Bursting at the Seams

By Mollycoddles

Creeeeeeaaaaaaak POP!
Bunny’s eyes widened as she watched the top button spring from her denim top, sailing away from her bosom and across the room.  Her overfull breasts bulged from the gap left by the defeated button like rising bread in an oven.

Maybe I’ve had enough, thought Bunny. Maybe this is a warning sign that I need to stop.

Because this was not normal.

Bunny was voluptuous. No one could deny that.  By the luck of genetics, her excess weight was distributed across her ample rear, thick thighs, and vast bust in just the right proportions, giving her a deliciously overfull hourglass look.  But, even if her zaftig curves pleased the eye, there was no denying that Bunny was also really fat.  She was already over 300 pounds of prime fat girl meat and that was before she’d spent the whole day gorging.  Because there was nothing that Bunny loved to do more than eat except to eat more.  She started eating at breakfast and she didn’t give up until dinner.
Bunny was a glutton.  She’d grown up in a traditional southern family of big eaters, where fatty foods were normal and second helpings were encouraged.  Her parents thought nothing of it when their spoiled chubby child grew into a tubby teen and finally into a massive, zaftig, pillowy adult.  So Bunny was no stranger to indulgence.

But usually, she ended the day completely stuffed and bloated.  For some reason, that wasn’t happening.  She certainly LOOKED stuffed and bloated.  A whole day of extreme binging had puffed Bunny up like a blow-up doll until her clothes were squealing at the strain of holding her in… but she was still hungry!

What was wrong with her?  She stared at the empty gap left by the departed button, tracing the faint red lines on her bosom with her eyes.  She was growing too fat, too fast, and stretchmarks now laced her swollen breasts and belly.  She was huge! The more she ate, the bigger she grew – her bottom swelled out behind her like a pair of overinflated weather balloons, so vast that her chubby hands couldn’t reach her backside anymore.  Another stitch in the side of her overloaded jeans broke as she breathed; everything was so tight now that she was acutely aware of every small sensation.  She could feel her skin tingling it was so stretched over her thick thighs and enormous rear, she could feel the fabric of her top caressing her breasts and upper belly like a second skin, she could feel the taxed buttons on her button-fly jeans pressing into the bloated expanse of her lower paunch, the cold metal against her hot, flushed abundant flesh.
Why was she so big?  She was inflating like a balloon! Was this some sort of cosmic punishment for her gluttony? She couldn’t believe what was happening.

But at the same time, she couldn’t stop herself.

“Wow-ee,” said Bunny under her breath, “Looks like I’m just bustin’ out now!”

She turned to her boyfriend Todd with a big grin on her chubby cheeks, her bright face belying the confused turmoil inside her head.

“Todd, sweetie, what else ya got to eat?”
Were those words really coming out of her mouth? Yes. Yes they were.  Because even though that little voice in her head was still muttering darkly about the consequences of unrestrained eating, the pleasure center in her brain was vibrating with excitement at the idea of eating even more.  Bunny had never stopped eating without feeling like she was about to pop and she wasn’t about to stop now… even if her body was reacting weirdly to her binge, swelling up like she was having a strange allergic reaction to food!

Todd wasn’t so sure.

For one thing, his tubby southern girlfriend had been eating ALL day.  That was pretty normal. Todd had to admit that part of what attracted him to this gorgeous southern belle was her gusto for life.  Bunny never did things half-assed.  Moderation was a dirty word to Bunny, and that especially applied to her attitude toward food.  She’d always been chubby, then voluptuous, then big, now she was fat and getting fatter all the time.  Watching Bunny pack away a monster-sized meal was a sight to behold and always left Todd wondering how Bunny could possibly fit all that good stuff inside her growing belly without bursting.

But today, she might have finally overdone it.  Bunny had woken up ravenously hungry today, enough that she insisted that Todd take her out to her favorite buffet for breakfast. But even a few hours at the buffet wasn’t enough for her ravenous hunger. After they’d been kicked out and returned home, Bunny tore her way through the kitchen until everything was gone.

There was barely a scrap of food left in the house except for the one bowl of after dinner mints that Todd found at the back of the pantry.

But now Bunny was eating those too. The first mint proved the final straw for the top button on her overstressed top.

“Are you sure you should still be eating?” asked Todd, holding the bowl of mints dubiously.

“Todd, you worry way too much. I don’t know what you think is going to happen! It’s not like I’m gonna blow up or something,” said Bunny in that deliciously honey-drenched southern accent of hers.  “I told you, Todd, I was raised on grits and gravy, so there ain’t nothin’ this big ol’ tum of mine can’t handle.”
Bunny patted her bulging belly.  Her latest feast had transformed her gut into a big round orb, filling all the space between her ample bosom and her fleshy fupa.  This morning, the bottom of Bunny’s denim vest could still be tucked into the waist of her jeans, but now her belly proved too much of an obstacle.  Bunny was obscenely bloated, her stomach sticking out in front of her like a giant rosy pink beachball, her deep dark navel stretched into a thin line across her middle.  The denim vest only reached about halfway down her torso, the buttons stretched tightly, leaving the massive wobbling inner tube of blubber around her middle quite bare.
“C’mon, Todd, hand me the bowl, that’s a good boy.”

“I…I just don’t know if I should…”

A dark look crossed Bunny’s pretty, plump face.  “Todd Johnson, you ain’t never said no to me before! And you ain’t about to start now! Now you be a good fella and hand lil’ ol’ Bunny them mints ‘afore I really get mad.”

“It’s just you’ve already eaten so much today… don’t you think… don’t you feel full?”

Bunny licked her lips instinctively. “Todd, I’ll be full when I say I’m full.”

Bunny pushed another mint between her lips.  This time the change was clearly visible to the eye as Bunny’s over-pumped body puffed out even more – her bloated tummy lurched forward as her thighs gained another few centimeters.  The tearing stitches along the sides of Bunny’s legs ripped another inch, exposing Bunny’s bulging calves before they disappeared into her tight leather cowboy boots.

Bunny knew that she was a greedy girl.  She loved pleasure and she loved excess and she didn’t care how much of either she got. To her, too much was never enough.  But somewhere in the back of her mind, a small voice was whispering: Maybe this really is too much this time.  Maybe you really should take it easy.  Maybe you should quit while you’re ahead.  Look at what’s happening to you.  You’ve blown up like a frickin’ balloon.  This is not normal. This is what happens when you’re too greedy. This is what happens when you can’t stop.  How big will you grow? Will you burst your clothes? Will you explode?

Bunny frowned at the nagging thought.

But counterpoint: Chocolate is delicious.  How could a little more possibly hurt?  People didn’t really explode from eating, not even greedy gluttons like Bunny. That only happened in cartoons.  A few more bites would be fine.

Bunny crossed her eyes – a comical sight – just in time to catch the second button on her denim top bust from its thread with a loud BANG!

Bunny’s overfull belly spilled over the waist of her button-fly jeans like an inflating balloon of fat as her body filled with blubber.  Her leather belt stretched tightly, desperately straining to hold in her burgeoning waistline as the greedy southern belle relentlessly swelled rounder and rounder like a raft being pumped up with air.  The waistband of her jeans cut cruelly into her middle, forming an artificial equator between her upper and lower bellies which both continued to grow.  Bunny’s swollen fupa dressed against the overloaded material of her denim pants.  
As Bunny inhaled another mint, Todd for the first time noticed a brief flash of pink between the top two buttons on her jeans.  There it was again.  When she shifted, her belly pushed against her button-fly with enough force to form a crescent-shaped gap between the buttons.  After another mint the gap didn’t only appear intermittently when Bunny breathed in: It was now a permanent fixture and growing too.  Now there was a gap between the second and third button, and this one was growing enough that he could see the white flash of Bunny’s low-cut panties below the ballooning pink of her tightening tummy.
“Oh Todd, this is so strange. What’s happening to me? I’m feeling so… strange.”  Bunny frowned at her size, even as she plucked another mint between two dainty fingers to pop into her eager mouth.  

In response, Bunny’s bulging body shuddered, her round bottom and plump haunches swelling outwards just the teeniest bit.  Bunny’s denim clothes creaked, a few more threads snapping as her tantalizing pink flesh blossomed into view.  Bunny was growing bigger.

Yet the greedy southern belle refused at all to acknowledge what was happening to her, instead preferring to continue nibbling on the mints that were slowly but surely blowing her up like a balloon.

Pop! Another button let loose, Bunny’s impossibly round breasts pushing even further into the open.  Todd silently noted that Bunny wasn’t wearing a bra beneath her denim top; the garment was stretched so tightly that surely he would have glimpsed a hint of brassiere between the quivering buttons if she wore one.  But all he was the pale white flesh of her billowing orbs, their taut quivering surface laced with faint blue veins as they grew.  
Of course, he could also see the plump nipples topping Bunny’s melon-sized breasts as they poked through the over-stretched fabric, forming little tents in the material since no bra was there to restrain their enthusiasm.

Bunny was swelling relentlessly as she nibbled on her mints.  The fraying seams running down her pants legs were almost ruined by now. A few more inches and the rips traveling upward from her plumping calves would meet the tears traveling downward from her bloating thighs and then her pants would simply explode off of her.  It was a miracle that they hadn’t exploded already. Todd had to admit he was impressed; he never thought that denim could stretch like that.

Yet it could.

And it kept stretching even as Bunny plucked another mint from her bowl.  The prodigiously pumped-up southern princess closed her eyes and licked her lips, almost lost in a blessed-out trance, as she raised this tasty morsel to her mouth and pushed it between her glossy lips.

“Mmmm so good,” she mumbled, smacking her lips gleefully.  The response was predictable.  Once again, Bunny’s whole body rumbled and shivered as the chocolate quickly plumped her up with who knows how many more magical calories.  This time, the expansion proved too much for Bunny’s poor, overburdened belt.  With a final long agonized groan and a sudden loud SNAP, the overworked leather burst apart. The two loose ends of her ruined belt flung to her sides as Bunny’s belly spilled out.  Without her belt to help restrain her, Bunny was putting increased pressure on her pants buttons. Todd could already see that the gaps between the buttons on Bunny’s fly had increased by several inches, the material straining hard but still holding.

He wasn’t sure how long her clothes could hold.  Heck, he wasn’t sure how long SHE could hold. 

“Sugar, you worry too much,” said Bunny, “Ain’t no way a lil’ teensy bit o’ chocolate could ever hurt a big gal like me.”

Creeeeeeeeeeeeakkkkk

“I ain’t even full… I could eat plenty more!”

Ping! Her statement was punctuated with a sharp pop as her tummy lurched forward, finally blowing the top button off of her jeans.  Bunny let out an almost imperceptible sigh of relief at the release… finally her waist was just a tad freer!  Still, the remaining two buttons were still doing their jobs, holding fast as Bunny’s belly filled out more and more, rolling the elastic waistband of her knickers down until the top quarter of Bunny’s curly pubic hair could be seen between her jeans’ tightly-stressed buttons.

How much bigger could she get?

How much more could she hold?

Bunny’s blimping form shuddered and quivered under the intense internal pressure as her belly and breasts continued to swell.  Bigger and bigger, rounder and rounder… Bunny was starting to look like a bundle of balloons.  She was so round and tightly-packed and she just kept growing rounder and tighter.
“I think…”

Pop! Pop! Pop!

Bunny’s fly burst open, blowing the remaining buttons across the room with a loud clatter.

“I think…”

CREEEEEEEAAAAAAKKKK

“I think…I…”

The strained creaks and groans coming from the trembling blimp of Bunny’s overblown body were nearly deafening.  Her body was throbbing with extreme fullness, looking more and more unstable by the second.  

RIIIIIIP!

The double reinforced seams of Bunny’s jeans were no match for her dangerous curves.  Bubbles of soft, pillowy fat ballooned from the tears zipping along her pant legs, between her thighs, and across the vast expanse of her doughy derriere.  The rivets snapped off with high-pitched pings as her butt finally billowed big enough to blast the back pockets off her pants.  Her jeans were in shreds, falling to the floor in pieces as she continued to ominously inflate like a helium balloon.  Bunny was huge now!  She might well be the biggest, rounded woman in the world – and she was still growing!

Pow! The final button on her denim top, the last quivering button just below the swell of her bosom and the arc of her belly, finally gave up the ghost.  Her two sides of her jacket flapped out to her sides as her breasts and belly exploded outwards.  Bunny tried to conceal her embarrassment.  Without her clothes to restrain her, her belly seemed even more overwhelming!  
RIIIIIIP

Finally the overstretched panties gave up the ghost as her belly and thighs puffed out just enough to completely tear through the unraveling material.  The defeated garment fell to the floor in shreds, leaving Bunny completely nude. Her pink skin was flushed nearly red as it strained across the vast curves of her massive melons, bloated belly, thunderous thighs, and gargantuan ass.
By this point, Bunny was so inflated that she could barely move.  Her turgid arms popped out to her sides like a pair of wings, so bloated that she couldn’t put them down.  Her legs were beyond curvaceous, they were big meaty drumsticks so filled with blubber that they looked like pool toys.  She was completely blown up.  Smothered between her own giant tits, Bunny could barely even talk now.  Her words were muffled by acres of taut boob flesh, but he just managed to make out one sentence:

“Maybe I ate just a tad too much,” came Bunny’s voice, tentative and shy, from between the gargantuan gazongas.

That was all that she had time to say, because a split second later Bunny simply couldn’t hold anymore.  She was filled far beyond her limits, her skin stretched nearly to impossible lengths, her body inflated to an impossible size.

CREEAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAKKK

Todd knew he shouldn’t abandon Bunny in her time of need, but he couldn’t help but scoot slightly back in his seat as Bunny’s burgeoning bulk cast a growing shadow across the room.

There was no way that she could keep inflating forever.  Sooner or later, Bunny was going to pop… and he was going to be caught in the explosion if he didn’t get out of here!  But he couldn’t bring himself to run, he was too fascinated watching Bunny turn into a human blimp.  It was strangely beautiful, how perfectly round and burstingly tight she was becoming!  Pretty soon, Bunny would become a perfect sphere.

For a teeny tiny fraction of a second, Bunny thought – hoped – that was just her clothes. But then she remembered: She was naked.  Her clothes had long since burst.  Now the only thing left to burst… was her.

“I am…kind of…full…I hope I don’t…I couldn’t…I simply couldn’t…”

Her guts churned and burbled, still working hard to digest her massive meal and turn every calorie into soft, wobbling blubber to add to her already overburdened form.  The bloated beauty wasn’t done growing. Nope, not by a long shot!  Bigger and bigger, rounder and rounder, her skin squeaking and creaking as it stretched tighter and tighter, flushing a deeper shade of emergency red as she was pumped so full that she could barely even breathe, barely even think.

“Oh…oh my…I’m…I’m not so sure…”

Only now, after all her previous gorging and gluttony, did some doubt creep into Bunny’s voice.  She was pumped to the max, like a pool toy ready to blow, yet she didn’t stop. She was literally getting too big for her britches, about to explode and coat the walls with the evidence of her overindulgence.  So big. So massive. So…so tight!  Bunny felt herself tighten, her overloaded body pulsing with fullness, her bloated breasts and bulging body working together to overwhelm her head and smother her within her own trembling flesh.  

“Todd…I’m feeling…oof…I’m feeling…too full…oh my… I think I might just go…

KABOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOM
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