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Meanwhile, as Abida struggled to get her lard-filled lover away from the dinner table and Mrs. Sarovy’s control, Jen and Alice still slumbered fitfully below.  The two chunky cheerleaders sprawled out on the floor, dead to the world, snoring loudly, as their overfilled bellies rose and fell like giant quivering mountains with their every breath.  After yet another evening of overindulgence, it was no wonder that they both slept like logs!  Yet, even as they slept, they still dreamed…

Alice was over 500 pounds, so there was no denying that she was a big girl.  As much as Alice tried to deny her size, there was no longer any way that she could plausibly pretend that she wasn’t massively obese.  Even if she somehow managed to convince herself that it was totally normal for a teenage girl to constantly pop buttons off of her slacks every time that she sat down or that it was no big deal if her wide hips got stuck in doorways, she still had to reckon with the fact that she and Jen were pushing forward with a plan to convince their doctors to prescribe them mobility scooters to deal with their… overwhelming corpulence.  How could she face a doctor and say that she needed a scooter to help her move around because she was simply too fat and lazy to walk and then try to deny that she was fat?  It was impossible.  Jen might be perfectly happy to admit that she was a blimp, but Alice still felt a few lingering qualms about whole heartedly embracing her inner hog.

In her dream, Alice still carried every ounce of her 505 pounds.  She was a big blubbery roly poly chubbette with massive thighs and thick legs holding up an enormously round body, a belly so big that Alice was taller lying down than she was standing up, and a pretty round double-chinned face framed by blond bangs.  Her clothes barely fit her.  Alice’s striped polo shirt strained at the seams, small tears visible at her sides where her pale fat bubbled through.  The shirt no longer covered Alice’s giant middle, barely fitting as a crop top across her ample boobs and leaving her thunderously giant blubber belly bare.  Under her belly, Alice’s cargo pants barely buttoned around her waist.  She no longer wore a belt, since she had long ago grown too vast for any belt she owned to cinch around her waist.  
Alice imagined herself back in her own house, lounging in the recliner in front of the television, flipping through channels with a bored look on her face.  Why wasn’t there ever anything good on TV?  Gawd, she was soooo bored! The behemoth teen heaved a heavy sigh… but then something moving in the corner of her vision caught her attention.

Alice rubbed her eyes and blinked in surprise.  Was she seeing things?  What was going on?  All of a sudden, she was surrounded by small chubby gray creatures, tittering and giggling.  Alice’s jaw dropped as the creatures poked and prodded her exposed flab with glee.

“Who are you guys?” asked Alice. “What are you doing in my house?”
“We’re the Munchies!” sang the creatures. “We make you munch even when you’re not hungry!”

On cue, Alice’s belly gurgled loudly.

“But sounds like you ARE hungry!” said one of the munchies, giggling as he poked a stubby finger into the soft overhang of Alice’s rotund gut. “That’s even better!  Don’t worry, Alice, we’ll make sure that you get plenty to eat!”

Two of the Munchies jammed down on the lever to the recliner, pushing Alice up into a sitting position, before two more grabbed her arms and helped her to her feet.

“C’mon, Alice, we know you’re feeling bored and blue! But come with us, we’ll find something to do!”

Alice tried to protest, but the Munchies just grabbed her hands and pulled her toward the kitchen, chuckling and snickering at Alice’s every lumbering step.

“Oh no, I don’t think you guys understand,” said Alice sharply as she watched the Munchies pull the fridge door open and start pulling out Tupperware containers filled with leftovers. “My mom is gonna kill me if she finds out that I’ve been snacking between meals! She already thinks I’m too… uh… plump.”

“Alice, you’re far past plump; you’re downright obese!” sang the Munchies gleefully. “But we’ll still help that waist increase!”

“Obese?! Hey, that’s not nice! You guys don’t have to be mean about it!” Alice’s chubby cheeks flushed red with embarrassment.  She got enough ribbing about her size from her mother and her friends at school. She didn’t need it from these Munchies too! Instinctively, Alice grabbed the hem of her shirt and tried to pull it down over her gut without success.  All she managed to do was pop a few threads along her shirt’s side seam.  

“C’mon, Alice, open up! It’s time to eat, it’s time to sup!”

Alice licked her lips as one of the creatures held a massive ice cream sundae, slathered with chocolate syrup and doused with fluffy whipped cream, up to her chubby face.  She wondered: Where did he get that from?  Surely there hadn’t been a fully made ice cream sundae just stashed in the fridge... Come to think of it, how did all that food ever fit into the fridge? The Munchies appeared to now be carrying far more treats and snacks that could ever have squeezed into one refridgerator!  
“Hmm, this looks delicious,” said Alice, “But I really shouldn’t… I have been getting a little chubby lately…”

“C’mon, you know you want to!” cheered the creature, motioning for Alice to start eating.  He needn’t have bothered.  Alice already had her spoon at the ready, dipping into the yummy confection and bringing the first bite to her eager lips.
“Munch, munch, what a yummy treat! Munch it up, you love to eat!” sang the munchies.

“Mmm, it is very good,” said Alice, dropping the empty bowl onto the table.  Already, the Munchies were swarming over her, each one waving some new treat in her face.  How could she resist?

“Pick mine! Pick mine!” cried each Munchie.

“One at a time, please!” said Alice weakly, yet she accepted every plate given to her until her arms were filled with desserts and she struggled to juggle the platters.

“You love to munch like a greedy pig!” sang the Munchies, “Now see why your belly got so big!”

“Let’s get you back to your seat! So that you can relax and eat!”

Now the Munchies were gently leading Alice back to her recliner as popped treats into her mouth without a second thought.  The Munchies helped her to squeeze her wide bottom back into the recliner’s bucket seat before plopping a pie tin into her lap.

“A slice of pie would hit the spot! Eat it up while it’s still hot!”

“Hmm, so good…” said Alice as she scooped up the gooey pie with her pudgy fingers and shoved it into her mouth. “I guess I could stand to have a little snack…”

It didn’t take long before Alice was gobbling and guzzling with abandon.  It was no surprise!  Alice was, after all, a complete gluttonous piggy who never needed an excuse to indulge.  And with the Munchies ferrying a steady stream of delectable treats to her chair, Alice was free to eat and eat and eat, never pausing to wonder why the Munchies were so insistent on feeding her.

As she ate, her enormous beach ball of a belly grew bigger and bigger and rounder and rounder, filling up with food like a balloon being filled with air.  But the hefty hoggette barely even paused in her binge to notice that her cargo pants were growing tighter and tighter around her overloaded paunch.

The button on Alice’s cargo pants was under obscene amounts of pressure as her belly swelled outwards with every bite, pulling the waist of her cargo pants tighter and tighter.  It bit cruelly into the gluttonous teen’s soft yielding blubber, but every second that passed, and every bite consumed, pushed that button closer and closer to its inevitable demise.  Alice was not going to stop eating anytime soon.  As long as the Munchies kept bringing her tasty treats, she was going to keep eating… and eating… and eating..

“Oof,” huffed Alice, mopping her brow with one thick arm. “I’m… starting to get full… I don’t know… if I can eat… anymore…”
“Nonsense!” said the Munchies, “You just need to get your second wind!”

Together, several Munchies grabbed hold of the lever at the side of the recliner and gave it a hard yank.  The chair reclined suddenly and Alice fell backwards with a yelp.
“Hey!” she gasped, “Careful! That scared me! Oof, and you jostled my tummy…”

“But you’ve got more room to grow now!” cheered the Munchies.  It was true.  In a reclining position, Alice’s overstuffed abdomen was no longer pressing so hard on her lungs.  It felt like she had more room now!

Another slice of pie, another platter of cookies… Alice couldn’t stop herself!  Until finally…
BANG!  Alice was no stranger to busting buttons.  It happened to her more often than she liked to admit.  Alice was such a glutton that she rarely owned a pair of pants or shorts longer than a week before she suffered some sort of wardrobe malfunction.  She might split her seat when she bent over or she might bust her zipper off its tracks when she inhaled too deeply… but most of all, she popped buttons.  After a big meal, she would hear that familiar pip! sound that indicated that, once again, she had indulged too much.  

But this… Alice had never burst her buttons with such force!  Her cargo pants had struggled valiantly to hold in her ballooning belly, but it was no use.  When they finally blew apart, the explosion had so much force that Alice’s gut trembled violently, like a mountain in an earthquake, as it burst out to its full size.

“Oh no,” said Alice, stifling a soft burp as she struggled to see over the arc of her tremendous tummy.  It was no use, all she could see were her own boobs and belly blocking her view of her waistline, though she could feel the sudden slack around her middle that indicated without doubt that she had blown another button to kingdom come. “Oh no, I’m popping my buttons…”

“You munched all day like a glutton!” sang the Munchies, “Now looks like you’ve popped your button!”

“It’s not funny,” huffed Alice in annoyance, but, even as she said it, she reached out to accept another platter piled high with lemon squares from the closest Munchie and popped the first into her mouth.

Click. The first zipper tooth under Alice’s missing button let go as her stomach puffed out.

“I really need to cut back,” mumbled Alice through a mouthful of zesty lemon treat. “But maybe just a couple more…”

It was always “just a couple more” for Alice, a greedy little plumper who never knew her own limits. That was why she had ballooned to over 500 pounds, constantly adding more inches of soft jiggling blubber to her already vast waistline because she could never resist a tempting treat.  She would never refuse anything sweet placed in front of her, so Alice was destined to grow ever bigger and wider.  The longer that she refused to face the extent of her gain, the bigger she would grow.  It was a miracle that Alice could still waddle these days, but there would probably come a day, sooner rather than later, that the expanding teen would become so round that she would need her boyfriend to roll her to school.  She already relied on her boyfriend Tyler to help her with small tasks that were too troublesome for a girl of Alice’s size.  She needed him to help her tie her shoes, because Alice was too fat to reach over her belly anymore.  She couldn’t even see her feet, so how could she be expected to tie her own shoes?  Getting out of bed was getting harder and harder everyday, so Alice really preferred the days when Tyler spent the night… since he could help hoist her massive bulk out of bed the next day!  Alice was definitely going to grow too fat to even walk one of these days… if she didn’t explode first!
But all that was just a distant hazy memory for Alice now, because she was way too focused on enjoying the Munchies’ feast.

Click, click, click… the sound of Alice’s zipper slowly sliding down was like the ominous ticking of a clock counting down as Alice’s bloated belly grew ever bigger and rounder.

“Come on Alice, fill your gut! Grow those thighs, build that butt!”

“Stop teasing me,” huffed Alice, slightly annoyed as she squirmed in her seat, trying to get more comfortable as the load of her bloated belly bore down on her.  Even if she didn’t appreciate the Munchies’ running commentary, she still didn’t stop eating.  Alice had actually been kind of hungry when this whole feeding adventure started – that was unusual, because Alice rarely went long enough between meals to ever feel genuinely hungry.  At best, she mostly just felt less full.  The moment that any room opened up in her enormous globe of a gut, she was immediately fill it with snacks and junk food.  But today, she actually had been hungry.  But not anymore.  Now she was full, her stomach puffed out with way too much junk food.  Yet Alice was still eating.  She didn’t need the Munchies to feed her, she would have been just as gluttonous if she was left to her own devices.  But the Munchies gave her a convenient excuse to keep gorging…

“C’mon, stop bringing me so much food! I really shouldn’t eat like this… I really need to lose some weight,” complained Alice.  But she made no effort to resist the Munchies’ enticements. Indeed, she eagerly accepted everything that they handed to her. “You guys are gonna make me get fat!”

“Don’t want to eat? What does it matter?” sang the Munchies. “You’re already fat! We’ll just make you fatter!”

Click, click, click… the zipper slipped down three more notches as Alice popped a chocolate tart between her glossy pink lips and murmured in contentment.

“At least… slow down… so I can taste stuff…” mumbled Alice.  Laurie loved to eat for the sexual pleasure of being overstuffed, Jen was a mindless muncher who ate without thinking, but Alice was the real gaining gourmand of the trio.  True, she tended to eat way too much way too fast, but she was the one who most loved the delectable taste of rich food.  Alice looooved to savor the decadent creaminess of fudge, the succulent sweetness of chocolate, the perfect combination of flavors that went with a good meal.  Sweets were her biggest weakness, but Alice could appreciate almost any medley of flavors.  Everything just tasted so good!  How could a girl resist? 
Click, click… Alice sucked sticky glaze off her fingers without a second thought, barely cognizant of the constant clicking of her defeated zipper.  She didn’t pay that noise any mind, even though it should have been a clear signal.  Alice was rapidly outgrowing her last, biggest pair of pants in real time.  She hadn’t just burst her button, she was pushing the fly to its absolute limits.  Soon her belly would be so big that buttoning her pants wouldn’t be the only impossibility.  When faced with a button that refused to quite reach into its buttonhole, Alice could always comfort herself by reminding herself that at least she could still raise up her zipper.  If she could heft that zipper tab high enough, she could still (conceivably) pull her shirt down over her waist to hide the fact that her pants wouldn’t button.  But not anymore!  The next time that she tried to pull her zipper up, it would absolutely refuse to budge – blocked by a solid wall of belly blubber!  If she didn’t halt her binging soon, she wouldn’t even be able to get these pants up around her thighs next time that she went to get dressed!
Click, click, CLICK!  Finally, the zipper tab reached the end of its trail, bumping the very bottom of the zipper and leaving the flaps of Alice’s cargo pants fly wide open.  Her belly, an enormous swollen mountain of flab, bulged out proudly.  The waistband of Alice’s overstretched panties, visible through the gap of her open pants, were rolled down so far by her bloated gut that the first few curls of her blond pubic hair were visible, peeking over the straining elastic.  

Alice was absolutely 100% stuffed, crammed as full as a Thanksgiving turkey and barely able to even move.  The Munchies stood back, giggling, and surveyed their handiwork.  Alice dumbly nibbled on the remnants of yet another cookie, her eyes glazed, her jaw moving mechanically like a dumb cow chewing its cud.  She was so stuffed that she could barely even think straight.

“Hey there, Alice, you’re looking pretty stuffed?  Needless to say, that’s got us chuffed!”

Alice opened her mouth to respond, but all that came out was a sudden hiccup followed by a loud moan.  Oooof, she was sooo full!

Alice lay in her reclining chair, pinned under the swell of her giant gut bloated to the size of a hot air balloon, moaning and hiccupping from the pain of her fullness, while the Munchies danced around her prone form and sang:

Hello Alice, you’re getting quite chubby,

Hips getting hefty and bottom getting tubby,

But the part that makes us munchies so jelly,

It’s the size of that gargantuan belly!

Feeding it full of cakes and pie a la mode

Getting so big you’re gonna explode!

Munching like a pig and you just can’t stop

Til your waistbands strain and your stitches go pop!

You can suck it in with all of your might

But it’s the reason your clothes are getting so tight!

We make you munch in a gluttonous trance

Now you can’t button your shorts or zip up your pants!

You can’t fill your hunger or slake your thirst

So enjoy! Munch away! Hope you don’t burst!

Poor Alice! Back in the real world, she burped softly in her sleep and rolled over, her massive belly rolling with her like an avalanche.  Next to her, Jen was also snoring loudly.  The bottom-heavy bimbo was dreaming as well…

“So! You’re the three agents that thought you could stop my evil plan? I guess you were no match for Dr. Abida Bittersweet!”  Abida threw back her head and laughed. The slender Indian girl was dressed in a white apron and chef’s toque, chuckling as her minions carted brightly colored boxes of highly addictive cookies across the warehouse behind her.  Before her stood a large machine with three girls strapped to gurneys, each one struggling futilely.

“You’re never going to get away with this!” snapped Laurie.  The buxom raven-haired beauty wore a lime green spandex catsuit that barely stretched around her magnificent curves.  In fact, it looked like it was designed for a much smaller girl, so much so that the material looked ready to burst across the vast expanse of Laurie’s monumental bosom.

“Yeah, we’ll find a way to stop you!” agreed Alice. The fat blonde wore a yellow spandex jumpsuit similarly stretched around her middle.

The third member of the trio seemed less belligerent.  Jen wore a red spandex jumpsuit that clearly was not up to the task of covering its colossally bottom-heavy occupant.  In general, all three girls looked like they desperately needed to make a visit to their tailor for some alterations – and fast, before they had some extremely embarrassing wardrobe malfunctions! 

“Um… like, yeah, what they said!” agreed Jen. “But, like, do you have any more of those cookies to spare? I could totally go for just a snack!”

“Jen!” Laurie shot her colossal cohort a poisonous look.  “Stay focused! We’re not here to snack! We’re here to save the world from chocolate annihilation!”

“Yeah… but… like, they’re so tasty!” whined Jen. She licked her lips hungrily. “I, like, don’t know how you two can think about stopping Dr. Bittersweet while there’s still cookies to be eaten!”
Laurie and Alice exchanged exasperated glances.  

Abida laughed. “You three are ridiculous!  You really think you fatsos can do anything  to stop me now? Look at you!  You’re as big as whales and you haven’t even had to face my most diabolical invention yet!”

“Ooo, that, like, sounds bad!” said Jen nervously.

“It is bad! But I’ll get to that in just a moment.  First, my evil plan to flood the world market with my highly-addictive, highly-fattening Passion Patty treats is going swimmingly!  Soon every woman in the world will be a giant blob of lard! They made a real mistake when they thought that three cheerleaders-turned-teen secret agents could stop me!  One taste of my Passion Patties and you were just as addicted as any victim!  You’ve all ballooned up into absolute hogs of your own accord, stuffing your faces with my Passion Patties and I didn’t have to lift a finger!  Especially you, Jen!”

Chuckling, Abida patted Jen on her tree trunk-sized leg, watching with amusement as the juicy caboose’d cheer blimp’s soft flesh wobbled in response.  “Yes, you’re all weak-willed little gluttons, but Jen, you really take the cake!”
“Um, like, thanks!”

“It’s not a compliment, you fat bimbo!” snapped Abida. “It’s the whole reason that you three completely failed at your mission and fell into my trap!  And now all that remains for me to do is to dispose of you once and for all!”

“Um, I don’t suppose we can get a snack while you’re, like, talking?” said Jen hopefully.  The blubbery babe squirmed in her bindings. Gawd, this spandex catsuit was suuuuper uncomfortable! It was skintight to begin with, but now… oof, it felt like wearing a whole body girdle!  The clingy spandex really left nothing to the imagination, revealing every roll and dimple on Jen’s over 500 pound body, riding up her rear between her cannonball-sized butt cheeks and even sliding up her crotch to give her severe camel toe.  Not to mention that breaking into Dr. Bittersweet’s lair had required a lot of walking, so Jen was super sweaty and achey now… and the red spandex stuck to her sweaty skin!  This was a total nightmare!  She totally needed to change clothes as soon as she could find something a little less restrictive around the hips and booty.  Leave it to Jen to think about clothes when the fate of the world was at stake!
“Now this little machine that I’ve got you all strapped in, you’ve probably wondering what this is? Well, I call it The Feeder, just a little something I whipped up in my spare time.  Since you three all clearly like chocolate so much, this will feed you chocolate until you explode!”

“Oo! Chocolate! Yummy!” said Jen.

“No! It’s not yummy! It’s death by chocolate!” said Abida, annoyance in her voice.  “I’ve had enough of your ditziness! Now enjoy your chocolate! Have as much as you can hold!” 
Jen licked her lips eagerly as a hose descended from the ceiling and plugged itself into Jen’s mouth.  Almost immediately, the fat bimbo tasted the first deluge of chocolate as the machine began to pump fattening liquid chocolate into her.

“I thought… wait… the machine was different in the cartoon,” said Alice dubiously as a second hose dropped from the ceiling and shoved into her mouth.  All protests evaporated as the first taste of chocolate hit her tongue.  Her eyes rolled back in her head with pleasure and she began sucking down the tasty mixture.

“Yeah, well, the old version was inefficient. Why would I build a machine with a single arm that would have to take turns feeding each of you? Why not just feed you all at the same time and save some time?  Right, Laurie?”

Laurie was going to make some snarky comment but her voice was muffled by a third hose.

“Haha! Bon appetite, girls!” laughed Abida, rubbing her hands together in glee as she watched her handiwork.  The effects of the chocolate sludge were immediately apparently even on the bodies of these three grossly overweight heifers.  Three tummies bulged forward, straining against the stitchery of their already overfilled catsuits, but the girls were powerless to do anything but gulp and grow.

Jen, for one, didn’t care.  She just loved to eat and eat and eat and this was the perfect excuse to stuff her face!  She was gulping chocolate as fast as she could, eagerly sucking on the hose like a fat baby sucking on a teat.  Her fat belly at first sloshed as each swallow forced more liquid chocolate into her body, but soon her tummy grew round and hard as it filled up.  Jen couldn’t care less!  She was only dimly aware in the very back of her mind of Abida’s dire warning, that this machine was designed to fill her so full that she would eventually just burst.  What did she care? As long as it meant that she got to taste more heavenly chocolate!  Oooohhh it was soooo good!  Jen’s little sister Jesse liked to tease her pear-shaped older sister that her constant gluttony would eventually be her undoing, that Jen would one day eat one bite too many and simply explode like a giant fat-filled bomb, but Jen didn’t put much stock in those silly warnings. Now, though, those warnings didn’t seem so silly.

Her bloated belly gurgled and grumbled as it grew, swelling under her red spandex like an inflating air mattress, the red fabric making Jen more and more resemble a ripening tomato on the vine.  Across from her, her two friends were also lost in the ecstasy of gorging.  All three girls lay still and silent, not even bothering to struggle as they guzzled and glutted themselves with abandon.

Abida chuckled. “Wow, most girls at least try to struggle. But you three… wow, you’re just too gluttonous to even pretend to resist!  Wow, at this rate, I really don’t know how long you’re gonna last.  I should probably just go hide behind that blast shield.  Wouldn’t want to, er, get any stains on my nice clean labcoat when you three finally blow.”

Jen didn’t even care.  Abida’s voice was like distant mumbling, all Jen cared about was more, more, more chocolate!  Her tummy bulged and billowed, growing before her eyes like a rising mountain of dough, the fabric of her red suit stretching tighter and tighter but also thinner and thinner until it was almost transparent.  Jen was only vaguely aware when the first threads started to pop along her sides.  She knew that her red spandex catsuit was specially designed by the top minds at spy headquarters to withstand all sorts of stresses, but apparently the top designers had not anticipated anything like this!  But who could blame them?  Who would ever have thought that the agency would be relying on teen spies who would so eagerly eat themselves round?  The popping threads turned into one long tear as the stretchy uniform finally came apart at the seams, rending itself to shreds as Jen’s bulging balloon belly blew from its confines.  Jen only vaguely registered the explosion of her outfit, but, for her, that just meant less pressure on her expanding gut and more room to grow!

“Oh my goodness, what a fat greedy cow!” laughed Abida, now monitoring the three prisoners through a window from the next room. “I can’t believe that you just burst your catsuit! How embarrassing for you!  Well, no matter. You won’t have to feel embarrassed for long.”

She paused, chuckling to herself, as a second long loud RIIIIIPPP signaled that Alice’s spandex catsuit had also given up the ghost, followed by the steady POP POP POP of Laurie’s stitches failing.  Now all three girls were free to grow even faster, three big round chocolate filled tummies rising, growing, ballooning. Three fat tummies gradually flushing a deep rosy pink from the strain, then an alarming red as they continued to grow, edging closer and closer to detonation point.  How much chocolate could these three corpulent cuties actually hold?  Their capacity was impressive, but Abida wasn’t about to give up.  She had an unlimited supply of liquid chocolate and she intended to keep pumping it into them for as long as it took.
Jen’s cheeks bulged as she sucked and sucked and sucked, her mind occupied with nothing but the prospect of filling her over-stretched belly with as much chocolate as possible.  She knew, deep down, that she was only hurting herself, that eventually she would reach her limits. But she didn’t care!  What did the future matter? What did she care about the inevitable end? If she was going to explode, it just meant that she needed to guzzle down as much chocolate as possible while she still could before the inevitable—

KABOOM!!!!

The whole lab shook as Jen finally reached her limit and exploded like a water balloon filled with chocolate.  Her end came only moments before two more earth-shattering KABOOMS from her nearest neighbors, but Jen didn’t notice that.

Back in real life, Jen grunted in her sleep. A little smile played across her lips as she thought about all that chocolate, the rest of her dream already only a distant memory.
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