! Suddenly Rhonda’s mind was filled with the ominous image of herself, bed-bound, pinned down by breasts the size of beanbags.  Was that her future if she kept growing?  Her previous elation was now being replaced with worry.
Donna leaned over to her new friend and whispered conspiratorially: “And let me tell you, my boyfriend really loves them too. He keeps begging for more, more, more of these puppies. Not that I need his approval to keep going.”

“So..you’re purposely getting bigger, right?” said Rhonda.  If Donna was really trying to blimp her boobs, that would explain why she got so big so fast.  

Donna looked confused. “Of course! It’s been my lifelong dream to really be big up-top, to really give Pamela Anderson a run for her money. Before I met Dr. Tran, I’d been completely fat and completely flat-chested all my life.  It was the worst of both worlds!  Oh, you should have heard the mean taunts the boys used to use on the playground!” She shut her eyes and her lips quivered briefly before she composed herself and continued. “But not anymore! Now I’m the mega-mammoried sex goddess that everyone envies. It hasn’t been easy, of course.  Do you have any idea how many boxes of ice cream I had to scarf down before I even popped out of my A cups? But isn’t that everyone’s story?”

Rhonda laughed in relief.  Donna was obviously intentionally blowing herself up beyond reason, trying to turn herself into some stereotypical cartoon bimbo as a way to compensate for her years of being an ironing board. That meant that Rhonda’s casual snacking probably wasn’t nearly enough to put her in Donna’s position!

“But look at me yakking away!” laughed Donna, placing a friendly hand on Rhonda’s shoulder. “Look at you! You look like you’re busting out all over!” She pointed a finger at the defeated zip on Rhonda’s suit.  Rhonda felt herself flushing and coughed in embarrassment, causing a bit of jiggling. She grabbed the zip and tried to yank it back up without success 

“How big are you planning on getting, girl?” asked Donna curiously, her blue eyes sparkling.

“Actually, I’m not really planning on getting bigger,” said Rhonda, “I just got the nanites to help me lose some weight. My new babies here are just a side benefit.” She struck a pose, hoping to draw Donna’s attention to the other changes in her figure. But Donna’s eyes never left her bulging bosom. Jeez, thought Rhonda, What is wrong with this girl? She’s totally obsessed by boobs!
Donna withdrew her hard, suddenly a little standoffish. “You’re not trying for bigger…? Oh, I’m so sorry, I just thought that since you were so much big…I mean, you look really good! The pounds are just melting off of you!”

“Wait,” said Rhonda, “What do you mean by ‘so big?’”

“Nothing, nothing,” said Donna, grabbing her giant titties and gently plopping them back into the childseat of her shopping cart. “I just meant, well, you’ve gotten bustier than any of Dr. Tran’s other patients so far, so I just thought you were…like me…you know, in it for the boobs. I’m sorry, I have to go.”

Donna swiveled her shopping cart around and briskly trotted off, bodacious boobs bouncing in time with her step, leaving Rhonda to mull over her words.  All of a sudden, her new assets didn’t seem like such assets anymore.  Could she possibly get that big? She’d be a freak of nature at that size, little more than a pair of oversized titties.  Being a buxom babe was fun, but that was just ridiculous.  If she got as big as Donna, Rhonda doubted that she’d even be able to stand up straight.  And if she got any bigger than Donna, she wouldn’t be able to stand up at all! 

Her mind still reeling with frightening possibilities, Rhonda made her way home. As every little bump in the road jolted her car, Rhonda was suddenly acutely aware of how violently her enlarged chest jiggled and swayed.  Was it getting bigger?  No, no, that wasn’t possible; she hadn’t eaten anything since lunch.  But what about that giant soda? How many empty calories were there in that thing, now coursing through her body, going straight to her monster bazooms? Rhonda’s long-nailed hands gripped the steering wheel in sudden terror as she imagined her breasts inflating before her like a pair of pumped-up balloons.  Her own personal set of air bags. Somehow, now that the possibility seemed real, that mental image wasn’t all the funny at all.

Rhonda was suddenly aware that she was sucking on a nugget of hard candy. She must have absentmindedly plucked it out of her purse before she’d started driving and popped it in her mouth.  Disgusted with her own weak will, she grabbed a crumpled napkin out of the car’s door handle tray and spat it out.  No wonder Donna was shocked at her size!  Rhonda’s incessant nibbling was probably behind her new D-cups, and if she didn’t curb her appetite soon…

By the time she returned to her apartment, she was literally in a tizzy with fear.  She slammed the door open and threw herself onto the sofa with a moan that drew Denise from the kitchen.

“Here, Rhonda, you’ll love this! It’s my own recipe.” Denise plumped down a bowl of chili on the coffee table in front of her expanding roomie.  Rhonda rolled over to see the bowl.

“I’m not hungry right now,” she said firmly.

Denise was almost as shocked to hear Rhonda refuse food as Donna had been to see her giant knockers earlier.  This was totally out of character for an incorrigible glutton like Rhonda.  Denise bit her lip in worry; had she been found out? Had Rhonda discovered that she was secretly being fattened up like a prize heifer just for the sick pleasure of her closeted lesbian roomie?

“Are you okay, Rhonda?” asked Denise gently. She pulled up a chair next to the couch. Rhonda sat up, clutching a pillow to her chest and looking absolutely miserable.

“I met Donna – I mean, the nurse from Dr. Tran’s office today,” said Rhonda, her lips quivering.  Her voice sounded cracked and strained and Denise realized she was struggling to hold back tears. “I told you about her right?”  Rhonda pretended to cup a pair of enormous imaginary breasts and Denise nodded sagely. “Well, she was at the store and she was even bigger. My God, you should have seen her. She was enormous! Grotesque! The size of her, she’d need a wheelbarrow to get around. And I started thinking…what if I get that big? I mean, I’m already bigger than I’ve ever been in my life and they keep getting bigger the more I eat! And I can’t stop eating!”  Rhonda burst into tears and buried her face in the pillow.

“Oh, honey!” cried out Denise in concern. She jumped off her chair and slid next to Rhonda on the couch to put her arms around her distraught roommate. She had never seen Rhonda so upset!

Rhonda leaned into her, still blubbering.  “What am I going to do, Denise? I’ll be a monster if I don’t stop growing! But I love to eat too much!”

“Rhonda, calm down! It’ll be okay!”  She awkwardly patted Rhonda’s heaving back, hoping that she wasn’t being too forward.  This was acceptable, right?  “You’re not going to get as big as Donna.”

“And how would you know?” snapped Rhonda, looking up.  Tears streaked her pretty face.  “I’m going to look like a porn star before this is done and there’s nothing I can do about it!  I’m going to have tits the size of planets! Oh God this is terrible!  I never should have gotten these nanites.  I’d rather just be plain old pudgy Rhonda than some sort of balloon-breasted freak!”

Denise bit her tongue.  She missed pudgy Rhonda too, preferring a woman with ample curves, but she did have to admit that the new Rhonda was also easy on the eyes.  What Rhonda had lost on her thighs and stomach, she had more than gained in her bust and booty.  Her hourglass figure was starting to make her look like the number 8.

Suddenly, Denise saw an opportunity.  Oh no, she thought, that’s terrible.  She couldn’t take advantage of Rhonda’s vulnerability like that!  Then again…she’d come so far already, always secretly feeding her plumping roommate, molding her body to fit Denise’s desires, always without Rhonda’s permission.  Was this next step so much worse?

“Rhonda, if the problem is that you can’t stop eating, then you just need to make sure you eat the right things!”

“And how am I going to do that?”

“Simple!  You’re growing bigger boobs, cuz the nanites are moving all the fat you eat to your chest. You just need to find a healthy way of snacking.”

“Oh what, snack on carrot sticks all day? Be real, Denise! There’s no way that would work! I love sweets too much!”  Rhonda sobbed.  She should have known that this nanites solution was too good to be true.  She thought that she’d found an easy way live with her sweet tooth, but now her sweet tooth was going to do her in!

“No, not carrot sticks.  You just substitute low fat alternatives. You know, crackers for chips, carob for chocolate.”

Rhonda grimaced, sticking out her tongue.  “Those don’t taste as good and you know it.”

“Only because you don’t have a good cook.”

“Oh I know what you’re going to say,” said Rhonda, “But I’m sorry, Denise, your cooking is what got me into this situation in the first place.”

“Well, I wasn’t cooking you healthy food before,” said Denise, “I was cooking you regular food.  But give me a shot, I know all sorts of low-cal, low-fat recipes that taste great!  If you let me prepare your meals, I’ll make sure you get such great food with so low fat that you’ll never be tempted to snack on any high fat sweets ever again!”

“You…you think that would work?”

“I know it would.”

“And you’d do that for me?”

“With pleasure.”

“Oh Denise!”  Rhonda threw her pillow aside and jumped on Denise, hugging her tightly.  Denise was startled, almost embarrassed to feel the warmth of Rhonda’s generous hooters against her flatter chest.  “You’re the best! I don’t deserve a friend as good as you!”

Denise looked down to see Rhonda’s big round derriere.  She had to resist the temptation to reach down and squeeze it, so she just put her arms around Rhonda’s back.  She again felt a twinge of guilt for what she was doing, but she suppressed it.

“There there, what are friends for?” she said reassuringly.

***

Poor Rhonda!  She had no idea that Denise was much more interested in seeing her roommate grow than shrink.  But even with Denise’s help, Rhonda was still left to her own devices when she was away from home.  Who could stop her from snacking in between meals when she was out on the job?

But with Denise’s reassurances, Rhonda was soon back to her old, cheerful self.  Any concerns that she might have had about her increasing curves were pushed to the back of her mind, and Rhonda was now free to concentrate on their benefits.  Because, boy oh boy, were there some real benefits!  At work, Rhonda now found herself the center of attention. Nobody mentioned her increased bust line, although in her tight blouse it must have been obvious.  But everyone seemed to treat her with a newfound respect and regard.  Only a few weeks ago Rhonda had been invisible, but now everyone was taking notice.
Rhonda click-clacked her way to her desk, putting a little extra swing in her step to make her new curves bounce and sway.  I really shouldn’t exploit my new looks like this, she thought, what would my mother say?  Rhonda’s mother was an outspoken feminist who always railed against the unfair treatment of women in the workplace, with particular disdain for the way that men only seemed to care whether or not a woman was hot.  And look at Rhonda now! On the other hand, Rhonda couldn’t help but enjoy the attention after a lifetime of being taken for granted.  Finally, she was getting her due!
“Looking good, Rhonda!” said Joel as he passed her desk, giving her an enthusiastic thumbs up. Rhonda smiled back and batted her eyelashes playfully.  She felt flirty today. And with her knock-out figure, why shouldn’t she?  She could have any man she desired! Gone were the days of old, fat Rhonda.  This was a whole new ballgame.

Humming happily, Rhonda opened the drawer to her desk. Oh, what’s this? Some kind person had left a little box of mini-donuts in here!  She giggled. It must have been that rascal Joel! Such a sweet boy, still trying to win her heart through her stomach.  Because who else would be leaving her fattening treats in her office?
I shouldn’t eat these, she thought, remembering how her out-of-control appetite could lead to out-of-control breast growth.  After all, she had made a pact with Denise to let her roommate act as her dietician.  What good would that do if Rhonda stuffed herself like a little piggy when she was out of the apartment?

Still, they weren’t that many.  She could probably afford to splurge just this once.  Rhonda bit her lip.  Okay.  Maybe just one donut.  After all, it would be rude to reject such a thoughtful gift…

Rhonda pulled the box out of the drawer and placed it squarely on the table with a flourish.  Was Joel watching her from around the corner, curious to see if she had found his gift?  As long as she had his attention, Rhonda couldn’t resist putting on a little show. She nibbled at the donut sensuously – or, rather, as sensuously as one can nibble a donut.  It wasn’t exactly the sexiest of foods, but Rhonda gave it her all.

She licked her tongue along the donut top to scoop up as much of the crisp, creamy icing as she could, before she popped the rest of the dainty pastry into her mouth.

“Mmmmm,” she sighed, her eyes closed.  Heavenly! And to think, she’d denied herself these tasty treats for so long because of her stupid metabolism.

“Rhonda? You ready for the meeting?”

Bill suddenly stood before her, looking down at her uncertainly.  She realized suddenly how she must look, her face full of dense cakey donuts.

“Hmmm,” mumbled Rhonda, her mouth full of donut.  As Bill turned away, Rhonda surreptitiously wiped her mouth on her jacket sleeve and swallowed the last of her snack. 

I really shouldn’t be pigging out on donuts like this, thought Rhonda, but after all those years of worrying about my figure, it feels soooo good just to let loose. And, really, what’s the harm?
Rhonda patted her stuffed tummy. It pooched out slightly now, but it should settle down soon.  And she might even gain a couple inches up top for her trouble!  Rhonda smirked at the thought.

“Hey,” said Joel, poking his head into her cubicle.  His eyes fell on her bustline but quickly looked up to her face.  “You going to the meeting? You, uh, wanna walk there with me?”

Rhonda nodded.  “Thanks, Joel, I would be happy to.”  She stood up, straightened her jacket, and set off with Joel for the meeting room, heels clicking smartly, bosom bouncing happily.
***


Rhonda sat quietly, drumming her fingers along the table.  She shifted uncomfortably in her seat.  There was no reason for her, as a copy editor, to really be included in this meeting, but Bill liked to include the entire newsroom just to make everyone feel like their opinion was valued.  Rhonda was glad for the opportunity, since it gave her a chance to pipe in with suggestions that, she hoped, would mark her out as a serious go-getter.  She didn’t want to remain a lowly copy editor her whole life!

“The problem is that we’re not getting any new readers,” said Bill, “We need more readers.  What can we do?”

Rhonda cleared her throat. All eyes turned to the newly busty babe.  Rhonda smirked. She had noticed that people paid more attention when she talked ever since her transformation began.

“Obviously, if we want more readers, we’re going to have to draw more young people in,” said Rhonda.  No sooner had she said it than did Rhonda feel an odd stirring in her chest.  Damnit, she thought desperately. I knew I should have worn a looser blouse. But I was so sure I was done growing… Maybe those donuts were a lot more fattening than she’d thought!
Rhonda kept talking, never pausing in her spiel as her already ample breasts jostled and shook inside her increasingly skin-tight top.  Her bra was beginning to itch, the straps cutting into her shoulders.  Her blouse was pulling tighter under the armpits, the buttons starting to gap.

“I think it’s really important that the reporters start putting titles on their stories,” she continued, emphasizing her words with a grandiose sweep of her arms.  Big mistake.  She felt a slight twitch under her armpits and knew that her blouse was giving up the ghost.  Luckily, no one would notice a couple popped stitches, as long as she could keep her buttons together. “That would help us out at the copy desk, since they know better –“ Pop! Rhonda twitched slightly as she felt a another stitch in her jacket rip  “- know..uh…better what the story is about.”

Keeping things together was easier said that done.  She stole a brief glance downward to see that her tits had swollen to the size of canteloupes, throbbing and pulsing and still swelling.  There was no way that she could pass this off without an explanation. Why, oh, why had she eaten those donuts? How many calories could just one box contain?  Once again, Rhonda cursed her weakness for snacks. 

“Ahem,” said Bill, coughing conspicuously. “Rhonda, uh, perhaps, uh…you should…um…check…er, yourself…”

“Heh heh,” laughed Rhonda weakly.  Her breasts must have gone up an entire cupsize just in this meeting alone because her bra was killing her.  It was only by holding her breath in and keeping as still a possible that she still hadn’t blown any of her wobbling, quivering blouse buttons across the room. “Yeah, I know…It’s, uh…” Rhonda wiped her forehead nervously, struggling to think of a plausible excuse for her inflated bustline. Then it hit her!

“I’m retaining a bit of water. You know, that time of the month.”

That was good enough.  The men in the room seemed to buy that explanation, but the women still looked at her skeptically.  Especially since Rhonda’s growth wasn’t stopping.  She’d never bloated up this badly before, but, knowing these men, they wouldn’t bother thinking about the ridiculousness of her excuse.  They were so busy staring at her big tits that they’d be willing to swallow any stupid story. Why had she eaten all that donut? She hadn’t expected to grow this much!

I’d better stop growing soon, she thought, or all these guys will be watching me shooting buttons clear across the room!
All the men in the room were staring at her chest, not even trying to disguise their lust.  The women, in contrast, just looked confused and frightened. But they all stared at Rhonda’s bloating assets, mouth agape, eyes locked on the indents that Rhonda’s prominent nipples made through the taut fabric. 
Pop! Pop! Rhonda felt a few more threads let go and prayed that she could keep it together just a little bit longer.  She must look like a air mattress being inflated!
“I…I need to go,” said Rhonda, standing up.  Her top creaked ominously.  “Right now!” she added.

No one stood in her way as she ran out the door, breasts bouncing.  Luckily the office was mostly abandoned now, so no one could see Rhonda as she jiggled her way down the hallway.  What was she going to do?  Where was she going to go?  Her first thought was to run home, to find Denise, but what good would that do?  Denise was no scientist!  Her reduced fat cooking would only help to prevent growth, not stop growth that was already happening!  And, oh God, her jacket was really starting to get tight!  With a grunt, Rhonda reached under her pillowy pontoons and fumbled with the buttons of her jacket until she felt them release.  Phew!  At least that was one less problem to worry about: she wasn’t going to ruin her jacket today!  She wished she could say the same thing about her blouse.  The buttons were still holding even if she could feel the stitching under her armpits coming apart. There was no way that she’d be able to take off her blouse and run across the parking lot in just her bra!  
And how long could her bra even last now?  Rhonda’s loose frilly blouse had some give, but her sturdy, rigid brassiere was already protesting under the strain.  What would happen when it busted?  Would it hurt when it finally snapped in two, whipping her back with its defeated straps?

Should she go to Dr. Tran?  The doctor was really the only person who could help her right now…  Maybe she could do something about these nanites.  What did she mean ‘maybe?”  Of course, Dr. Tran must have the answer!  It was her only hope.  
Rhonda jogged as fast as she could considering her predicament, her ponderous knockers bouncing more violently with every step, sagging lower with every bounce, pulling her buttons tighter and tighter.  There was no way that she was going to escape the building without blasting her blouse apart!  But maybe her luck would hold out and no one would be hanging around in the parking lot.  If she could just get to her car, then she was home free…  Once she was in her car, a she had to do was lean forward slightly, letting her colossal cantelopes sag into her lap, and no one would be able to tell that she was a massively-stacked freak.

Gasping, Rhonda kicked open the side door and looked outside. She could see her Tercel parked across the lot.  This morning, she had specifically parked far away from the building so that she could make sure a lot of people noticed her as she walked, tall and confident and ever so busty, toward the office.  She wasn’t feeling so confident now.
Oh shit.

A pair of ratty teenagers lounged against the side of the building, sharing an illicit cigarette.

What to do now?  She briefly considered yelling at them to get out of here.  From their slouching postures and their furtive looks, they obviously knew that they weren’t supposed to be here, so maybe it wouldn’t take much to scare them off.  And if Rhonda stood inside the building with just her head outside, they wouldn’t be able to tell that her ballooning boobs now dwarfed Dolly Parton.  

On the other hand, maybe it would be best not to call attention to herself.  If she just walked briskly across the lot, she could probably get out of here before the kids even noticed her.

Then again…wait a second, why the hell should she care about these kids?  They were just some random punks whom she would probably never see again in her life.  So what if they saw her?  What were they going to do? Tell all their loser buddies about the mega-mammary mama they’d seen streaking across a parking lot, like some sort of urban legend come to life?  No one would believe them.  So fuck it.

Rhonda stood up straight, a new look of determination in her eyes.  She reached up to adjust the collar of her blouse, then gave her swollen melons a quick heft.  

“Anytime you babies want to stop, that’ll be just fine with me,” she mumbled as she took her first step out the door.

She walked as quickly and nonchalantly as she could with a pair of basketball-sized hooters sloshing about in her skin-tight top.  She purposely kept her eyes locked on her car.  That was her goal.  She just had to get there. Nothing else mattered.

It certainly didn’t matter when she heard a surprised gasp coming from one of those punk kids, following by a “Dude! Look!”
Or maybe it did.  Angrily, Rhonda turned to stare down the kids, eyes flashing, enormous juggs swinging wildly.  
“Why don’t you take a picture? It lasts longer!” she snarled.  And, of course, that was the very moment that her blouse finally gave up its fight against her over-inflated chest, exploding in a shower of buttons that sprayed across the lot and made the punk kids flinch.

Instantly, they both had their smart phones out, snapping photos.

“Oh crap crap crap,” muttered Rhonda, futilely trying to cover herself with her hands as her breasts continued to blow up bigger and bigger.  Without another word, she turned and ran for the car.  

Rhonda stumbled to her car, clutching her chest and futilely trying to press it back into her body.  She was getting absolutely huge and it wasn’t stopping!  This was all getting out of control!

In one fluid motion, she pulled her keys out of her purse and slid them into the lock, pulled open the door, and flopped inside.  Struggling to right herself and reach around her topheavy tits, she gunned the ignition, slammed her foot onto the gas and peeled out of the lot – leaving the shocked teens staring as she drove off.

***
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