The Big Bet

By Mollycoddles

“Melissa, I thought you were my friend!” moaned Claudia helplessly, staring at the personal cheesecake in front of her.
“Of course I’m your friend, silly! If I wasn’t, I wouldn’t have also got one for Miss Morris.”  Melissa grinned eagerly, her eyes sparkling as if she was enjoying some private joke.  Claudia grimaced. This was no joke for her!

Claudia was a short stack Latina girl, barely reaching four foot eight if she stood on tip toe, even though the 18 year old girl was a senior in high school.  She favored casual, tomboyish clothes – cut-off acid wash denim shorts, T shirts, and her long frizzy blonde-tipped dark hair spouting out from under a battered baseball cap – partly because she was, at heart, a sassy outspoken tomboy but also partly because it was so hard to find flattering feminine clothes when you’re built like a little barrel.  Chubby and sassy, Claudia sported a pudgy belly underneath her hefty breasts, both of which stretched the bounds of her cotton T-shirt.  Loud and opinionated, she was like a keg of dynamite – definitely not the sort of girl to think before she acted! And it was that unfortunate headstrong streak that first got her into this mess!

It was all Miss Morris’s fault.  Miss Morris was exactly the sort of teacher that Claudia really despised: a young svelte white girl just out of teacher’s college and determined to change the world.  That was the sort of teacher that always gave Claudia trouble.  Oh Claudia, why aren’t you applying yourself?  Oh Claudia, you could do so much with your life if only you’d pay attention in class!  Feh!  Claudia thought school was a waste of time.  And now some white bitch from the suburbs thought she could change Claudia’s mind with her platitudes about the importance of a good education?  Blah blah blah!  Claudia would have dropped out of school long ago if her parents hadn’t forced her to keep going, but not even they could make Claudia care enough to pull her grades up above Ds and Fs.  Claudia usually spent her time at school skipping class to smoke in the girls’ bathroom or buying pizza from off-campus vendors.
It all started when Miss Morris made Claudia stay after class.  

“What are you going to do with your life, Claudia?  Don’t you want to get a good job?”

Claudia shrugged and snapped her bubble gum.  She pulled her baseball cap down over her eyes to broadcast just what she thought of her teacher.

Miss Morris sighed, took off her classes and rubbed her eyes.  The teacher couldn’t have been younger than 30, but her wispy platinum blonde hair, pale porcelain skin, and thin fragile frame gave her the look of an eternally young Nordic elf. Claudia didn’t trust a woman that thin. It seemed suspicious.  You could practically break her in half.  Claudia was a thick short stack built to last from a steady diet of rice and beans.  Sure, she was small, but she had mass to her.  Claudia loved to eat and her chubby gut clearly showed the effects of her hearty appetite.

“Don’t you want to develop any skills to help you in the job market?  What do you even like to do, Claudia?”

“I dunno,” said Claudia, crossing her legs and tapping her converse sneaker against the floor.  “Eat?”

“I’m being serious, Claudia.”

“So am I, Miss Morris. That’s what I like to do.”

“You can’t get work just eating. That’s not a job.”

“It is for me.  Sometimes kids at the cafeteria pay me to eat weird stuff. Like, this one kid once gave me five dollars to eat a bug.”

“Oh, and that’s what you plan to do with your life? Eat bugs for money?”

“Not just bugs,” said Claudia, scratching her head through her baseball cap. “I could eat all sorts of stuff.”

“That’s not a real job. Anyone can do that.”

“Work is for jerks,” sneered Claudia, “I don’t care none about that. School is for fools.  Don’t you be wastin’ my time with all that bullshit, Miss Morris.”

“Claudia! Language!”

“I know how it is,” continued Claudia, undeterred.  “All these teachers come down to this school straight outta college, thinking that they’re gonna change students’ lives and shit. Well, you ain’t.  Maybe you think it’s not a real job, but I don’t so no one else doin’ it.”  

Miss Morris scowled and folded her hands on the desk in front of her.  She leaned forward so that Claudia could see her brow furrowing angrily behind her glasses.  “I can see that I’m not getting through to you, Claudia.  You don’t believe me that you need job skills to get anywhere in life?  You don’t believe me that eating isn’t a skill?  Well, then fine.  I’ll make a deal with you.  How about I show you that I could eat anything you could?”
Claudia giggled. “No way, Miss Morris! You’re a pretty little white girl. No way could you handle all the shit I eat!”

“Oh, I see. You’re afraid I might be right? How’s this for a bet: For the next year, I’ll match you and eat anything that you eat. And you’ll see that there’s nothing to it.”

“No way!” Claudia sat bolt upright in her chair, her chubby tummy rolling over the waistband of her shorts, the indent of her belly button clear through the cotton fabric of her shirt. “I ain’t afraid! But I got a better idea.  I bet that I could eat anything that anyone puts in front of me… so why don’t we bet this: For the next year, you eat ANYTHING and EVERYTHING that anyone offers you. And I mean ANYTHING. And EVERYTHING! No weaseling out. You refuse any food that anyone gives you, you lose the bet.”

“And you’ll do the same?”

Claudia grinned and raised her right hand in a scout’s honor salute.  “You bet I will.”

“Okay, it’s a deal.  But if I win, I want you to start applying yourself. If I win, you pull up your grades enough to graduate on time.”

“Good! And if I win, you get off my damn back!”

“Deal!”

“Fine!”  Claudia grinned.  Miss Morris was even dumber than she looked!  There was no way that Claudia could lose this bet!  All she had to do was spread the word to a few of her friends and pretty soon the entire school would be offering Miss Morris all sorts of gross stuff – like mayonnaise on ice cream and anchovy pizza. Miss Morris would throw in the towel within a month and then Claudia could look forward to a whole year of peace and quiet from this self-righteous bitch.
Unfortunately, it didn’t work out like that.  When Claudia explained the bet to her friends in the girls’ bathroom, they didn’t see things the way Claudia hoped they would.
“So you’re saying that, you gotta eat ANYTHING that we give ya?” said Trudy between puffs on her cigarette.

“Yeah,” said Claudia, “But you’re missing the point.  Miss Morris has to do it too.  So like, tomorrow I want you to give her some cookies with ketchup on them or something…”

“So like, if I hand you this peanut butter sandwich, you have to eat it, right?” interrupted Melissa, pulling a ziplocked sandwich out of her bookbag and pressing it into Claudia’s hands. 

Claudia rolled her eyes. “Yeah, yeah, very funny, Melissa. This is serious, you guys. Listen to me, this is my chance to get Miss Morris to shut her yap for a whole year –“

“You know, I can’t help notice that you’re not eating the sandwich.  That’s a real shame, guess we’ll have to tell Miss Morris.  I can’t believe that you’re gonna lose your bet on the very first day!”

Claudia rolled her eyes. “Fine, whatever!”  She tore open the bag and stuffed the white bread sandwich into her mouth.  

“There, happy?” she mumbled through a mouth full of white bread.

“Now what if I gave you this banana?” asked Trudy.
“Trudy! C’mon!”

“Oh, welching on your bet, huh? I bet Miss Morris didn’t know how easy this was gonna be!”
“Urgh, you bitches,” grumbled Claudia, holding out her hand to take the banana.  Chomping down, Claudia began to sense that she might have bitten off more than she could chew with this bet.

Claudia had hoped that her friends would want to help her win by offering Miss Morris something gross, but instead they had decided that it would be funnier to go for quantity over quality.

“Whatever, you think it’s funny to stuff us? Well, I’m not worried.”  Claudia patted her pudgy middle. “My tummy can handle anything.  Miss Morris better watch out, though.  She’s definitely gonna be the first to burst.”

***
Claudia really regretted her rash decision now.  Some friends she had!  Instead of offering her support, they offered her food.  When she arrived to school in the morning, they would greet her at the front doors with toaster strudels and pop tarts.  During class, kids would pass her notes or throw spitballs at her just to goad her into turning around – and then wave candy bars at her once they caught her eye.  At lunch, Claudia was always surrounded by a mob of generous friends all eager to give the suffering shortstack a few treats from their own lunches.  They were relentless.  Poor Claudia left for home everyday cradling a belly swollen up like a beachball.

She was too stubborn to quit, so Claudia forced herself to eat everything that anyone offered her. The constant onslaught of food began to take its toll on Claudia’s already ample figure.  Her chubby tummy slowly began to grow rounder, filling out in front of her like an inflating balloon that put increasing stress on the seams of her T-shirts and the buttons on her denim shorts.  Her breasts began to swell with fat, ballooning up like two twin volleyballs until she was forced to swap out her old, tattered bra for the next size up.  Her face grew rounder, a second chin appearing.  Her arms and legs grew thicker and meatier.  Behind her, Claudia could feel her butt pushing out further, forming a shelf behind her that added even more pressure to the stitches in her favorite shorts.  The shortstack was growing thicker and thicker, but what could she do?  If she didn’t put a stop to this contest, then one of these days she would surely pop like a balloon.  But she wasn’t going to give Miss Morris the satisfaction of seeing her quit!
Claudia’s only comfort was that the students thought it was equally funny to pull the same shit on Miss Morris.  She smirked to herself whenever a student approached Miss Morris before class to proffer the stereotypical apple for teacher – Claudia knew the ulterior motive for the gift.  And more often than not, students were offering her treats heavier and far more fattening than just apples.

Miss Morris was growing too.  To the surprise of teacher and student alike, Miss Morris apparently had bottom-heavy genes in her family, because she was slowly blossoming into a perfect pear.  Her breasts grew slightly, just enough to keep pace, but her body clearly favored her hips and rear as the best fat depositories, making her a stark contrast to Claudia and her rapidly inflating knockers.  Miss Morris’ middle filled out, swelling out in front of her like a medicine ball.
The two women were locked into a constant cycle of gorging!  Poor Claudia hardly ever got any respite as her friends plied her with treats from the moment she arrived in school to the moment that she went home at night.  Of course, Claudia couldn’t let her parents know what was really happening, so even after she was totally stuffed from yet another day of relentless feeding, she still had to pretend that she had room enough to eat the massive dinners prepared by her mother.

At least weekends gave her a couple days to recover! Claudia spent the whole weekend lying bed and moaning, trying to will her belly to digest enough of her insane feast so that she could at least walk again.
On Monday, Claudia waddled into school to find a group of kids clustered around a poster in the front hallway.  
“What the hell is this?” muttered Claudia, pushing her way through the crowd.  She blinked in confusion as she took in the sight. The poster featured two crude stick figures that she could clearly tell, from the baseball cap on one and the cat’s eye glasses on the other, were supposed to be her and Miss Morris.  Actually, stick figures wouldn’t be an accurate description.  The two figures bodies were drawn using giant circles, making the two figures look like human blimps with little stick arms and legs.

Above the drawing, someone had written: BATTLE OF THE BELLIES! WHO WILL BE THE FIRST TO BURST?
“That’s not funny, Trudy!” snapped Claudia, “You think it’s funny that I might burst?”

“Hey, you’re the one who said it! Speaking of which, you look a little peckish. Care for a pop tart?  It’s your favorite, smores flavor!” Grinning widely, Trudy held out a pop tart.  Claudia stared at it like it was a poisonous snake, but what could she do?  Looks like I’m getting an early start today, she thought.
“Yeah, but I didn’t think you guys would be cheering for it to happen!” whined Claudia as she reluctantly accepted the pop tart.   She took a resigned bite and favored the sweet, chocolate goo silently.  It was good!  She had to enjoy food while she could, because she knew that within the hour eating would go from a pleasure to a chore.  It was only early in the morning, before she was stuffed to the gills, that she could actually enjoy her meals.
“Cheer up, Claudia.  You don’t have that much longer to go, do you? How long did you bet you could keep this up for?  A month?”

“You know the bet was for a whole year, you bitch,” snarled Claudia, biting another hunk off her pop tart.

“Ooo, a bitch, am I? Well, just to show that were still friends, here’s a gift. Let me give you another pop tart.”

Claudia glared but Trudy only giggled at her sour look.  Ugh, six more hours to go before she could go home again…

Getting to the classroom was difficult when Claudia had to stop every few feet to accept more food.

“Ugh…” mumbled Claudia as she waddled into Miss Morris’ English class, sweat pouring off her brow.  It was only the second hour of the day, but Claudia had already run a gamut of snacks.  She wobbled over to her desk, leaning backwards and supporting her back with both hands so that her massive belly didn’t drag her forward to the floor.  Grunting and groaning, the over-stuffed cutie squirmed her plush behind into the hard wooden chair. She leaned back, moaning loudly.  Gawd, she was soooo full.  She was in so much pain that she didn’t even care if anyone knew.  

Unlike Miss Morris, Claudia was so short that all this extra weight was starting to present a real problem to her mobility.  The more she ate, the rounder she grew.  In fact, Claudia was so round now that she looked like a fully inflated beachball.  

The girl in front of her turned around in her seat to flash Claudia a shit-eating grin.  Oh no. This couldn’t be good.

“Hey, Claudia!” said Tanya

“Leave me alone,” muttered Claudia, her eyes closed, her hands kneading her tender, distended tummy.  Her shorts were nearly invisible, hidden beneath the arc of her grandiloquent belly – and Claudia could barely even see her gut over the swell of her heaving bosom.  She could feel the cold air brushing against her rotund middle, letting her know that her stomach was completely bare.  All of her T-shirts had turned into belly shirts, and Claudia had to be content knowing that at least they still covered her boobs.  The Latina short stack had given up all pretense of pulling her shirts down over her middle long ago, instead simply tucking them into the dark crease between her belly and bosom and wearing them as crop tops.  Her shirts definitely had their work cut out for them even doing that much, as Claudia’s blimping boobs expanded more and more.  Her T-shirts were pulled tight around the two milky orbs, outlining the pleasing roundness of each titanic tit.  If they kept growing, she would soon be splitting the side seams.  
But her shorts – we were talking about her shorts, remember?  Claudia couldn’t see her shorts, but she could feel the waistband digging into the soft, gelatinous flesh of her middle.  She had to button her shorts under her belly and even then they barely fit.  This was so embarrassing!  Nothing could hide her belly!  Even if she could find clothes big enough to cover that grand globe, people would still notice.  And the more people noticed the size of her gut, the more people talked. And the more they talked, the more people found out about her bet with Miss Morris.  And the more people found out about the bet, the more people thought it would be fun to get involved.

At least her baseball cap still fit.
Minutes later, Miss Morris lumbered in, huffing and puffing and clutching her own stomach.  She looked like a bloated tick ready to pop.  Her belly was grown too big and round to fit into her pencil skirt, so she had let it hang free.  Unfortunately, that meant that it wobbled back and forth as she waddled.  Unlike Claudia, Miss Morris still managed to cover her growing belly to an extent.  Her blouse was tucked into her dress, but the buttons were struggling to hold together and the class could see exciting glimpses of the teacher’s alabaster skin through the large, diamond-shaped gaps between the buttons.
“Class, I want… you to turn to chapter fifteen and we’ll start our lesson,” gasped Miss Morris as she collapsed into her chair.  The chair creaked ominously in response, ready to snap under the well-fed teacher’s sky-rocketing weight.

“You’re looking pretty full there, Miss Morris,” called out Claudia, “You about ready to give up?”
Miss Morris shook her head, but she didn’t say anything.  But the slightly green tinge to her face, she looked like she was desperately trying to restrain a belch.

“You look kinda sick there, Miss Morris,” said Claudia, leaning forward as far as she could with her big breasts and flabby gut in the way.  “You want to burp, Miss Morris? I bet that would make you feel better.”
Miss Morris shook her head, but her face was turning bright pink as she fought the urge to belch.  The prim and proper teacher might look like a fat slob but she wasn’t about to burp in front of her class!
“It would feel so good to let it all out, Miss Morris,” said Claudia, “And I bet that would free up some room for more food. Cuz you’re still hungry, right, Miss Morris?”

Miss Morris looked like she wanted to die.   That’s when Tanya made her move.  She reached down under her desk, pulled out a deep baking dish covered with tin foil, marched to the front of the class, and plopped it on Miss Morris’ desk.
“Uh, what’s this?” asked Miss Morris, the green in her face deepening.  It wasn’t even the beginning of first period and the poor teacher really looked ready to puke.  She must have had even more people feeding her on her way to class than Claudia had.  That was a good sign.  Maybe today would be the day that she finally gave up.  Please let it be the day that she finally gave up.

How long had this contest been going on so far?  A month?  Two?  And there was still along ways to go.  If Miss Morris didn’t give up soon, Claudia had a sick feeling that the poster she had seen in the hallway might prove prophetic: the two stubborn beauties would end up as big round blimps, nothing more than two fat inflated beachballs with tiny peanut heads and useless little flapping hands and feet, resembling two full-to-bursting Violet Beauregardes after she’d been pumped full of blueberry juice.  Or, worse yet, they’d both just explode.

“I made a present for you, Miss Morris!” said Tanya, pulling back the tin foil cover to reveal a freshly baked apple pie.

Claudia nearly laughed out loud. Most of the kids at least tried to be subtle, offering small things like candy bars and cookies, but an entire pie! That was hilarious!  Miss Morris was going to eat herself sick by the end of the day.

“Oh thank you, Tanya,” said Miss Morris through gritted teeth when a giggling girl placed a whole pie on her desk one morning.

“I baked it myself,” said Tanya, “And I thought that you would like to try it. My mother said I did a good job.”

“I’m sure she did,” said Miss Morris.  The teacher caught Claudia’s eye in the front row and turned away as Claudia flashed a smug grin.  A whole pie!  Man, that was a new high.

“Want a twinkie, Claudia?” said Trudy, her voice almost a sinister purr.

“Sure,” said Claudia, grabbing the proffered vanilla spongecake between her chubby fingers and making a big show of popping it into her mouth.  She was stuffed to the gills but she didn’t want to show weakness in front of her faltering teacher.  Besides, a twinkie was nothing compared to a whole pie!  She was going to enjoy watching this.
“You can’t expect me to eat a whole pie!” blurted Miss Morris, her green face going white with terror.  She was already way to full to even eat a slice let alone a whole pie!

“Oh you don’t need to eat the whole thing,” said Tanya innocently.  “Why ever would you say something like that?  Of course I don’t expect anything of the sort.  It’s all up to you how much you want to eat, Miss Morris.”

“That’s right, Miss Morris,” called out Trudy, “Only a real piggy would eat a whole pie in one sitting.  And we know you’re not like that, don’t we?”

Claudia laughed.  Ouch! That really jostled her overloaded gut.

Apparently Claudia’s laugh lit a fire under the overstuffed teacher, because suddenly there was a grim glint of determination in the young teacher’s eye.  She picked up a plastic fork, stabbed it into the pie and shoved the first bite into her mouth.  She chewed.  And chewed. And chewed.  She had to swallow.  She didn’t want to. More than anything, she did not want to swallow.  She was already so obscenely full, her belly swollen and flushed red under her blouse, the rosy throbbing flesh faintly visible between the straining buttons.  The buttons that she wouldn’t be able to hold together if she kept going, no matter how desperately she sucked in her gut.  She squeezed her eyes shut, heaved her shoulders, and forced herself to swallow.  

It sounds like a toilet plunger to her own ears, but the class had to strain to hear the quiet little ‘gulp’ that signaled the first bite going down into their teacher’s titanic tummy.

“You look like you need something to wash that down, Miss Morris,” said Melissa.

The teacher’s eyes ballooned with panic and she watched helplessly as Melissa lugged a plastic liter bottle of cola to the front of the room, plopping it down on the teacher’s desk.

“A whole liter… how… thoughtful,” said the teacher, sweat visibly beading on her brow both from the exertion of forcing herself to eat beyond her limits and from the fear of what was to come.

“We just think you’re such a great teacher,” said Melissa, “We really want to reward you!”

“I don’t have a glass,” muttered Miss Morris weakly.  

“What a lame excuse,” mumbled Claudia to herself.  Then out loud she said: “Oh don’t stand on such formalities, Miss Morris! Just drink from the bottle!”
Miss Morris grimaced, shooting a poisonous look at Claudia who just laughed in response.

“Oh but I didn’t forget about you either, Claudia,” said Tanya.

“I – what?”

“I just thought it would be rude to bring Miss Morris a pie and NOT bring some for you.”

Claudia wasn’t laughing now.  She should have known.  Oh shit.  The color drained from her face.  This was bad.  Until now, her friends had been bringing her food constantly, sure, but it was at least all manageable.  But a whole pie? That was pretty insane.  She should have been worried the second that they put a pie in front of Miss Morris.  It should have signaled to Claudia that the students were no longer being reasonable.  They were going mad with sadistic glee at this game.  A whole pie might well just be the first escalation.  Her lower lip quivered as her imagination boggled.  What next?  A wedding cake? A whole cow?  Was there any limit to what they might try to make Miss Morris eat?  Was there any limit to what they might try to make her eat?
Her figure was already ruined by months of round-the-clock gorging, but things were about to get much much worse…

Claudia studiously avoided catching Miss Morris’ eye as Tanya produced a second pie, pulling off the foil wrapping with a flourish.

“It’s a chocolate smores pie,” she said, “Trudy said it was your favorite.”

“Oh… yum,” said Claudia sarcastically, “It sure is.  Hand me a fork.”

The rest of the hour passes in surreal fashion.  Miss Morris tried her best to maintain order in the room, lecturing between bites as she slowly, laboriously worked her way through the pie bite by bite.  The formerly energetic teacher couldn’t even rise from her chair for the lesson, instead lying back in her chair and letting her stuffed belly rise like a mountain in front of her while she panted and gasped her way through an explanation of chapter fifteen.

For once, Claudia was silent.  She couldn’t heckle her teacher, she had to focus all her attention on the pie n front of her, powering through by sheer force of will, forcing every delicious bite down as she struggled not to vomit.  Gawd, she was so full.  Her gut throbbed and pulsated, puffing out slightly more with every tortured bite, as she worked to finish her pie.  The only sound coming from the overstuffed cutie was the occasional clink of plastic silverware against the bottom of the pie tin and the steady chew chew chew of labored mastication.  She pulled her baseball cap off her head and wiped her brow with one thick arm.  She was drenched in sweat.  She felt dizzy.  She was so full that she literally thought she was going to die!

“Need something to wash that down, Claudia?” asked Trudy sweetly.

“Fine… you fuckin’ bitch,” moaned Claudia.  “Give it to me.  Fuck you.  I can take it.  You tryin’ to make me pop? It ain’t gonna work.”  She slapped her overloaded belly for emphasis and immediately regretted it.  Ow!  She was so full that she was half afraid that the impact of her palm against her gut might have ruptured something.  Nevertheless, she plowed forward, ignoring the pain. “This tummy can handle anything you can dish out.”

“Glad to hear it, Claudia! Open your mouth.”

“…what?”

“You heard Miss Morris. We don’t have any glasses. I gotta pour it into your mouth.”
“…fine.”

“How about you, Miss Morris?” asked Melissa sweetly. “Can I help you with your soda?”

 Miss Morris nodded miserably and opened her mouth so that her student could obligingly tip the liter bottle into her gullet.  The scene so comical that Claudia might have laughed if she wasn’t so painfully full that she was afraid laughing might make her explode.  Miss Morris looked like a fat baby nursing from a bottle as she guzzled soda!

Miss Morris’ overloaded gut bubbled and burbled angrily as she forced more and more soda down her throat, bloating her stomach to even more obscene sizes and pushing her quivering blouse buttons to their very limits.  Was Miss Morris going to pop before her buttons?

“Gosh, Claudia, who do you think is going to burst first?  It really could be either one of you – you’re both so big and round and bloated!”

“I ain’t gonna burst,” said Claudia through gritted teeth.  But she really wasn’t so sure!  Her stomach was soooo full and it hurt sooo much!  Beneath her thick layers of insulating blubber, Claudia’s tummy was stuffed drum tight.  She was so completely full that angry red stretchmarks appeared across the swathe of her burgeoning belly, revealing to everyone that Claudia was inflating way too fast for her own good. 

“So much confidence! Well, open your mouth and let’s wet your whistle.”

Now it was Claudia’s turn to start drinking.  It was a funny scene.  The classroom was in chaos now; Miss Morris was too stuffed and dazed to keep a handle on her lesson and everyone was too intent on feeding the two bloated competitors to even care.  The students giggled and tittered as Melissa and Trudy fed Miss Morris and Claudia from the two liter bottles like they were a pair of thirsty babies.

Their guts filled up with sugary, fizzing soda, billowing outwards more and more.  Claudia felt the pinching around her waist getting worse and worse. The pressure building as she literally inflated with bubbly soda until her overstressed shorts simply couldn’t take it anymore.  It finally happened when the tubby teen shifted in her seat slightly, hoping to scoot her plush bubble butt so that her belly wasn’t left hanging over the front edge of her seat.  She needed some additional support as the pull of gravity made her growing belly ache and throb.  But that movement was enough to blow her shorts open, and she felt the top button of her button-fly shorts pop off with a sharp ping!  Oof!  She would be more upset except that it was suuuuch a relief!  She could feel her belly expanding into the gap left by her missing button, bearing down hard on the second button in line.  Her stomach was rising like bread dough, a vast fleshy avalanche exploding out of her clothes and pushing relentlessly forward as she grew and grew.  She was barely cognizant as the second button let go; she was too full to care.  She felt like a water balloon hooked up to a faucet! She felt like a dam about to bust! She felt like she was about to explode! 

She could not hold anymore.

Her mind flashed back to the poster on the wall this morning.  She had a mental image of her herself and her teacher, inflating like two helium balloons hooked to automatic pumps, growing and growing until they were as big as houses, as big as blimps, so round and tight that they might rise up into the sky like a pair of new moons, before.. KABOOM!!! They simply exploded from being too full.

Claudia’s tongue tasted empty air as she sucked down the very last of the soda.  Was she done? Thank God!

Then looking down in front of her, she saw there was still the matter of the pie.  It was decimated, just sticky shreds, but there was still something there.  Just a little.  But… oh Gawd, she didn’t think… no, she KNEW… she knew that she couldn’t take it.

That was it! She couldn’t take it anymore!

“Miss Morris…I… I can’t keep going,” said Claudia, pushing away the empty bottle, “I’m gonna explode. I give up! You win!”

At the same time, the soda bottle ran dry for Miss Morris too.

“Enough! Enough!” cried Miss Morris, clutching her swollen gut and groaning out loud.  Pop! Pop! Pop! The last gulp of soda spelled doom for her overloaded garments as her blouse erupted, sending defeated buttons flying all over the room and showering her students. She was so intent on the pain radiating out from her own overloaded stomach that she hadn’t heard Claudia throw in the towel. “No more! I can’t eat another bite! I give up!  You win, Claudia!”

The students could only stare in confusion.  They hadn’t expected that!  The two stubborn beauties had each admitted defeat – at the same time!
“So who won?” whispered Trudy.  Melissa shrugged.

“Get…out! All of you!” shouted Miss Morris between gasps.  “I’m still your teacher! Class dismissed! Not you, Claudia!”

Not that Claudia could leave, even if she wanted to.  She was so stuffed that she couldn’t even stand up!

Sheepishly, the class shuffled out, the students casting back a few curious glances at their teacher’s blimped form.  

“So... Miss Morris… did I hear you give up?”  Claudia grinned despite the pain.  

“Yeah… but I think I heard… YOU give up too?”

The two young women exchanged glances.

“So I guess we’re at an impasse,” said Miss Morris. 

“Ugh, fuck that,” snapped Claudia, leaning backwards to survey the damage. “Look, Miss Morris, we can’t go on.  I’m already way too thick. I mean, it’s good for a girl like me to be a little thick, but I’m gettin’ so thick you could roll me around.  An’ I can’t go on like this.  One more day an’ I swear I’m just gonna bust.  Look at this belly!”

Claudia waved at her enormous, round belly spilling out of her clothes.  Her shorts were ruined, her shirt was little more than a bra; she looked like an overfed Thanksgiving turkey.

“An’ you don’t look much better, Miss Morris.”

The young teacher could only stare at her own exposed stomach, watching the vast pale dome ease in and out with her labored breathing.

‘I can’t believe… that a pretty little white girl could hold all that food,” muttered Claudia, her voice betraying a new respect for her formerly skinny teacher. “But I don’t think you can hold much more.  We gonna call it a draw, Miss Morris, an’ we gonna call it even before we both pop.”
Miss Morris nodded. “That’s a mature decision, Claudia.  But what does a draw mean?”

“Means….it means…”
“It means that you’re going to start applying yourself Claudia. You’re actually going to get good grades.”

“What! No!”

“But it also means I can’t bug you.  So you’re going to have to start applying yourself without me telling you too.”

“Ughhhhh, no! School work is so dumb!”

“Well, I guess we could just keep going til we both pop…”  Miss Morris patted her gut. “Maybe I’m not so full after all… maybe I could go for a little more…”

“Ugh! Fine, alright! I promise!”  She shook her head and grinned stupidly.  “I guess… I guess I underestimated you, Miss Morris.”

Miss Morris smiled sweetly.  She had a feeling Claudia would be a much better student from now on.

* * *
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