BBW Roxy Gets Stuck

By Mollycoddles

Roxanne frowned as she packed herself into her clubbing clothes.  She just couldn’t understand what was wrong at all; these black vinyl pants had fit perfectly just last week.  Now she had to fight with the reluctant zipper to get it all the way up.  Must have shrunk in the wash, she told herself firmly.  There wasn’t any other explanation.  She couldn’t have gained weight.  That would be impossible, since she hardly ever ate anything besides salads and granola.  She had to keep her girlish figure, after all, if she hoped to snag a guy on one of her frequent midnight clubbing excursions.

The problem was that Roxy’s figure these days wasn’t so much girlish as womanly.  

Roxy was a stunning Hispanic girl with ruby red lips and dark exotic eyes.  With her dark hair pulled back in a ponytail, it really showed off her pretty face – but also her rounded cheeks and slight double chin.  She was a party girl and tonight was Saturday night, the night she always went out on the town with her girlfriends for some fun and abandon.  

Of course, they mostly went bar hopping.  And she did tend to drink rather heavily, but even the empty calories in alcohol shouldn’t be able to account for her clothes’ new tightness.  What she didn’t realize, though, was that when she was drunk, she tended to get hungry, too.  And she didn’t always pay attention to what she ate when she was feeling ravenous on those midnight rampages.  That was the main reason that Roxy had been gaining weight lately: too many empty calories from booze and beer and too many late night drunken visits to all-night pizza joints and gyro stands.
“I just don’t get it!” she said to herself as she struggled to pull this pair of tight black pants over her thighs. They were normally tight, so that she could show off her shapely legs and cute rounded butt, but this time she felt like she was suffocating in them.  “C’mon, stupid pants, fit!  Carrie will be here any minute!”  She wriggled her voluptuous figure into the hip-hugging pants and hoped they would stretch as she wore them.  

She turned slightly to get a better view of herself in the mirror and approved of what she saw.  She was a knock-out in her bootylious pants and her red croptop.  The top was strategically cut to expose some major cleavage, even though Roxy didn’t really need any help with drawing attention to that area.  Her naturally large jugs drew stares no matter what she wore and the provocative tattoo on her left boob ensured that boys always had something to look at.

A knock at the door pulled Roxy’s attention away from her reflection.  “Come in!” she called.  The door opened and her friend Carrie walked in, smiling.

“Hey, girl!” squealed Carrie. “You ready for a wild night?”  Carrie was a short blonde with a wide eager grin.  She was dressed in a pair of black pants and one of those shirts that’s only a front.  You know, the kind with the strings that tie in back.  I don’t know what they’re called but clubbing girls wear them all the time, the teases. Glitter sparkled on her generous bosom.

“You bet I am,” said Roxy, striking a pose.  Her vinyl pants groaned as she shifted, but Roxy just attributed the noise to the natural stretching of the tight material as she wore them.  “There’re supposed to be some hot new clubs opening in town tonight and I’m ready to hit them all!  How do I look?”

“Super! You are the bomb, Roxy!  No man could resist that!” said Carrie.

“You don’t think it’s too tight, do you?” Roxy turned around and stuck out her ample bum. “I think these might have shrunk in the wash.  I don’t want to look like a slut and these are so snug now that they don’t leave much to the imagination.”

“That’s the point, isn’t it, girl?” laughed Carrie, slapping Roxy’s growing bottom.  “You know how boys are: The tighter the better, if you ever expect to catch one.”

“Yeah, and I guess we haven’t been having much luck lately.  Maybe it is time to take it up a notch. But this better work, cause pants don’t get much tighter than these!”

Laughing, Carrie threw an arm around her friend and the two girls set out for yet 

another wild night.

Around two in the morning, two girls, drunk off their asses, wandered into the All-Night McRonalds (“Slogan: Misspelled for Trademark purposes!”) restaurant.  The night shift cashier wasn’t surprised; these same two chicks showed up every week around the same time.  One was a tall blonde in one of those shirts with no back.  The other was a chunky honey-colored girl, dressed in a clubbing outfit that was way too tight for her, wandered into the restaurant. Giggling and supporting each other, they stumbled toward the cashier.  They were, not to put too fine a point on it, completely sloshed.
“Hola!” cried Roxy enthusiastically.  She leaned against the counter, so that her magnificent cleavage welled up out of her close-fitting shirt and the clerk could smell the booze on her breath.  He could almost make out the tattoo on her left boob, but he couldn’t quite read it.  “Remember us? Hee hee hee!” 

Roxy had been slowly changing over the months that she had been coming here, growing larger and larger each time he saw her, but he could still recognize her.  She’d been gaining mostly in her stomach and breasts, but she didn’t seem to notice. At least, she never seemed to buy any larger outfits.   As she grew fatter, her clothes grew tighter and tighter.  Roxy’s tubby belly pressed against the red tank top so tightly that the clerk could clearly make out the indentation above her navel as well as the slight bulge of her belly button piercing.  When she straightened up, the edge of her shirt popped out of her pants, exposing a tender roll of pudge.

Jeremy certainly did remember them.  It was hard to forget them, especially Roxy.  He found the chunky Latina hard to resist.  Even if there was a lot more of her these days, he thought that it just made her look more zaftig and womanly.

“Sure,” said the clerk. “What’ll it be tonight, girls?  The usual?”

“He’s so smart!” squealed Carrie, almost toppling over her friend. “He knows everything! Yes, that’s what we’ll have…” She leaned forward, making a big production out of reading his nametag, although she already knew it. “Jeremy!”

Jeremy nodded and punched the order in: two large burger combos.

“No, no!” said Roxy suddenly. She inhaled thoughtfully, causing the small blubber roll around her middle to inflate and her shirt to ride up further.  “Gawd, I’m really hungry tonight. We’ve been out dancing all night.  I could eat a horse.  I’ll have two!”

“Ooo!” said Carrie. “Me, too!”

Jeremy nodded again and changed the order.  Laughing, the girls stumbled to the nearest booth to wait for their orders.

“What do you think of that cashier?” whispered Carrie.  “He’s not bad looking.  And I think he was checking you out!”

“You think?” Roxy cast what she thought was a surreptitious glace at the counter.  In reality, she was openly goggling, nearly falling all over herself in her drunken haze. “You think he digs me? I don’t think I’m his type.”

“Fuck, girl, what do you mean?”

“I mean, that little white boy probably wants himself a little white girl.  Probably couldn’t handle some big Latin curves like I’ve got.”  She meaningfully placed her hand on one well-rounded hip.

“I dunno, he keeps looking over here.”

“For real?”  Roxy spun around again, staring at Jeremy through narrowed eyes.  She was having a hard time parsing his face since the room was swirling before her eyes.  Gawd, she was hungry.  She hoped that he got some food over here quick before she died.

“Probably too thick for him,” repeated Roxy. Even though she was mostly oblivious to the size of her growing assets, she was aware enough to know she was, well, round.  And while that usually just made her think of herself as sexy and voluptuous, she had to admit she was a bit larger than the magazine ideal.
“C’mon, girl, you’re dynamite!  Guys love a chick with some meat on her bones.”

“Whatever,” laughed Roxy. “You think you have meat? You’re just a little twig!”

“I was talking about you, stupid,” laughed Carrie.

“Me? Now I know you’re drunk, girl!  Nobody’s ever accused ME of having meat on my bones.  I’m as thin and fit as a model, thank you very much!”  Roxy sat up straight and tossed her long raven ponytail over her shoulder.  Her hefty hooters jiggled and bounced as she moved. Roxy grinned, pointing at her generous chest. “Except here.  This is where I store all MY meat.  But, otherwise, not an ounce of flab on me.”

Roxy liked the way that sounded.  She knew it wasn’t exactly true, but still.  She was no Cindy Crawford.  Roxy was built like Jennifer Lopez or Nicki Minaj, last she checked.

“Oh, is that right?” giggled Carrie. “If you’re such a twig, I’ll bet you think you could fit through the tubes on that children’s play gym over there, huh?”  Carrie pointed to the restaurant’s indoor playground, a maze of tubes, slides, and rope ladders.  It was designed for little kids, so even a svelte woman would have trouble fitting through it.  And for a chubbette like Roxy it would be practically impossible.

“Why don’t you go play there, it’ll keep you busy.  Meanwhile, I’m going to take a nap.  Wake me when the food comes!”

Carrie folded her arms on the table and nestled her head down to catch some shut-eye.  She’d drunk even more than usual tonight, thought Roxy, so she wasn’t surprised.  That comment about Roxy having “meat on her bones” was proof enough of that… That honestly kind of smarted a bit! Where did Carrie get off calling her fat?  She was just a little…well, voluptuous.
“I’ll fit through those tubes no sweat!” said Roxy confidently to herself.  “But I’ll show you later.  Right now, let’s eat!”

Roxy had spied Jeremy approaching with their food, four burger combo meals on two trays.

“Here you go,” he said, dropping them into place. “Four combos.  Is your friend all right?”

“She’ll be fine,” said Roxy, eying the food hungrily.  Each combo consisted of a large burger, jumbo fries, and large milkshake.  “She just had too much to drink. Thanks for the food, sweetie!  You brought it just in time.  I thought I was about to faint from hunger!”

“Just doing my job,” said Jeremy with mock seriousness before saluting comically and returning to the counter.  “Just let me know if you need anything else,” he called back.

A faint smile crossed Roxy’s full lips.  That sounded promising.  Maybe Carrie was right, maybe this was her lucky night.  All this time she’d been looking for a guy, could he have been here in McRonalds, right under her nose?

“Time enough for deep thoughts later,” she said.  “Right now, it’s time to eat.  Carrie! Wake up!”  She poked her friend, but Carrie was fast asleep.  No matter what Roxy did, Carrie just mumbled and turned her head over.

“Your loss,” said Roxy as she grabbed her first burger and started to chow down.  It didn’t last nearly long enough and it seemed like she’d hardly started before the whole burger was in her belly.  Quickly, she grabbed the second one.

“More!” sighed Roxy, her mouth full of burger.  She was still starving!  If she didn’t get something more to eat right away, she was going to faint dead away.  She stuffed handfuls of fries into her mouth, chewing hastily and swallowing without tasting them.  She snatched a milkshake and chugged it without a thought, thick goopy liquid spilling out around her mouth and down the front of her tight shirt.  

She slammed the empty shake back down on the table with a satisfied belch. She rubbed her free hand across her bloated tummy, which had begun to roll over her confining pants.  In fact, her rounded belly bulged over the tightly cinched belt so much that she longed to unbuckle it and give her gut some room to breathe.  She poked her own tummy, giggling as her finger disappeared into the soft, flabby flesh.  Her belly bunched into a series of jelly rolls as she slouched over to grab another burger, hiding the deep slit of her belly button.   Sure, it was Carrie’s, she thought evilly, but Carrie was asleep.   She jammed the third burger into her mouth, chewing noisily.

“Mmmm, is good,” she mumbled dreamily. “I love burgers! Hic!”  She rolled her eyes in ecstasy as ketchup dribbled down her chin to mix and mingle with the milkshake already there.  She was beginning to feel full but, hey, there was one more burger on her plate and she couldn’t just throw it away now, could she?  She lifted the last burger to her mouth, more slowly this time, and slowly chewed her way through it.

Gingerly, she lifted her tummy flab to look at her belt.  The metal fastener was jammed through the last hole already; there was no way she would be able to loosen it.  

“How’d that happen?” wondered Roxy out loud.  “I’ve never had to fasten it on the last hole.  I must have already loosened it tonight after eating those first couple burgers.  Geez, I can’t believe I’m so drunk that I totally forgot about it. Oh, well!”

Now that she’d rationalized away her ballooning girth, she didn’t feel so bad about just unbuckling her belt.  With a sigh of relief, she popped the buckle and pulled the belt open.  Next, she scanned the room briefly, just to make sure no one was watching, and released the top button on her pants.  The two halves of her fly sprang apart instantly and Roxy groaned happily.  She slowly massaged her stuffed belly, hoping to ease the feeling of fullness slightly.

As she drifted into a bloated, contented stupor, Roxy’s eyes strayed back to the play area.  She was sure that she could fit.  Even when she was full of burgers, surely she was still thin enough to worm through those plastic yellow tubes.  And that would show Carrie a thing or two!  Even though Carrie was still asleep… 

Still woozy, Roxy lurched to her feet.  She took a step forward and instantly slipped on the wet floor.  She landed with a THUD on her wide bottom.  As she struggled to raise herself up, she completely missed the loud ripping noise that should have alerted her to a new problem.  The seat of her snug black pants had split, exposing the shiny satin material of her panties.

Roxy swaggered over to the play area, her plump rear shimmying and her shiny underwear flashing through the tear, slid herself into the tube and slowly started wriggling through.  It was a tighter squeeze than she’d expected.  Her shoulders brushed the sides and her colossal breasts were pushed up into her face.  

“Still,” she said to herself, “this isn’t so bad.  I just have to hold my breath for a bit.”  Roxy inhaled and sucked in her chubby gut, hoping that would reduce her circumference enough that she could slip through.  It worked for a little while and she moved several inches forward.  Unfortunately, Roxy wasn’t able to suck in her thighs nearly as effectively as she could suck in her belly.

The tube was designed for small children not for chubby young women, and so her massive hips and round ass didn’t fit through the opening.  She pulled but her lower body just couldn’t fit into the tube.  Her fat rump and legs refused to squeeze through.

“Carrie! Carrie, help me! I’m stuck!”

Roxy waited but heard no response from her drunken friend. Carrie must still be asleep. How could she sleep when her best friend was in trouble? Actually, it might be better that she was asleep.  If Carrie caught Roxy like this, stuck in a playtube with her fat ass hanging out in the air, she’d never hear the end of it.
Outside, Roxy was an amusing side.  By-standers could only see a chunky lower torso, clad in a pair of overly-tight vinyl pants, busted wide open, hanging out of the play tube.  Roxy kicked her pudgy legs feebly, sending a straining tearing sound through the restaurant as her struggles ripped the popping seams in her pants even more.

This time, Roxy felt her pants loosen as the stitches popped.  Shit!  She needed to stop kicking before her pants just exploded into ribbons.  But how could she get the attention of any potential savior without kicking, since the only visible part of her was her legs?  What was Roxy going to do now? She was wedged tight! 

What else was there to do?  Stay here, wedged like a chubby little pooh bee, until she lost enough weight to squeeze out? That would take forever!  Plus, the restaurant wouldn’t put up with that. Oh God, they were probably going to have to call the fire department to cut her out!  Roxy dreaded that more than anything. If the firemen came, they would be accompanied by reporters and news crews, all looking for an amusing story to pad out the evening news reports, something to give viewers a good chuckle before they turned in for bed.  Everyone in town would know her as the fatass who got stuck in a piece of playground equipment! She’d be the laughingstock of school! She’d never be able to show her face again?
Even worse, people probably wouldn’t recognize her face, but they’d definitely recognize her ass.  When she waddled by, people would point and laugh and say “I’d know that butt anywhere! I saw that butt stuck in a playtube on the evening news!”

The very idea almost made Roxy want to cry.

“Um, what are you doing there?” asked a child’s voice.  It sounded like a little girl.
Roxy froze.  “Who’s that? Help me! I’m stuck!”

“The playground isn’t for big people,” said the little girl, “You’re not supposed to be in there. I’m telling.”

“No, no, don’t tell!”  Roxy needed help, of course, but she also didn’t want anyone to know she was stuck. Maybe this kid could help her out and then no one would have to know.
“You don’t need to tell anyone,” said Roxy sweetly, “Just help me out and I promise I won’t go in the playground again, okay?”

“You’re fat,” said the little girl matter-of-factly.

Roxy scowled.  This situation was rapidly making her alcohol buzz wear off and this kid was not amusing her.

“I’m not fat,” she said.

“You are fat,” said the kid, “You can’t fit in the tube because you’re too fat and your butt is too big.  You have a big butt, lady.”

“My butt is not too…! Look, it doesn’t matter, just give me a hand, okay?”

“Your butt is big,” said the kid, turning it into a song: “Big butt! Big butt! Fat lady has a big butt!”

“Okay okay, fine! I’m fat and I have a big butt, are you happy now? Just help me out!”  Roxy squirmed and wiggled, desperate to free herself but all she could do was destroy her pants even more.

“Your pants are ripped,” said the girl.  “I think your butt was too big for them.”

“Thanks for the news flash,” said Roxy.  The little girl watched as Roxy attempted to rock back and forth to wriggle free, fascinated by both the undulation of Roxy’s wobbling butt blubber and the flashiness of her silk shiny underwear visible through the expanding tear.
“You’re gonna get more stuck,” said the girl.

“Then could you..please help me out?  Pretty please with sugar on top?”  Roxy was trying her best to be nice, but this kid was damn annoying!

“Okay.”  Finally!  Roxy felt the kids hands on her mammoth backside, pressing hard into the soft, gelatinous flesh of her booty.  “Wait, no! You’re pushing me further in! You need to pull me out!”

“You said to help!”

“Not like that! You’re making it worse!”

Roxy paused as she heard the girl suddenly burst into tears.  “But…but you said…bawww!”

“No no, don’t cry!”

“What’s going on over here?” came an older woman’s voice.

“Oh no,” whispered Roxy.

The woman must have caught sight of Roxy’s trapped ass because there was a sudden silence followed by a quick “WHAT THE HELL!?”

“Mommy said a bad word!”

“Not now, sweetie. What is the meaning of this?  Young woman, what are you doing there? That’s obscene, hanging out in those clothes where children can see you!  Get out of that tube this instant!”

“I can’t!” wailed Roxy.  She tried to demonstrate by wriggling backwards, but from the outside it just looked like she was shaking her plump rump back and forth.

“Stop that! I won’t stand for this! I’m getting the manager!”

“Oh no,” said Roxy to herself. Now her goose was cooked!  Why had she tried this stupid stunt?  She should have known that she’d never fit.  If only she hadn’t been so vain about her body!  If only she had been realistic, had stopped to think that a girl as hefty as she could never fit through that tiny tube. If only she wasn’t such a boozehound and a glutton!  All that partying and late-night binging had blown her up into a bloated blimp and now she was paying the price for her indulgence!  The manager was surely going to report her and she’d…well, at best she might get away with just being embarrassed. But it could be a lot worse!  She’d sorta just flashed a kid.  Was she going to be arrested?
Meanwhile, Jeremy stood at the cash register, bored.  He had looked away briefly and now that cute chubby girl he’d been watching all night was gone.  That was disappointing.  After watching her slowly expand from a curvy cutie to a thick sista over the past months, he’d grown rather fond of her.  Maybe one of these days he’d even wrk up the nerve to really talk to her.  He had almost thought that tonight might be the night he would make his move, but he’d apparently missed his chance.
No wait, her friend was still there, sitting at the same table, her head tilted back, eyes closed, snoring.  Roxy wouldn’t have left alone, would she?

Then something caught his attention from the playground.  It looked like someone was using a mirror to flash a Morse code message at him.  No wait, it wasn’t a message. And it wasn’t a mirror.  It was the light shining off of Roxy’s tight shiny underwear as she shimmied and wiggled, her fat round booty reflecting the fluorescent playground lights.

Before Jeremy could react, an irate mother was in his face.

“Young man, there’s a woman stuck in the playground tube and I want her removed right now!”

“I…I see that, ma’am.  I’ll take care of the problem.”

The mother still clucking behind him, Jeremy exited the counter area and started toward the playground.  He wasn’t really sure what he was going to do, but he could see that Roxy needed help.  Maybe this was his big chance! 
He walked up to Roxy, who continued to kick feebly, her moaning voice echoing inside the tube.  Jeremy could see that the chunky Latina had completely ripped her overly tight clubbing pants to shreds and, if she gained much more weight, her bubble butt would do the same to her straining knickers.

“I’m definitely never eating here again,” snapped the mother, grabbing the little girl’s hand and leading her away.  The little girl continued to sing “Fat lady got a big butt! Big butt!” in a sing-songy voice as her angry mother dragged her off.

Good riddance, thought Jeremy.  He didn’t need that bitch adding to his problems.

“What’s going on here?” said Jeremy’s voice, full of concern.  “Miss, are you okay?”

“Yeah, honey, I’m just fine,’ called Roxy, hoping she sounded cheerful.  Why did they make these tubes so narrow?  It was ridiculous.  If a slender young thing like her couldn’t pop right through, who could?  She started to wriggle backwards but that didn’t work either.  Her massive belly and bloated boobs were wedged in tightly and she was stuck fast.

“Do you need help?” asked Jeremy’s voice again.

“No, no, I’m fine!” sang Roxy, kicking her dangling legs again.  The tearing sound was louder now as the last remaining stitches down the sides of her fleshy legs began to rip, too.  Desperately, Roxy wiggled her voluptuous rear back and forth, trying to pull out, but only succeeded in causing her skin-tight leggings to burst into shreds.  Now she was stuck in absolutely nothing but her panties.  “I’m just, uh, testing the width of your playground tubes.”

“Oh,” said Jeremy. “So how are they?”

“Not wide enough! Aren’t there some regulations about this? How is anyone supposed to fit in here?”  Roxy wriggled and squirmed but her plump body was wedged in tightly.  Suddenly, she felt something grab at her feet.

“What’s going on out there?” said Roxy as angrily as she could.  Despite her aggravating encounter with that kid and her mom, Roxy was still too buzzed to sound anything other than petulant and she gave her thick legs another pathetic kick to discourage her attacker.

“I’m going to get you out, Miss!” said Jeremy’s voice. “Please don’t kick me!  Just hold on!”


“What? What’re you –ow!” Outside, Jeremy tugged on Roxy’s feet, causing her to shoot back several inches.  This didn’t do much toward getting her unstuck but it did cause her croptop to tangle itself around her armpits, leaving her stuffed, bloated belly bare.

“That didn’t work very well, Miss,” said Jeremy’s voice. “I’m going to have to get a better grip…with, uh, more leverage.  Can you move backwards at all?”

“I dunno,” slurred Roxy, annoyed.  She wiggled her hips but got no movement whatsoever. “Nuh!  I’m still stuck.”

“Okay, then the only part of you that I can grab is…uh…your butt.  Is that okay, Miss?”


“Fine, whatever,” said Roxy.  This was not going her way at all.  Not only was she stuck and starting to feel hung over but she’d ruined her favorite pants as well.  This was the worst night of clubbing she’d ever had.  She shivered slightly at the feel of Jeremy’s hands against her flanks- there weren’t any pants there anymore to dampen the sensation.  They were, she realized, quite nice hands for a cashier.

“Ready?”

“Yeah, I’m ready.”  Roxy muttered sullenly.  Her head was starting to pound and she didn’t see any way that Jeremy would be able to budge her an inch out of this stupid tube.  The hands pressed firmly into her soft flesh and tugged. 
She didn’t move.

“I knew it wouldn’t work,” said Roxy sullenly. She was getting sloppy drunk angry now. “Now I’m stuck here forever!”

“You’re not stuck forever,” said Jeremy reassuringly. “I’m going to try again. You ready?”

Once again, Roxy felt those hands grabbing onto her tender flesh of her tubby tushie.  Jeremy seemed to be having trouble getting a good grip on her – there wasn’t much that he could grab onto besides butt and he seemed reluctant to actually grab here there.  Roxy felt another shiver arc up her spine in response to Jeremy’s hands touching her skin. She felt goosebumps popping out on her arms and shoulder, and hoped that they weren’t also doing the same on her jiggly buns.
Fuck, though, it did feel good.  Maybe it was the booze, but this boy’s touch was actually making her feel really good!  Good enough that she almost forgot that she was stuck in this stupid tube!  Hmm, Roxy wondered.  If it felt that good when he just touched the tops of her legs, how could would it feel if she could actually get him to touch her butt?

“Hey! Whatsername? Jeremy?”

“Yeah?”

“What are you doing out there? You’re never going to get me out with your hands at my sides! If you want to pull me out, you’re going to need to stop being shy and actually grab onto my ass there!”

“Are…are you sure about that?”  Jeremy broke out in a sweat, his eyes transfixed on those two luscious olive orbs, almost completely exposed through the ruined vinyl pants, Roxy’s satin panties pulled between her chubby cheeks in a tight wedgie, revealing even more tantalizingly smooth skin.

“Yeah! Do it, Jeremy!  You need to grab a nice firm handful back there if you’re going to get me out!”  He still seemed hesitant, so Roxy added: “Please?”

“O..okay, I’ll try!”

His touch was light and tentative at first as Jeremy tried to get a good handle on Roxy’s butter-soft butt blubber, carefully kneading her rotund cheeks as he sought the best handhold.  As a few seconds, Roxy suspected that Jeremy, despite his best intentions, might have succumbed to the lure of her posh posterior and was just groping her for his own pleasure now.  She couldn’t help but smile at that thought – maybe she had found someone who could really appreciate her size after all!

Eventually, she heard his nervous voice again.  “Okay, I think I got a grip.  I’m gonna pull.  Ready?”

“As I’ll ever be,” said Roxy, bracing herself.  “Let ‘er rip.”  

Jeremy pulled back, but he seemed to stumble. He tripped backwards with a yelp as his hands slipped down, accidentally hooking on Roxy’s underwear and yanking it down to expose her big round rear.   Inside the tube, Roxy’s eyes bugged out and her jaw dropped as she felt the cold air fit the only parts of her bum that had, up until now, been covered.  

Sitting on the ground, Jeremy looked up to see Roxy’s big bare ass sticking out of the tube, a pair of now useless panties tangled around her chubby ankles

“Oh no, oh no, I’m sososo sorry!” cried Jeremy, jumping to his feet.  Soon afterwards, Roxy could feel his hands quicky yanking her undies back up and over her colossal bum, once again taking special care not to actually brush the skin of her rump with his finger.
Well, at least he’s a gentleman, thought Roxy, even if he’s clumsy.

“I really think I need to go get some help,” said Jeremy. She could hear the embarrassment in his voice.  He obviously felt really bad about exposing Roxy like that.  It almost melted Roxy’s heart to hear him sound so upset!

“No, no! It’s okay, it was just an accident.  Just try it one more time, please?  I… I really don’t want anyone else to see me like this.”
“Are you sure you want me to? I really think –“

“Jeremy, please!” begged Roxy.  

“Okay, I’ll try.”

Once again, she felt his hands on her rear.  Roxy closed her eyes and silently prayed that, this time, it would work.  Please God don’t let me be stuck here, please let this work, I promise that I’ll never eat another burger if you just get me out of --

And, surprisingly, this time when Jeremy pulled, Roxy came out with a soft POP! And landed on a heap on top of him.  

“Oh!” cried Roxy, struggling to stand despite her ordeal and her lingering liquor haze. “Are you okay?”

Jeremy winced slightly, having just been sat on. “Yes, ma’am, I’m fine.  Sorry about grabbing your butt like that.”  He grinned sheepishly. “Are you okay, Miss?

Roxy looked down at herself.  She was a mess, her pants busted apart, her top tangled around her bosom.  “I guess so.”

“Oh,” said Jeremy. “Here, let me help you.  We’ve got some extra clothes in back.  That should work for now.  Sorry about all that, I guess..I guess those tubes are kind of narrow, aren’t they, Miss?”

“Yes, they are,” said Roxy resolutely, looking Jeremy over. “Oh, and you can call me Roxy.”
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