BOOBIN HOOD
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***

"Arise, evildoer!"

"Gwunh?" replied Gretchen.

"I say arise, evildoer! Your reckoning is upon you!"

Gretchen reluctantly attempted to obey the squeaky, chipper voice's demand. She didn't really want to; it was the dead of night and the alcohol was sitting on her like a heavy blanket (not that Gretchen knew what it was like to sleep under a heavy blanket; she slept nude and exposed). But she was being spoken to, and she was being spoken to in a way that nobody ever did, at least not in this forsaken corner of Nottingham. So Gretchen attempted to lift her head, and when it turned out that she was too drunk still to really right herself, she settled for sticking her hands between the two largest breasts in England and flopping them to either side so she could see whoever it was at the foot of her bed. And when she didn't recognize the naked woman in the archery cap at the foot of her bed, Gretchen said:

"Hooddahellryoo?"

The stranger thumped her sternum proudly. "I am Boobin Hood, hero of Sherwood Forest, and I steal from the rich to give to the poor!"

"Mmkay," Gretchen grumbled. "Gimmesumpin."

"Haw! Haw! Haw! Haw!" Boobin Hood guffawed. "Surely you jest! Without a doubt, you are the richest maiden in all of England!"

"Ahdonhavennymunny," Gretchen said, attempting to raise an eyebrow, which mostly just slithered around on her forehead. It was true; Gretchen was penniless. She'd spent her last copper on the beer that was so thick inside her that it could probably have been classified as a marinade. That also explained why she had seriously engaged with what was most certainly a hallucination brought on by the alcohol: that very same drunkenness kept her from questioning anything at all.

"Oho, but that's where you're wrong! A woman wears her wealth on her chest!" Boobin Hood retorted, slapping her comparatively slim endowments. "And I've come to take what rightfully belongs to the less fortunate!"

"Yookingoahednhavumifyoowanum, mtiredagettincalledafuggenSLUjuscusahgottabiggestboo... bs..." The world was spared any further run-on sentences by Gretchen's sudden loss of consciousness, which sent her head back to the mattress with a loud FUMP.

Boobin Hood rubbed her hands together and licked her lips. Permission, even! Her first mission was going swimmingly. Wasting no time, she dove across the footboards, grabbed Gretchen's feet, and stuffed them into her mouth. And then grimaced. Gretchen's feet were as filthy as her house, her mouth, and the rest of her, most likely. But Boobin Hood persevered; after all, this was for the good of the less fortunate, and what kind of hero would be deterred by the potential for lethal gastric infection? So she swallowed, and swallowed, and swallowed, chugging the drunken woman like a keg of cheap beer. Chemically speaking, there was about as much daylight between the two as there was in the house that night.

Boobin Hood made quick work of Gretchen's thick legs, having practiced the handling of a quarterstaff with her longtime friend, Triar Fuck. (Or so the story went.) So, in short order she reached Gretchen's waist, which, besides being much wider than the rest of her, tasted of three men. Boobin Hood had a very keen sense of these things; she knew immediately and with the utmost certainty that Gretchen's waist tasted of three men. It tasted of exactly three men; no more, no less. Three was exactly the number of men it tasted of. Two was too few and four was too many. Five was right out! As far as the number of men Gretchen's waist tasted of, it was definitely three. After thinking on this for some time, Boobin Hood realized that if she kept this up she wouldn't have Gretchen down by daybreak, and decided to get on with it. Her cheeks and throat bulged obscenely with the passing of Gretchen's over-fattened bottom, and the issue of what her waist tasted of (three men) was put to rest.

For a moment, Boobin Hood's work became easier; Gretchen narrowed gently at the belly (though not, it must be said, to quite the degree that less indulgent women are known to), making the next few gulps more a matter of pushing down the giant lump of Gretchen's ass than pulling in everything outside. Boobin Hood felt her belly beginning to bulge. Rather than slowing her down, the intense fullness spurred her on. She crawled onto the threadbare bed to give her stomach some support and swallowed her way to to the base of Gretchen's breasts. This would be the real trial! Boobin Hood reared back, lifting Gretchen into the air above her incredibly. Eyes shut, mouth gaping open, Boobin Hood reached up and placed her hands on Getchen's shoulders. Rocking visibly with a count of one, two, three, Boobin Hood shoved the drunken woman into her throat. Seemingly defiant, Gretchen's breasts did not go easily. Boobin Hood's lips had to roll up them from the base. Their nipples pointed skyward like a drowning man trying to keep his mouth above water. There was so much of them that, pushed up like they were, it seemed as though Boobin Hood were trying to swallow a three-headed dumpling golem. But Boobin Hood was nothing if not big-mouthed, and slowly the two great mounds of flesh dimpled, compressed, and succumbed. Gretchen's head went under too, but nobody was really thinking about that part of her at the time.

Boobin Hood gave one last mighty swallow. Her neck squeezed back to its normal dimensions, dumping the remainder of Gretchen into her belly. Taking in a triumphant gasp, Boobin Hood grinned to herself. She'd done it! England's greatest villain was now confined to her stomach, her outline clearly visible in the tightly-stretched skin of Boobin Hood's belly. Giddy with the sense of accomplishment, Boobin Hood barely noticed the effort it took to haul herself out of the bed. However, she did notice the effort it took to exit by the same window she had entered through. The cottage had a perfectly serviceable door, but heroic thieves simply did not enter or exit a building through the accepted means of ingress and egress. So, despite the pinch, Boobin Hood dragged her greatly-enlarged self through the window, in violation of several important laws of physics. Those laws were still smarting from what had been done to them to get Gretchen into Boobin Hood's body whole, and decided to simply forget the entire thing had happened. Nobody would believe them if they tried to complain. Thus unmolested by any sense of reality, Boobin Hood went skipping merrily back into the woods, at least insofar as someone with a hundred-plus pounds of woman inside them can do so.

After returning to the lean-to that she'd put together the previous day, Boobin Hood, despite her chipper demeanor and flagrant disregard for reality, found herself at the mercy of an unavoidable fact. Namely, a creature that takes on a large amount of food all at once will experience a powerful urge to "rest and digest". And so that's exactly what she did. Before she could even give it a second thought, Boobin Hood suddenly became very tired and let out a big yawn. She lied down on her side and went out like a like, a satisfied smile on her face.

Boobin Hood slept all through the next day, given that she'd been up far past her usual bedtime and had quite a bit of food to work her way through. Anyone listening carefully as they passed through the woods (a rare sight, since there were rumors of man-eating bandits in Sherwood Forest those days) might pick up the burbling sound of Boobin Hood's stomach churning away at poor Gretchen. As the sun rose higher and higher into the sky, the bumpy, irregular shape of Boobin Hood's belly smoothed out. As the sun began to descend toward the opposite horizon, Boobin Hood's stomach started to shrink. Having transformed Gretchen from a generously-proportioned young woman to a slimy mix of various nutrients and minerals, Boobin Hood's body now focused on absorbing it. And, all according to plan, that absorption caused one specific part of her to grow. Boobin Hood's pert but modest breasts started to swell. It was as though she was a bunch of jelly in a thin wrapper, and squeezing on one part just made the mass go somewhere else. Over the course of several hours, culminating just after the moon rose, Boobin Hood's belly emptied and went quiet, and her chest became very, very heavy indeed.

Boobin Hood stirred gently as the process completed. Yawning groggily, she sat up, and realized just how difficult that was to do. Her hands immediately went to her chest. They slapped against bare skin far sooner that Boobin Hood had anticipated, and reflexively she began exploring her new dimensions. Her breasts were positively enormous! Well larger than twice her head by volume... and so soft! When she tried to lift them, the flesh dribbled over her hands on either side. She could squeeze them with her whole hand and not get the entire thing. If she tried to press them together, her hands sunk several inches into the warm fat before finally meeting resistance! If indeed a woman wore her wealth on her chest, Boobin Hood was well richer than the Queen of England.

And at that thought, Boobin Hood caught herself. Greed was the very vice she sought to punish, and it wouldn't do to have it growing in herself. Boobin Hood donned her cap and hauled herself out of the lean-to, face aglow with the knowledge that she was going to do a good thing. She knew just who deserved those breasts the most...

---

"Arise, oh unfortunate!"

"Mmm... hmm?" replied Gretchen.

"I say arise, downtrodden one! Your redemption is upon you!"

Gretchen curiously obeyed the squeaky, chipper voice's demand. She slowly folded the sumptuous knitted quilt off of her body, which was itself covered by a diaphanous pink nightie, a snug, meticulously embroidered pair of panties, and a fairly superfluous brasserie. Besides her clothing, she differed from the Gretchen previously described in only two other ways*: first, the mole on her cheek was on the opposite side, and second, her breasts were not nearly so well-developed-- indeed, they were nearly nonexistent. So Gretchen was essentially unimpeded when she sat up and looked at the strange woman who was accosting her. Gretchen was quite surprised that anyone could have entered her bedroom, given that it was in the center of the third floor of a huge mansion surrounded by guarded walls and the door was locked. But that seemed like too much strangeness to question all at once, so Gretchen settled for the first question on her mind:

"Who are you?" The sentence was spoken with erudite dignity.

The stranger thumped her sternum proudly. "I am Boobin Hood, hero of Sherwood Forest, and I steal from the rich to give to the poor!"

Gretchen raised an eyebrow. "It's an odd sort of thief that announces herself to the one she intends to rob." And did so while completely starkers but for an archery cap.

"Haw! Haw! Haw! Haw!" Boobin Hood guffawed. "Surely you jest! Without a doubt, you are the poorest maiden in all of England!"

"Are you daft? I'm the richest duchess in England!" Gretchen retorted. 

"Oho, but that's where you're wrong! A woman wears her wealth on her chest!" Boobin Hood retorted, slapping her comparatively enormous endowments. "And I've come to give you what rightfully belongs to the less fortunate!"

Gretchen was just about to point out the gilded mirror frame, the leather-bound books, the finely-dyed clothing, the bottles of beauty-powders, the ancient heirloom furniture, and all the other markers of obscene wealth surrounding them currently, to say nothing of the statues and paintings lining the hallways, the servants, the soldiers, the horses... when something occurred to her. She was very seriously considering attempting to intelligently debate the nature of fortune with a naked, breast-obsessed woodsman whose very presence in her bedroom was flatly impossible. And when you eliminated the impossible, what remained, however anachronistic the literary allusion, was the truth. Since she couldn't actually be speaking to a naked, breast-obsessed woodsman in her bedroom, she therefore only thought she was speaking to a naked, breast-obsessed woodsman in her bedroom. Clearly, then, she was either dreaming or she had gone insane. The very fact that she was reflecting on the possibility of being insane was counter-proof to the idea that she had gone insane, leaving only the possibility that she was dreaming. And, in truth, she had often felt somewhat disappointed in her body's approach to puberty, which was apparently to look the other way and pretend it hadn't noticed. This was probably a manifestation of her latent frustration with her body's development. Having come to this conclusion decisively, Gretchen resolved to address the hallucination on its own terms.

"Very well! I will accept this gift, then, oh Hero of Sherwood!" said Gretchen.

Boobin Hood simply smiled and clambered onto to the bed. She held her hands out daintily. Gretchen blinked twice. "Go on!" Gretchen eyed Boobin Hood's fingers warily. "Eat me!" Boobin Hood said, encouragingly.

"Ah, of course," Gretchen replied, glad to finally know what exactly her dream expected of her. Taking Boobin Hood by the wrists, Gretchen opened her mouth as wide as she could and gently pushed Boobin Hood's hands into her mouth. Boobin Hood eagerly pushed herself forward, and Gretchen was momentarily surprised to find that she didn't gag at all. Only momentarily, though; as she reminded herself, it was a dream. So, as Boobin Hood took up a swan-diving pose and her hands squished their way into Gretchen's throat, she simply accepted that something completely impossible was happening and enjoyed it. Her jaws and throat spread even wider as Boobin Hood's arms and head followed her hands in. That was the easy part; after Boobin Hood's neck came what Gretchen assumed was her namesake.

Gretchen attacked the breasts before her with great gusto, not sparing her teeth's assistance in getting to the two marshmallowy protuberances into her mouth. Boobin Hood squirmed and squeaked as Gretchen chewed and bit, but the Duchess paid her struggles no mind. She had offered herself, after all, and being chewed was an intrinsic part of being eaten. Besides, if this was her subconscious's means of exacting a silent revenge on the earth and all its other women for their more generous endowments of adipose tissue, then a little pain inflicted was perfectly justified. Her teeth sunk deep into the yielding fat, never quite piercing the skin but leaving a few angry red marks where they landed.

Boobin Hood found herself subjected to a further discomfort as the Duchess slowly managed to cram the rest of Boobin's bust into her mouth. There simply wasn't enough room for Boobin Hood's head and the mind-boggling volume of her bosom. Gretchen yawned wide and stuffed hard with her hands, packing the plump pillows into herself. They bloomed up around Boobin Hood's face, squished painfully flat by the tightness of Gretchen's throat. Gretchen swallowed with all her might, but there was simply no getting Boobin Hood any further down simply by peristalsis. But Gretchen was nothing if not determined (and not the least bit greedy), so she simply took a breath-stifling grip on Boobin Hood's sides and stuffed the poor girl down with all her might and several ridiculous squishing noises.

It really was incredible just how quick work of Boobin Hood Gretchen made. After Boobin Hood's breasts finally reached her stomach, which had stretched open from Boobin Hood's outstretched arms, the going became much easier. Grabbing Boobin Hood by the bottom, Gretchen dispassionately shoved the other woman down her throat up to the waist. Well past the point of caring how ridiculous she looked or the way Boobin Hood squirmed inside her distended belly, Gretchen slid her grip up Boobin Hood's legs, setting the woodsman squirming ticklishly, and claimed everything from her hips to her knees in a single push. The final push was the easiest: with so much already snuggled in the warm recesses of Gretchen's stomach, pushing the ends of Boobin's Hood legs into her throat by the soles of her feet was easy. Gretchen tipped her head back and swallowed, and felt the lumps of Boobin Hood's feet slipping down her throat of their own accord.

Inside, Boobin Hood smiled to herself. It was a bit uncomfortable being so tightly packed in Gretchen's stomach, but it wasn't unbearable. At least, not until there came a rather sophisticated belch, and all the spare air suddenly wooshed out of the chamber. Then there was nothing inside but Boobin Hood and her breasts, which really had to be considered as separate entities for the purpose of filling space. Soft as they were, they didn't leave much room for anything else! However, Boobin Hood reminded herself, it was for a good cause. The world tumbled around for a moment as Gretchen scooted back onto her pillows; there was a soft rustle as she drew the sheets back over herself. The stomach gurgled gently. It was becoming warmer and wetter around Boobin Hood. She grinned. Soon she would be digested, and the breasts she'd taken from the undeserving hag in the village would be bestowed on the needy duchess. And once that was done, thought Boobin Hood, she could do it ag

Boobin Hood suddenly realized that she hadn't thought her plan the whole way through.

---

* A phenomenon described by scholars of the age as "preincarnation". Sadly, all texts referring to the concept were burnt by the church as heresy, and the knowledge was lost for centuries until it was observed that the average mangaka can only draw six faces, and hides the face with variations on hair style and color.

***

AUTHOR'S COMMENTS

Boobin Hood and Titty Jane

Runnin' through the forest

Wobble wobble, wobble wobble

Golly, watch 'em sway!

