The Incredible Bulk

Chapter 1

This had been a good semester for Leslie.  She'd done well in all her English and Drama classes, and would probably get straight A's.  She was also feeling a lot better about herself mentally.  At the beginning of the year she'd finally ended an emotionally abusive relationship with Garry, her ex.  She'd dated a bit, but felt much more confident and in-control with men than she had in the past.  Leslie had always been beautiful, but her new self esteem made her absolutely stunning.   She'd overcome a borderline eating disorder, and her once twiggy 5'10" frame had filled out stunningly.  She'd gone from a B to a D brassier, and some of her pants didn't fit around her hips anymore.  Now in her dorm room she stuggled to fasten the button of her designer jeans.  Finally succeeding, she gave herself a look in the mirror, tossed her full blonde hair, and went out down the hall to the end-of-year Christmas party in the lobby.   

Leslie's cheeks flushed rosy as she felt the stares of horny males and jealous females lighting upon her profound bosom.  But she held her head high and smiled as she spotted her best girlfriends, Cindy and Laura.  They greeted each other with bouncy hugs and excited squeals, and chatted about the previous semester.   Leslie's tall point of view soon came across the punchbowl and refreshment table, however, which made it hard for her to concentrate on the conversation.  "Excuse me," she interrupted, "I'm really hungry since skipping dinner, I think I'm going to go see the refreshment table."  Cindy replied, "Well, maybe I will, too.  I'm glad you're not a diet freak anymore, Leslie.  You look so much better now."  Leslie smiled and loaded up a plate with cake, cookies, and little quiches and poured herself a cup of punch.  She was finishing the snacks when John Jenkins called her out loudly, "Whoa, Les, you lost a button there!  Ha ha!"  The room seemed to get quiet and everyone turned to look.  Leslie turned bright red as she realized the top button of her jeans had come undone, and her little belly was poking out.  She was mortified.  Her heart pounded in her chest, her stomach turned, and her mind raced to find some escape from the embarrassing scrutiny.  "John, you're a dick!" scolded Laura, "Are you ok Leslie?"  The tall blonde's stomach turned again and she felt a dry emptiness in her mouth.  Leslie gave Laura a desperate look, and with tears welling in her eyes managed, "I'll be alright, j-just let me deal with this."  Without knowing quite what she was doing, she ate the rest of the goodies on her plate and pounded down her punch, right there in front of everyone!  Then she pushed past her dumbfounded friends to the refreshment table, and began a frenzied binge.  She could hear the laughs and whispers behind her, but blocked them out by gulping down more cake, cookies, and punch.  Like scratching an itch, the binge blotted out her embarrassment with an almost-sexual high…  The same feeling a flasher might get when exposing himself.  Leslie tears dried up as she finished the last of the mini quiches, but her heart still raced in a compulsive frenzy.  She drank cup after cup of punch, and felt her belly swell further through her opened jeans, it's contents sloshing and gurgling.  Next the cake disappeared, and a panicked Cindy pleaded with Leslie, "Baby you proved your point!  Stop before you explode!"  "I'm FINE!" Leslie roared, shoving a handful of cookies into her maw.  About 10 minutes later the table was empty, and Leslie finished the last bit of punch with a loud slurp.  She felt an enormous heaviness and pressure in her middle, so taut and swollen she looked pregnant.  Wiping her mouth with a holiday napkin, she indignantly hustled through the stunned crowd and back up the hall to her room, ignoring the odd feeling of her huge, bouncing gut.  She locked the door and fell back on her bed.  The outrageousness and shame of what she had done finally hitting her.  Looking down at her distended middle, she cried herself to sleep, ignoring Cindy and Laura's phone calls and knocks on the door.  Thank god she was leaving for home the next day.

Chapter 2


Leslie's uneasy dreams were interrupted at 9 am by her alarm clock.  For a moment she couldn't remember if the previous night's episode was real or imagined, but a heavy feeling and a glance beneath her sheets revealed a big, soft, warm belly.  It bulged over her panties and onto the tops of her thighs as she sat up in bed.  Walking over to the mirror she frowned at her reflection.  Big (bigger?) pink-nippled breasts hung nearly to the top of a decidedly pregnant-looking tummy.  Leslie showered and went to the bathroom, but her belly remained.  She put on her loosest-fitting bra, a baggy poet's blouse, and a long, black felt skirt with an elastic top.  She was comfortable now, and felt better about herself as she packed her bags.  She wrote a little "Sorry" note to Cindy and Laura and taped it to Laura's door as she left the dormitory.  The Houston December weather was mild and pleasant as she waited for the taxi and rode to the airport.  Leslie felt better, and was only a bit embarassed when the airport security checker accidentally brushed her protruding belly with the metal detector wand.  A Chicago snowstorm had delayed her flight, unfortunately, and Leslie had to wait three hours in the airport.  Cooking smells from the Burger King made her enlarged belly growl, but she forced herself to concentrate on her book, Ayn Rand's "Atlas Shrugged".  She was just about to give up and get a burger when they started boarding her flight.  "Damn," she thought, "But I guess I don't really need it."  


Leslie had a window seat at the back of the plane, as she'd requested.  She stowed her carry-on and settled in, having to fiddle for a moment to get the seatbelt comfortable across her middle.  A mother and her young son took the seats next to her.  Leslie smiled at the woman but thought, "Great.  This kid's going to be a pest."  As the plane took off, though, the boy was well behaved, and Leslie relaxed and gazed out the window.  About an hour into the flight, an attractive brown-haired stewardess served everyone a nice dinner of chicken cordon bleu with some sides.  Leslie was a bit on edge.  This was the first she'd eaten since her wild binge the night before.  But she managed to get control of herself and enjoyed the meal, ignoring her lingering hunger afterwards.  The little boy next to her picked at his food, eating the bread and dessert, but not much else.  "Mommy, I can't finish it.  Can we take it home for Daddy?"  "I don't think so, honey, but I bet the nice lady next to you would appreciate it.  She's going to have a baby so she needs to eat lot."  The nosey mother winked at Leslie, who was horribly embarrassed, but accepted the food to be polite… and because she was suddenly very hungry.   Something about being put in the spotlight, like last night, just made her want to eat until she no longer cared.  She tried to slow herself down, but she gulped down the chicken and salad VERY fast.  The boy's mother winked.  "I know how it is, honey, don't be embarassed."  Of course that made Leslie more embarrassed than ever, and she tried to sink into her seat.  She got a slight reprieve after the stewardess had taken away the trays, and the boy's mother got up to use the restroom.  Unfortunately, the absence of his mom brought out the brat in the little boy.  He grabbed the bulge of Leslie's belly through her skirt.  "You're fat, lady.  You eat too much."  

Leslie's heart leaped in her chest.  Her stomach turned and she got a strange feeling in her mouth and throat, like she was about to vomit, but in reverse.  She couldn't take her eyes off the boy, and she broke out in a sweat.  Her arms tingled, and suddenly she found herself grabbing the boy and - unbelievably - shoving his whole head into her mouth.  Once she began she couldn't stop.  She stuffed him down her throat and gulped, gulped, gulped until her lips closed around his kicking velcro sneakers and he slid into her obscenely stretched belly.  She felt a mixture of horror, ecstasy, and disbelief as the 5 year old lad wiggled frantically inside her.  Amazingly, none of the other passengers had seen or heard.  The older couple in the row across from her were sound asleep.  Leslie pulled the waistband of her skirt up over her engorged tummy and let it cinch down just below her breasts, now the narrowest part of her bloated figure.  She could hardly believe that under that black felt, trapped beneath her warm, smooth skin, was another human being.  She didn't have much time to ponder her situation, because the boy's mother had just returned from the restroom.  "Where's Billy?" was her obvious question.  Leslie mustered her acting skill and managed, "He left shortly after you…  So I think you'll see him again soon."   The mother looked a bit uncomfortable, but sat down anyway.  "I hope he's alright in there."  "Oh, I'm sure he is," Leslie reassured.   The mother sat with her hands folded for a second and then spoke, "My goodness, I didn't notice you were so big.  You must be expecting twins."  Leslie's cheeks flushed, and she felt herself going into action again.  "Why yes, my little boys are kicking now, actually.  Why don't you have a feel?"  The mother somewhat cautiously leaned over and placed her hands on Leslie's enormous, gurgling tummy.  Leslie's heart beat wildly and she once more had the strange feeling in her mouth and throat.  She looked at the top of the woman's head and glanced behind her to see that the older couple was still asleep.  Giving in to her urge, she opened her mouth incredibly wide and slipped it over the woman's head.  Grabbing the young mother's sides, she thrust her further in.  The woman's arms were pinned to her sides by the sides of Leslie's mouth as Leslie reached down to the woman's waistband and yanked it hard.  Two breasts flopped across Leslie's lips as she swallowed the young mother up to her stomach.  The woman's buns and hips were the widest part, but Leslie somehow gulped them all down.  Grabbing the woman's kicking ankles, Leslie finished the job of shoving her down her throat.  Leslie's lumpy belly bloated up against the seat in front of her, but was still just covered by her long skirt.  She shifted in her seat to let her tummy occupy the space where the boy and his mother had been sitting.  Her sexual excitement climaxed, and she felt a "full" satisfaction.  She felt smug like the cat that ate the canary, except that she'd eaten a lot more than that.  Draping a blanked over her stomach, Leslie leaned back and went to sleep.  

Chapter 3

Maybe it was a bump of turbulence, maybe she sensed the stewardess' eyes on her outrageous belly, maybe it was just indigestion as her stomach dealt with a load more massive than her own body…   Whatever it was Leslie woke from her nap to meet the confused look of a pretty stewardess.  "Ma'am, we're about to land.  Do you know where the mother and son who were next to you went?  They need to get back in their seats."  Leslie stared back and tried to talk her way out this.  She felt her embarrassment growing and did her best to repress it.  "I think I was taking up too much room with my… weight problem… and they went to find other seats."  "Well this flight is full, I don't know where they could have gone.  Are they… under there? (she pointed to the blanket over Leslie's belly) This is really no time to fool around."  "No, I'm sorry to say this is all me… Have a feel if you're not convinced."  The stewardess hesitated, but curiosity got the better of her and she leant forward to place her hand on the vast dome of Leslie's gut.  It was smooth, warm, and resilient… and impossibly huge.  She heard Leslie breathing heavily and looked up at her flushed complexion.  It was the last thing the stewardess saw as Leslie grabbed her hands and shoved her arms and head into her gaping mouth.  The stewardess felt only warmth and constriction as more of her body entered Leslie's.  Her stomach, her hips, her and finally her legs and feet went in, and she lost consciousness in a hot lumpy soup.  Leslie groaned and orgasmed as her belly stretched to hold its third victim.  "Ohhh, god."  She caught the glance of the older couple across the aisle.  They either hadn't noticed or were too scared to look her way.  The plane soon landed, taxied to the terminal, and began to unload.  Leslie waited until most of the other passengers had left, then somehow managed to raise her incredible bulk out of the seats she was filling, stretch her long (now short) skirt over her enormous tummy, grab her carry-on, and move down the aisle.  The sides of her belly just brushed the seats on either side of the aisle, giving her a bit of a naughty tickle.  She winked at the captain and front-section stewardess, who gulped in disbelief as she lumbered onto the jetway.  "I don’t remember HER getting on."  "She must have been in Susan's section…  Hey, where IS Susan?"

Chapter 4

It was extremely hard for Leslie to walk with a stomach twice as large as the rest of her body.  She felt like an overstuffed sack of potatoes as elbows, knees, and heads exerted outward forces from within her belly.  But her concentration on the task of walking kept her from noticing the shocked stares of the other travelers in the terminal.  She made it to the restroom where she took a long, long drink of water from the fountain.  Though it made her feel even heavier, it took away some of the unevenness that was making her belly uncomfortable.  Seeing her reflection for the first time in the bathroom mirror was a shock indeed.  It looked like she'd tucked a large beach ball under her skirt.  Leslie turned to the side and noted that her profile was even more ridiculous.  She had to lean back to keep her balance, which thrust her belly out even more.  Rubbing her hands over her enlarged midsection felt good, though.  She lifted her skirt and gulped at the sight of her smooth, lightly tanned belly, a tremendous sphere arching out from her breasts to an arm's length in front of her and down to hang over her pink panties.  Leslie scolded herself for taking pleasure at the expense of the mother, son, and stewardess she had eaten, but she rationalized her actions.  "It was an accident, a horrible accident.  Or self defense, perhaps."  She thought.  "And it will never happen again.  I'll get back in shape over Christmas break and no one will know…  Except my family.  Oh god!  I'll have to explain how I gained 300 lbs in one semester.  Oh, they'll be so disgusted and disappointed in me.  I wish I didn't have to see them."  

Leslie did get a short reprieve, because the snow had delayed her connecting flight until 11 am the next morning.  A cart ferried her bulk to the hotel connected with the airport where she checked into an austere room that smelled like stale smoke.  It was a tremendous relief for her to close the door and flop down on the bed (sinking much deeper into it than she ever had before).  Ignoring all those stares had been a real strain on her, and she had barely managed to avoid another binge at the hotel desk.  Now she could collect her thoughts, and "Gurgle, urp!" digest.  "How did I DO this?  I mean, I swallowed people whole.  How could my mouth even stretch that wide?"  Leslie tried to open her mouth big and stuff her hand in, but it wouldn't budge past normal size.  She heard voices in the hall and worried that she hadn't locked the door.  Her heart jumped and suddenly her hand and arm plunged down her throat as her mouth stretched cavernously.  Startled, she yanked her hand out and closed her mouth back down.  She was figuring it out.  "I must go into the eating mode when I get nervous or excited.  I'm sort of like the Incredible Hulk.  I have to control my emotions or I'll - burp - hurt people."  Leslie rubbed her belly.  "Sorry little boy, sorry little boy's mama, sorry Ms. Stewardess.  I hope you're in heaven now… urp!"  She thought she tasted the stewardess' perfume or shampoo.  And something like shoe leather.  " I guess I ate their clothes, too.  Yuck."  

After trying to watch tv for a while Leslie gave up (it was too hard to see over her belly) and got ready for bed.  "Hopefully I'll be a little more slim tomorrow.  My family is going to freak when they see me."  Though she was tired, the bloated blonde couldn't seem to fall asleep.  Somehow her gurgling belly kept her up.  It made her feel excited, and horny.  Removing her panties with some difficulty, Leslie reached around her towering tummy and found her wet vagina.  The thrill of her new body and the caresses of her fingers brought her quickly to an intense series of orgasms, after which she finally dozed off, a smile on her face. 

Morning greeted our traveler with a still-enormous gut and an overall bloated feel.  Her thighs and buns were a lot bigger and rounder, her arms seemed a bit meatier, and her breasts were HUGE.  Her walk to the shower was easier than the previous night's trudge through the airport.  However her belly, which looked like it was pregnant with an NFL linebacker, was still grossly out of proportion with the rest of her body, and put her off balance.  Leslie was barely able to close the shower door.  She laughed in spite of herself at the absurdity of the situation.  The showerhead seemed unusually low.  Was she a bit taller than before, too?  Leslie shampooed her blonde hair and lathered up the rest of her rotund form.  She couldn't help but have another "session" with herself, pressing her fat belly up against the shower while her fingers went to work.  Leslie dried off and brushed her hair, still in awe of her changed body in the mirror.  She liked the giant boobs, at least!  Of course the new pair didn't fit in her bra, so she stuffed the bra in her carry-on and did her best to cover her jugs with her white blouse.  It was a good thing her nipples weren't too dark.  She did as she had the day before, and draped her long skirt over her belly.  Of course she had to put it on over her head, and her big breasts made that difficult.  Still, she had done pretty well for someone who had tripled her weight without changing her wardrobe.  Leslie found a pair of sunglasses to wear which she thought might "hide" her somehow and keep her from going into binge mode again.  Indeed, she did have more confidence as she cruised through hotel checkout and went to her terminal.  Of course she didn't worry about breakfast.  Her plan was not to eat again until it felt like her people meal had passed through completely.  That could be a while.  

Leslie was lucky to get a seat in an empty row this time, where she could let her belly spill into the seats next to her.  The flight was relatively uneventful and she soon found herself at the baggage claim in Seattle.  She worried briefly that someone would recognize her, but then smiled, "No one will recognize me now!  At least not with the sunglasses."  If there was one thing Leslie was good at, it was making the best of a bad situation.  Although the chain of events since John had teased her for popping the top button on her jeans didn't represent her wisest problem solving.  Oh, well.  

Leslie called her mom on her cell phone and told her to pick her up at the terminal.  The sound of her mother's voice made her suddenly extremely guilty about recent happenings, and self conscious of her huge form.  She started to cry as she gave this warning, "Mom…  I don't want you to freak out…  But I… I have gained a lot of weight since you last saw me."  "Well honey, that's ok!  We were always worried you were anorexic.  We're GLAD that you're putting on some weight.  It's healthy."  "Mom, you don't understand.  I'm REALLY fat now.  Fatter than Aunt Helen.  I just, haven't been able to control my appetite."  "Oh honey, I'm sure you're not as fat as Aunt Helen…"  "MOM!  I'm even fatter than her!  I really am.  I'm like a totally different person!"  "Oh…  Oh, my.  Well, Les, you know I love you however you look."  Leslie sniffled and spoke quietly, "Yeah, mom, I know.  Just please tell Jeff and Dad not to say anything.  I just don't want to deal with it with them, ok?"  "Ok, babe.  I'll be there in a few, alright?  I love you."  "I love you too, mom."  Leslie closed the phone and went to wait at a bench by the window.  Her big belly rested on her big legs and her big breasts rested on her big belly.  She let out a big sigh and waited.  

Chapter 5

"Leslie, Leslie?"  "Mom, it's me!"  "Ohhh! … Ohhh!  Ok.  Ok.  Well…" Leslie's mother was in no way expecting to see her daughter so dramatically changed, but then again she didn't know that the girl had swallowed two adults and child in the last 24 hours.  She couldn't help starting at her daughter's huge belly and breasts but managed, "It's good to see you baby."  Mrs. Chalmers did her best to hug her daughter, but her arms wouldn't reach all the way around.  Leslie appreciated the effort and (thank god) overcame her embarrassment, "It's good to see you, too, mom.  I'm so sorry I… let myself go like this."  "Well honesty, honey, I didn't quite expect you to have changed THIS much but you know I love you and I just want you to be healthy and happy."  " I know, and I appreciate that."    Leslie and her mom put her bags in the car, then put the car seat back so that Leslie could have room.  On the way home they discussed the "change".  

"I want to lose the weight, mom.  But for now I really need new clothes."  "Well, let's stop at the store Aunt Helen shops at on the way home, and get you some."  The pair pulled into the "Queen Sized" outlet store a few blocks from Leslie's semi-rural neighborhood.  The clerk was a very plump woman who made Leslie feel less uncomfortable about herself, though the size of her belly and bosom were nevertheless unmatched.  There were a few mumu style dresses that managed to encompass Leslie's girth, a quadruple D brassier that reigned in her overfed tits, and some panties that covered her bulging (but perfectly smooth and round) ass.  The greatest find was a huge, gray sweatsuit that just barely fit.  Leslie wore it home.

Mrs. Chalmers had called on her cell phone to warn her husband Leroy and 18 year old son Jeff about what to expect, but their jaws dropped in spite of themselves when Leslie lumbered out the car (which had listed comically to her side).  There were some awkward hellos and suppressed stares, but once the initial shock wore off, things in the Chalmers household actually achieved a semblance of normality.  After picking at some salad during dinner, Leslie went to watch tv.  At first she tried sitting in the recliner, but her breasts atop her belly partially obscured her vision.  By lying sideways on the couch, however, she avoided the problem of looking past her stomach.  She knew her parents were having a "discussion" in the other room about her weight gain, and Jeff was probably calling his friends to tell them how fat his sister was.  Jerk.  Leslie prayed that there would be no confrontations and was truly afraid of what might happen if there were.  

In the morning after her first night at home Leslie awoke, still huge from her in-flight meal, but feeling optimistic about losing weight and putting this whole surreal episode behind her.  She donned her sweatsuit, attempted some stretches, and went out to the backyard for a run around the Chalmers' rural property.  Amazingly, her thickened legs were strong enough to carry her, but her enormous breasts and belly bounced ridiculously as she ran.  She made it through the woods loop and cut past the shed for another lap when she caught a flash out of the corner of her eye.  Leslie stopped with a major wobble and turned around to see Jeff and his friend Chris hiding against the shed with a camera.  "Don't mind us sis, just doing a little journalism.  Ha ha!"  The boys laughed and Chris took another picture.  "Dude, I think I felt the ground shake.  Ha ha!"  Leslie's heart jumped and her face turned bright red with embarrassment and anger.  She ran at the boys.  The tall Chris held the camera above his head, "Uh, uh, you're not getting THIS back."  He was surprised and a little afraid as he realized that Leslie was taller than he'd remembered, and of course much bigger.  "Alright, alright, I'll take the film ou…  Hey!"  Leslie grabbed her brother's friend in a bear hug and pressed him into her breasts as she opened her mouth and swallowed his head.  He flailed his arms, dropping the camera.  Jeff shouted, "What the hell!?  Stop Leslie!"  But the determined girl gulped down Chris' arms and shoulders and soon his legs and feet, too, slid into her belly, which was now partially exposed between her sweatshirt and pants.  Jeff stood paralyzed.  His sister had just EATEN his best friend.  He could even see her stomach wiggle as Chris strugged inside it.  Leslie looked at Jeff and felt ashamed and horrified, but couldn't stop herself from running after him and gulping him down, too.  - BURP -

Leslie stood by the empty shed passing her hands over a belly even more ridiculously oversized than before.  "Oh, god, what have I done?" she gasped aloud as Jeff and Chris gave their last struggles inside her.  "I can't stop EATING people!  Somehow I have to -BURP- stop this.  But first I need a drink of water."  The 700 pound lass made her way back to the house where she squeezed through the sliding glass doors and into the kitchen.  A few pitchers of water got rid of the lumpy feeling in her belly, and she thought of what to do next.  The reality of her "crime" was too painful to face, so Leslie's natural reaction kicked in.  She ate.  A loaf of bread.  A bowl of apples and oranges.  All the milk and cereal.  Some cheeses.   A bottle of wine.  A tray of deli meats.  Two pumpkin pies.  In fact, Leslie ate ALL the food in the kitchen, except for what was in the corner cupboards, which she couldn't squeeze into.  She was finishing off a bag of chips when she heard the front door open and her mom walked in carrying a grocery bag in each arm.  As Mrs. Chalmers came into the kitchen she screamed and dropped both bags on the floor.  "Leslie… you're, you're even BIGGER!  What have you done to yourself!?"

"I ate all the food in the house, mom.  And I ate Jeff and Chris.  I swallowed them whole.  And I'm sorry, but now I'm going to eat you, too!"  Mrs. Chalmers turned to run but Leslie caught the back of her shirt, then grabbed her shoulders and stuffed her mom's head into her mouth.  With a series of powerful gulps, the beautiful blonde consumed her own mother.  Leslie had barely time to catch her breath and regain her balance before she heard, "Ok Donna, I got the last of the groceries."  Her dad rounded the corner of the kitchen alcove and stopped dead in his tracks.  Leslie's ever-expanding form seemed to fill the whole kitchen, a great expanse of pink belly busting out of a grey sweat suit.  Mr. Chalmers managed, "W- Where's your mother?" but he seemed to know the answer already.  It killed her to do it, but Leslie ate her dad, too.  He was a big guy, and wasn't easy to get down, but somehow she made room for him inside her.  

Leslie couldn't believe that she hadn't simply exploded.  Carrying her whole family in her belly, all she could do was squeeze into the living room and flop down in an overgorged torpor.  She groaned as her belly churned and her poor devoured family slowly added to her Incredible Bulk.  

Chapter 6

Her head leaned up against the couch, Leslie half-closed her eyes and surveyed the vast, pink mound of belly that weighed her down into the carpet.  She had to prod and squeeze it with her hands to believe it was really her own.  It extended between her spread legs and protruded and partially rested on the floor between her knees.  She squeezed her legs together against the side of her belly and felt its contents slosh.  "Urp… Ahh."  Where she'd felt shame before she didn't know what to feel now.  The worst had happened and there was no turning back.  She rationalized that those she'd eaten were in a better place.  "Their bodies are in my tummy, but their souls are in heaven.  I'll just have to wait here until I get skinny enough to run away to Mexico.  Or go to jail.  I guess that's what I deserve."    

Leslie felt a draft across her bare navel and noticed that the front door was still open where her father had entered.  "I'll have to close that.  Don't want the mailman or the neighbors stumbling in."  When she tried to get up and move, though, she realized she was pinned.  "Urgh…"  Her legs couldn't lift her belly.  She dropped her head back to the couch, panting for breath.  Her big breasts heaved in front of her.  "Maybe if I REALLY concentrate…"  Leslie stretched and flexed her legs.  As she focused on them she felt them bulge, growing longer and more muscular.  "Wow, cool!"  She pushed against the floor with her arms, and they too grew and strengthened.  Squeezing her butt, she felt it grow VERY large and her back skootched up further against the couch.  A smile passed across her pink lips as she looked down and grabbed her already huge breasts.  "Bigger is better" she though as closed her eyes and concentrated, "Grow babies, grow!".  Her boobs filled with nutrients from her meal, swelling to the size of basketballs before they seemed to stop.  Leslie stood up, her legs thickening more, and her head coming close to the ceiling.  "I must be almost 7 feet tall!"  She looked like a caricature of a grossly pregnant woman.  Her big belly bulged out over her tight sweatpants, which now fit like capris.  Her sweatshirt top had ridden up over her belly and now only covered her breasts.  Her lower back was bare, too, and showed the thick musculature needed to carry that big stomach up front.  

Leslie strode to the door, closed it, and locked the deadbolt.  She then stomped back to the living room and turned on the tv.  She caught a news story about a missing persons case at the airport.  Rubbing her belly she smiled, "They're right here."  Leslie was reaching her hand down her pants for some self indulgence when the phone rang.  Fuck.  She answered it.  "Chalmers residence Leslie speaking…  Chris?  Yes, uh, he's still -urp- here…  Oh, I see…  I guess he's not going to come home before the Christmas Party tonight...  Uh huh…  Well, see you at 6 then, bye."  Damn, the party was tonight!?  Leslie now remembered that the night before, she'd arranged with her parents to let her stay in the shed during the party and have them lie that she was still away at college, in order that she wouldn't have to see anyone in her "condition".  "I guess I should go hide in the shed anyway, " she thought.  "But all hell is going to break loose when they realize no one is here and Chris is gone, too.  Maybe I should put a note on the door or something…"  From somewhere (perhaps the bottom of her belly) another option occurred to Leslie, "I suppose I COULD try to eat them all."  Her pulse quickened at the idea and her belly growled.  "You never get enough, do you?" she spoke to her stomach.  "Well, I hope you can handle what I'm going to give you next.  I'd better get ready."  

The naughty bulk of a blonde drank some more water and took care of bathroom business to get her stomach settled for the challenge ahead.  She then went upstairs to her bedroom (it was hard not to bump her head on the ceiling of the stairwell, and the sides of her belly against the hall) and tried to work on an outfit.  One of the mumus covered a good portion of her tummy, but it was really no good.  "I guess I'm past the days of clothing."  For good measure, Leslie took off her sweatpants and underwear and decided the naked fertility goddess look would have to do.  "This will help me get more embarassed when the guests see me, tee hee!"  The lass admired her bulk in her full length mirror.  It wasn't quite full length anymore.  Downstairs again, Leslie made her "dinner" plans.  Her heart beat fast and her mouth watered as the clock neared six.  She decided to wait in the living room and call people in through the front door (which she unlocked) rather than meeting them at the door and risking them running back to their cars.  She turned on the stereo to make it seem like a party was going.  

Six o'clock came.  Leslie was positively quivering with anticipation, her naked bulk standing by the TV in the living room.  6:01.  No one.  Leslie felt super nervous and was getting incredibly hungry.  She was considering eating the television remote when the doorbell finally rang at 6:09.  Putting on her best innocent voice she called, "Come on in!"  The front door opened and Claudia McKertcher spoke, "Hello!  Are we the first to get here?"  "Yes, we're in the living room!" Leslie called.  Claudia rounded the corner, saw the naked bulk, and instantly jumped back into her husband Butch.  Full of adrenaline, Leslie pounced.  She held Butch against her belly while she lifted Claudia with one strong arm and swallowed her in a few gulps.  Butch immediately followed his wife down Leslie's throat as their adult daughter and her husband came through the door.  Only a little off balance with her new weight, Leslie grabbed the man and sucked him down.  The McKertcher's daughter screamed, "Oh, my god, no!" as Leslie grabbed her, too.  The young woman was pregnant.  Leslie felt some remorse, but gobbled her down like a stuffed dumpling.  "Mmm, that was goooood.  Who's next?"

The neighbors Lewis and Sandy were Leslie's next victims.  They didn't taste especially good.  "Vegetarian, BURP, yuck."  Leslie's belly was VERY big but with some concentration the rest of her body adjusted.  At 6:15 the Dr. and Mrs. Evans were consumed.  Next came Chris' mom and dad.  His mom was delicious.  His dad was wearing a sweater that made him hard to swallow, and Leslie had to rip it off.  Swollen with so many guests, Leslie was having a hard time grabbing more.  Suzy Clavadetcher almost escaped when Leslie was gulping down her mother and father, but Leslie pinned her under her massive belly.  "Leslie, no!  You're my friend."  "I know, Suzy, we've had a lot of good times.  But I don't want to separate you from your parents… GULP!"  Going through her mental guest list Leslie realized she just had one more family to gobble.  She was thrilled to be on the verge of her goal, but knew it would be tough to eat Tim Smith, her childhood crush.  Oh, who was she kidding, she couldn't wait!  Cathy and Claude Smith were swallowed with ease, becoming Leslie's 21st and 22nd human meals.  Leslie trapped Tim in a bear hug and decided to have some fun with her "dessert".  

"Ok, Timmy.  You've seen what I can do.  I ate everyone who was supposed to come to this party, and my family, too, and you know I'm going to eat you."  Tim gulped and squirmed, his head pressed between Leslie's huge breasts.  "So, do you have any last requests?"  Leslie looked down between her boobs and made eye contact with the boy she had once swooned over.  He was still handsome, but she smiled at his helplessness.  Some part of Tim's brain, despite his horror, understood.  He stopped struggling and Leslie let him down on the floor.  He placed his hands on Leslie's belly and rubbed, looked up at her in wonder.  Leslie's head almost touched the 7.5 foot high ceiling, but her face was still the beautiful one that he had often dreamed about.  Leaning into Leslie's belly, he reached up and placed both hands on her large, pink nipples.  He pushed and kneaded on her pillow-like breasts, to her obvious pleasure.  Walking past his crush's flank, he put his hands on her gigantic ass and massaged her back.  Reaching up to her shoulders Tim sort-of climbed onto her and kneeled on her protruding buns while kissing the nape of her neck.  Leslie turned her head and kissed his lips, and helped him climb over onto her belly.  As Tim lay atop her belly and breasts, Leslie walked over and straddled the back of the couch, letting the ridge of it rub her sensitive spot.  She caressed and kissed Tim, and removed his pants.  His penis was rock hard and it pressed against her belly.  She slid one hand between her stomach and Tim, and massaged his penis against her tummy.  Sliding back and forth against the couch she grew more and more aroused.  Her breasts swelled and Tim made much of their bulk with kisses and squeezes.  Tim quivered and came explosively as Leslie orgasmed, too.  The bulging blonde was still climaxing higher and higher even as Tim was finished and looking scared again.  She licked her lips and swallowed his sweat-soaked body down as she reached the highest ecstasy of her life.  She was rocked for 15 solid minutes, finally crushing the couch to a pile of pillows under her absolutely tremendous belly.  "Ohhh, yesssssss…"

Chapter 7

"I'm thirsty, how long have I been asleep?"  The clock read 8:41.  "Good, not too long."  Though she now weighed about 3000 pounds, having added 23 other Homo sapiens to her waistline, Leslie made it to the kitchen, where she swallowed pitcher after pitcher of water.  It settled her stomach a bit.  Leslie surveyed the vast expanse of her belly, a testament to her unbelievable eating achievement.  All the diverse individuals she had consumed were now encompassed in the package of herself.  She liked the feeling. In her belly was a good place for people.  Leslie smiled.  She didn’t think of what she had done as killing people.  It was just, simplifying, harvesting…  Where there had been many there was now just one.  One BIG one.  Herself.  More Leslie, less everything else.  That was a philosophy this blonde could live by.  She would just have to be smart if she wanted to live by it much longer.  "The cops will probably get suspicious by tomorrow if they aren't already.  But right now the night is young…"  

Leslie barely squeezed through the sliding glass door out onto the patio.  It was a cold, rainy, Northwest night, but it felt refreshing to the big blonde.  "Funny, I'm not cold."  Drizzle pattered against her breasts and belly in the dark of the back yard as Leslie lumbered through the night.  "Hmm, what more do I want inside me?  Something BIG to make me bigger.  Something huge, something outrageous.  Ohh, I'm so hungry I could eat a…"  Leslie didn't have to walk far before she came to the Worthingtons' barn.  The barn doors were easier for her to get through than the doors of her house had been.  She pulled a chain and a light flicked on in the rafters.  Leslie licked her lips and rubbed her barcalounger sized belly as she surveyed her next meal.  Three goats reclined in the corner of the nearest stall, a large pig slept across the aisle, a big brown cow mooed and stared at her out of it's stall, and a set of ears twitched over the top of a tall stall at the end of the barn.  Leslie put her hand between the rails of the goats' pen and the three beasts approched her expecting to be fed.  Instead, Leslie opened her mouth wide and swallowed one down.  "Hmm, not baaaaad."  She felt her belly stretch and strain as she ate the other two.  "Ooof, I'm completely pigging out.  But I want that pig IN my tummy."  Leslie had to wrestle with the fat sow, but it was no match for her.  Stretching her mouth wider than she ever had before, she consumed the 400 lb porker.  "Ohhh, that was good. - URP - But the more I eat the hungrier I get.  Come here Bessie…"  The cow was big.  Leslie was afraid she had finally found her limits.  Reality was going to catch up with her.  But her fear gave her the energy to open up WIDE, and in two tremendous swallows she devoured the cow.  Her stomach was outrageously huge, having far outpaced the growth of the rest of her body, but Leslie went straight on to the last stall.  "Let's see if this can really be done."  She took a deep breath, grabbed the horse around the ears and thrust its head into her mouth.  The powerful animal kicked and thrashed and tried to back up, but Leslie pinned it against the back of the stall and let its kicking sink its front section into her distended maw.  Soon its front legs were inside her, then her mouth slid around its belly.  Standing up, her colossal stomach busting down the walls of the stall, Leslie let the horse's kicking back legs sink down between her lips.  The beautiful blonde finally closed her lips around the last hairs of the horse's tail and patted her monstrous midsection, which now contained a boy, a mom, a stewardess, her brother, a teenager, her mom and dad, the McKertchers, Lewis and Sandy, the Evans, the Clavadetchers, the Smiths, three goats, a hog, a cow, and a horse.  

The weight of her belly finally getting the best of her, Leslie drank the water in the trough, pulled the light off, and collapsed in sleep.  Her stomach churned away at its monumental meal.  

Chapter 8

Matthew Worthington was deeply distressed about the morning news.  The police were investigating the disappearance of five families who had parked their cars at the Chalmers' party and then inexplicably vanished.  The Chalmers were gone, too, and parts of their house were trashed.  The working theory was a mass kidnapping by a terrorist group.  On high alert, Mr. Worthington took his shotgun with him as he walked out to feed his animals.  Seeing the door open on his barn, his heart jumped, but he steeled himself, raised his gun and slowly walked in.  The goats were gone!  So was the pig, and Bessie, too.  Boards were scattered on the ground around the stall of his prized horse, Pomeroy.  And in the horse's place was a huge pink mass.  Matthew struggled to see in the dim light and couldn't believe his eyes when he made out two bare feet and long, thick legs spread under the mass of flesh, two enormous breasts resting atop it, and the smiling, sleeping face of Leslie Chalmers leaned up against the side of the barn.  "Holy shit," Matthew muttered under his breath, "She ATE my fucking horse!"  

 The click of a shotgun cocking woke Leslie from her blissful slumber.  "Ok bitch!  Move and I'll blast your fat belly open like a rotten Jack-O-Lantern.  Now tell me just what the hell is going on here.  What happened to those people?  And how the fuck did you get so big?"

"Please Mr. Worthington, it's not what it seems!  I didn't mean to eat everyone.  It's just, my body made me do it.  I couldn't stop.  I was so…  Hungry."  

"Well, I'll stop you, you disgusting freak of nature!"  BLAM BLAM!!  Two shots slammed into Leslie's belly as she winced in pain.  Matthew saw red welts where he'd hit, but his face dropped as he saw Leslie stand up, 8 feet tall and frighteningly massive.  The oversized blonde rubbed her hand where the shotgun blasts had hit and realized they had just bounced off.  She laughed, delighted (quaking her mountainous naked breasts and belly) and licked her lips.  

"Looks like you're my breakfast Mr. Worthington.  I'll show you where your horse is!"  Matthew ran out the door, but Leslie busted through and caught him in a few paces.  "Slurp!"  That was the end of him, and that much more added to Leslie.  "Ahh, this is going to be a good day.  I think I'll go turn myself in to the cops.  Or rather, turn the cops into me.  Tee hee!"  

Lumbering back to her house, Leslie was spotted by a tv crew.  "Oh, my god!  Andy, get a shot of this!," a reporter called out.  "Chief Henderson, get your men over here.  You're not going to believe this!"  Three cameras and a dozen guns were trained on Leslie as she stood in her back yard.  She put her hands akimbo and looked at the men standing around here.  Breaking the stunned silence, she spoke:

"A few days ago I got embarrassed and overate at a party.  I got embarrassed again on the airplane and had another binge.  Those people that went missing on the plane - I ate them.  I tried to stop, but my brother's friend embarrassed me and I had to eat him, too.  One thing led to another and I ate my whole family.  I didn't know what to do then, so I ate our Christmas Party.  Don't bother looking for those people, they're all here in my belly.  -URP-  Mr. Worthington and his animals found there way in here, too.  I suppose you want to kill me now…"  Chief Henderson was on the radio with the department of homeland security.  

"Ma'am, I don’t know what you are, or how you did what you did, and I'd just as soon kill you as find out, but I'm under orders to make sure you don't leave this spot until we get a crew out here to find out just what the hell is going on.  Jones, gas her and get the cuffs!  Men, if she tries to eat you, shoot to kill!"  FUMP.  A teargas grenade stuck between the blonde's huge breasts.  Leslie coughed and staggered as two more canisters struck her belly.  

"You bastards, I'll swallow you all!"  Someone fired a shot at her side, but it just scratched her.  She gulped him down as he fired two more ineffectual rounds.  Everyone started shooting (except for the news crews, who were backing away) but the enraged bulk chomped them down with lightning speed.  At one point she shoved two uniformed men down her throat at once.  The gunshots trailed off as the men disappeared into Leslie's belly.  Soon only Chief Henderson was left.  He turned to run, but Leslie knocked him over with her tremendous tummy and pinned him underneath it.  "Are you getting this?" she called to the news crews who had retreated to the other side of the yard.  Then she raised herself off Henderson, grabbed him by the shirt collar and lifted up to her face.  She gave him a kiss on his frightened lips, winked at him, then sent him headfirst down to the join the rest of his squad.  "BURP!  Who's next?"  The news crews ran away and hid in the woods.  Leslie shrugged and took a long drink from the hose on the side of her house.  "I'm so big, I love it!"    

Chapter 9

Leslie had little scratches and bruises where the bullets had bounced off.  They felt sore and tender, but thinking of the shooters now inside her belly made her feel better.  She felt a little off-balance, though.  "I've been eating all meat and no roughage… Maybe I can munch those bushes."   So Leslie uprooted and swallowed the photinia hedge around her house.  Then she walked down the street, eating a few more shrubs on the way.  The Johnsons' doberman rushed out and barked at her, so she ate it.  Then she crashed through the Johnsons' wall and ate them.  Moving on to the next house she did the same to the family there.  She also ate all the food in their refrigerator, while it was still inside the refrigerator.  "Gulp!  I think I can eat anything!"  She picked up a recliner and chomped it down.  Then a coffee table and the sofas.   She was getting bigger fast, and the house she had broken into was disappearing.  She ate the lamps and the bookshelves, the carpet and the drapes.  She ate part of the wall to get to the bedrooms, and chomped down the dressers and the beds.  When the ceiling started to cave in, she ate it.  Leslie delighed in watching her belly grow as she ate the bathtub and the sink (she left the toilet alone).  The pictures on the wall reminded her of potato chips.  The attic insulation was like cotton candy; she slurped it all down.  Ignoring the sounds of sirens and megaphones outside, she concentrated on eating the rest of the house.  Before she was quite finished, a spatter of bullets and an exploding grenade diverted her attention to the squad cars and swat team that surrounded her.  

"Grrr…" Leslie charged.  She grabbed and swallowed the men with guns and grendades.  Bending over her belly, she picked up a squad car with both hands and, amazingly, swallowed it whole while the men were still inside.  She did the same to the other cars that remained, even eating the SWAT team's armored van.  "Burp."  She felt her belly churn and crunch as it started to digest the metal and rubber.  "Delicious!"  The rest of the police fled, but Leslie caught one of their cars by the tailgate and swallowed it down while the tires spun in vain.  "Mmm."  Leslie knocked over a large fir tree with her belly and swallowed the whole thing.  She set about eating all the trees, cars, and houses in the neighborhood, soon becoming as big as a house herself.  An army helicopter showed up and blasted her with big bullets that really hurt.  "Ow ow ow!" she winced until a bullet bouncing off her Volkswagon-sized left breast whizzed back at the helicopter and knocked it out of the sky.  She picked up the crumped hulk and ate it in a few bites.  That made her feel better.  

Leslie made her way downtown, eating all the people and cars she could catch along the way, and growing until she filled both lanes of the street.  Five more helicopters came, but they ended up like the first, in Leslie's stomach.  A jet launched a missile at her head, but she opened her mouth and gulped it down.  An explosion rumbled in her belly and she let out a smoky belch, but felt fine.  "I like spicy food."  

A man in a five-story office building downtown listened raptly to the radio, in shocked disbelief of what he heard.  Was this a joke?  A hoax like the "War of the Worlds" broadcast?  Just then he looked out his window and saw a pink nipple the size of a tractor tire pass by, attached to a quaking breast the size of a room, resting with its partner atop a belly that filled the whole street.  The man ran for the stairs but felt the whole building shake as Leslie tore off the roof and ate it.  The hapless office worker looked up to see a beautiful blonde face lick her lips, and a huge arm reach down and pluck him from the open hallway.  He screamed as he was lifted up over her colossal tits and thrown down into her gaping maw.  The man slid down a wet tunnel, and blinked in darkness and pain for a few moments before he was buried under an avalanche of rubble and office supplies (the remains of his building) which poured down Leslie's throat.  

Munching a few more buildings, Leslie lumbered towards the harbor.  She had seen something there that looked like a real eating challenge, even for her.  A huge cargo ship sat at the port, fully loaded with logs.  It made even the incredible bulk look small.  But the looming mass of it gave the bloated blonde a massive appetite.  How dare something be bigger than her!  She wanted the boat inside her belly.  Eating a huge loading crane on the way, Leslie waded into the water.  The bow of the boat was right at the level of her mouth, and she opened wide to slip it inside.  Stretching her mouth outrageously wide, Leslie became like a giant garbage bag enveloping the ship.  She sank the nose of the boat down as she pulled herself up over it and sent the bow down into her gut.  She crawled along like a python swallowing an antelope as the ship went into her.  When she was 2 / 3 of the way done, Leslie managed to stand up and let gravity send the rest of the boat sinking down into her.  Her churning stomach crunched and crushed the hull of the boat as her lips closed around the transom.  "What a meal!"  

Leslie had tripled her size, and surveyed her breadth with pride.  As the morning turned into afternoon, the insatiable girl devoured most the trees and buildings in her town, topping them off with the state capitol and legislative offices.  "Guess I'm not breaking the law any more.  I ate the law.  Tee hee!"  Eating trees and building was fun, but Leslie was anxious for her next challenge.  "When I'm this big already, I need to eat something REALLY big to feel that incredible sensation I had when I first swallowed the people on the plane, and when I ate the ship.  These cars and houses are just like little bites to me, now."  Leslie's hungry eyes fell upon snow-capped Mt. Rainier.  "Look at that mountain!  How dare it make me look small.  Hey Rainier!  You're just a big ice cream sundae to me.  I'm gonna eat you up!"  

Final Chapter

Marching across the land, Leslie ate all trees and houses in her path.  She drank up a small pond and ate a railroad track and trains on her way to the mountain.  With giant steps she climbed to the top of Rainier and licked her lips.  Falling to her knees she greedily engulfed glaciers and rock.  Consuming mounds of land as large as herself, doubling her mass in moments, Leslie grew ever larger.  The mountain crumbled and disappeared into her.  Now SHE was the mountain.  Leslie slapped her belly and a titanic BOOM reverberated across the state.  Not stopping, she devoured other peaks, eating the whole mountain range and growing to stratospheric heights.  Bending down she slurped up lakes, hills, rivers, and cities, never getting enough.  Reaching the ocean she was once again confronted with something larger than herself.  "Oh, this will never do.  I must drink the ocean!"  So Leslie sucked and slurped, and grew and grew.  Whales and boats were like tiny minnows as they slid past her lips.  Leslie doubled her size again and again, her belly stretching towards the horizon, her breasts bloating to the size of asteroids.  She walked West across the Pacific as she drained the sea lower and lower, consuming every fish, dolphin, submarine, and scuba diver.  She gulped down the Hawaiian islands as she went, the volcanic lava not even burning her.  The South Pacific islands went down like bits of popcorn, and she soon reached Japan, which she chomped through like a nice, big steak.  "Mmm…"  Leslie went to work on Asia, gulping deep into the earth and consuming the bedrock and magma.  She drank the lava as fast as it welled out, as if it were the custard in an éclair.  The crust of the earth was devored in big bites, and the atmosphere inhaled like frosting.  Leslie was ecstatic as her belly reached planetary dimensions, and soon the whole world was inside her.  She belched, stretched, and drifted in space.  

Awaking from a short nap, Leslie noticed the moon slowly orbiting around her tummy.  Needless to say she gulped it down in a single swallow.  Her breasts were now the size of moons, but floating in the immense blackness of space she still felt small.  "I want to be BIGGER".  Opening her mouth wide, she somehow drew in the other planets of the solar system.  Venus was almost as big as her, and quite filling, but she couldn't resist gobbling Mars and Mercury, too.  The asteroids flew into her mouth as she came near Jupiter.  The gas giant dwarfed her as she plunged into its swirling atmosphere.  From within the planet she slurped and sucked until Jupiter was gone and there was only Leslie.  Saturn went the same way, and Uranus, Neptune, and Pluto, too.  Turning toward the sun, Leslie got ready for a hot meal.  The nuclear plasma warmed her as she sucked it all in, trillions of tons at a time.  Warmed and stuffed, Leslie looked to her next meal, the stars.  She opened her mouth and drew them in.  First the triple suns of the Centauri system tripled her size.  Then countless other stars entered her belly, as she devoured the entire milky way Galaxy.  Of course other galaxies followed as Leslie consumed the whole universe.  Soon there was nothing but blackness and a stuffed blonde as big as all creation.  Satisfied that she was supreme, Leslie caressed her immensity and sighed, "All done, URP!"

Out of the blackness there was a rip and a streak of light.  An immense, glowing figure with a long white robe and beard burst forth.  "What have you done to my universe you fat cow!  It was supposed to last another bazillion years but you ate it all!  Now I have to exercise my omnipotence and make a new one."  "Well that's great," said Leslie, "Because I would love desert."  "Fat chance, blondie," said God, "I'm going to erase you from history."  As God summoned a thunderbolt in his fist, Leslie snapped open her mouth and the glowing deity tumbled in.  From her belly a thunderous voice echoed, "Oh, you think you're funny, eh?  Nobody eats God and gets away with it.  Universum createum ad infinitum!"  Leslie's eyes widened in shock as she felt a burst within her belly.  God was creating another universe inside her, much bigger than the first.  Leslie struggled to adapt as she felt herself inflating exponentially like a balloon.  "C'mon, digest, digest!" she willed, as god created more worlds inside her.  Her belly gurgled and her body quaked as her growth and digestion struggled to keep pace with God's infinitely expanding creation.  She felt the ecstasy of her life as she swelled exponentially.  She became infinitely large, but never burst, as every part of her grew as fast as God could create.  Her eyes crossed and drool dribbled from her lips as she clutched her infinitely large and growing breasts and felt unimaginable orgasms.  In the heat of the greatest climax ever her belly convulsed in a super fit of activity.  As she wound down, all was still.  Leslie rubbed her infinite belly.  "God…  God?"  There was no answer but a deep gurgle.  "I guess that's the end of that, she shrugged."  "BURP!"   

