Turkey Time

By Mollycoddles

Tamara stared longingly out the window at the turkeys in the farmyard.  Look at those lucky bitches, she thought. They get to eat as much as they want!

She looked down at the meager bowl of corn.  Unlike her.  She hardly got anything to eat!  That ruffled her feathers but good!

Tamara was a voluptuous turkey girl, her sleek but curvaceous body covered with beautiful brown feathers.  A ruff of dark brown feathers on her head, cascading down her back and over her supple shoulders, looked almost like human hair, giving her a sly sultry look.  Her scaly legs were shapely, with deliciously full thighs leading down to sturdy calves.  Her ruffled chest feathers disguised the magnitude of her chest when she puffed them out, but otherwise Tamara’s ample breasts were matched only by the swell of her delightfully succulent and squeezable backside.  When she displayed her tail feathers, her tail fan rose to reveal the perfect soft lobes of her full juicy peach bottom.
Tamara didn’t have such a great body of her own volition, though.  While most of the turkeys on Johnson’s Farm were bred for the table, Tamara was a show turkey. That meant that Farmer Johnson needed her to be in top physical form to impress judges at the county fair.  Every year, Tamara would parade up and down the runway while judges scrutinized her curves and graded her on the symmetry of her white and dark meat.  Farmer Johnson kept her on a strict diet, knowing that turkey girls were apt to become stout if left to their own devices.  

Tamara sighed, watching the other turkey girls out in the yard.  They were allowed to gobble corn to their hearts’ content and no one cared if they got fat.  Poor Tamara!  She was denied the one pleasure that every turkey girl craved: Eating. 
Like all turkey girls, Tamara wasn’t especially bright.  She never stopped to consider how lucky she was to be a show turkey. She never stopped to wonder why the other turkey girls would periodically disappear from the farm.  All she thought about was her own rumbling stomach and how good it would be to fill it to the brim.

“Ugh, I am so sick of this! Farmer Johnson does not appreciate my needs at all!” snapped Tamara, throwing her fork down and sweeping the shallow bowl off the table.  “I’m done with this! I’m gonna get what I want!”

Farmer Johnson wasn’t home right now, so it was the perfect time for a little bit of rebellion.  What could it hurt?  She marched to the door and threw it open.  The farmer never bothered to lock it, knowing that turkey girls were bred to be docile.  He never expected that Tamara would actually think to disobey his orders to stay inside.

Tamara herself was actually a little surprised at her boldness, but her hunger spurned her forward.  She trotted across the yard to the pen where the other poultry girls were enjoying their constant feeding.

“Out of the way!” called Tamara, “Show turkey coming through!”

The other turkey girls goggled at this stranger barging into their midst.  Tamara could immediately tell that these girls ate well.  Every turkey girl in the yard was bigger than she was, ranging from plump young teens to obese waddling matrons.
“What the heck? Who’s this stranger?” gobbled one large turkey femme, a mature milf of a bird with hefty rolling breasts perched on her ample gut.  She suspiciously eyed Tamara’s slender frame. “How are you so thin? Are you sick?”
“Uhhhhh… yeah, I totally am!” said Tamara, a sly smirk on her beak as an idea popped into her head. “You guys better get away from me or you’ll catch it too!”

That was enough to scare off the flock and Tamara chuckled as the assembled turkey girls wobbled away as quickly as their chubby little legs could carry them, gobbling in fear the entire time.  Excellent! Now the entire trough of corn was hers for the taking!

Tamara plunged her hands into the trough and raised great fistfuls of corn to her mouth.  Heavenly!  She had never gotten to eat so much at once!  A girl could get used to this sort of thing!  Tamara shoved handful after handful into her eager mouth, dribbling chewed corn down her chin.  This was the best thing in the world!  How could the farmer have ever denied her this pleasure?  What a mean old man!  Tamara nearly moaned out loud at the pleasure of eating, her breath coming quickly through her nostrils as she chewed and chomped loudly and shamelessly.
After a few minutes, Tamara was scraping the bottom of the trough and her stomach was pushing out, round and distended.  As she wiped her mouth with her arm, she realized that her little display had attracted attention.

A few chicken girls had gathered around, attracted by the noise.  They frowned disapprovingly.

“Typical turkey,” said one, crossing her arms across her small pert boobs. “All you ever think about is food!”

“Oh! My! Gawd!” muttered Tamara through a mouthful of corn. “But this is sooo good! How could you think about anything else?”  She patted her swollen middle in satisfaction.

“Absolutely typical,” said another chicken girl. “You’re so right, Henrietta. Turkey girls never know when to stop eating for their own good.  It’s disgraceful.”

Tamara stood up, slightly woozy and nearly losing her balance from the unfamiliar weight in her middle.  “Why would anyone ever stop eating?” she asked. “I love eating! I could do this all day!”

“Goodness, what a glutton you are!” scolded the hen named Henrietta.  She clucked her tongue in disapproval as Tamara gulped down one last handful of corn. “If you keep eating like that, you just might pop!”

“Really?” Tamara looked up, concern in her big blue eyes.  Tamara was still naïve to the ways of the world and, truth be told, kind of a bimbo.  Farmer Johnson never let her eat beyond her fill so this strange, overstuffed sensation – her small tummy bulged outward, firm to the touch – was completely new to her.  It couldn’t be dangerous, could it?  She pointed her new belly with a finger and winced slightly at the pain of her overfull middle.  Yet… she kind of liked it?  How could something that felt this good be bad?

“Awww, don’t listen to that dumb chicken!” said a confident voice behind her.  Tamara spun on her heels and found herself face to face with a pair of foxes, just slinking their way through the slats of the fence.  With a panicked squack, the chickens dispersed, running for the safety of the coop. They knew better than to talk to foxes!

But Tamara was too sheltered to know the danger.  All she saw were two beautiful young foxettes, covered in bright red fur and sporting fluffy red tails, friendly grins on their pointed muzzles.  They looked a little bit like the farmer’s dog, who, of course, was totally trustworthy.

“Chickens always say stuff like that to scare you,” said the first fox, rising up onto her hindlegs.  Tamara had a better view of the vixen’s curvaceous hourglass figure from this vantage point. “That’s because they want all the corn for themselves. Of course, you’re too smart to fall for that scheme, right?”

“Oh right, of course!” said Tamara quickly. She, in fact, wasn’t too smart at all.  If the fox hadn’t shown up just now, she would absolutely 100% have swallowed the chicken’s ridiculous story.

“I’m Frieda,” said the sultry vixen, “And this is my sister Fran. We just happened to be passing by and heard your little wish.”

“You mean about eating?”

“Why yes,” said Frieda, draping her arm around Tamara’s shoulders and pulling her close. “See, my sister and I are of the same mind.  Isn’t it unfair that a bright young turkey like you is denied the one pleasure that you desire more than anything?”

“Yeah, it’s totally unfair!” said Tamara.

“That’s why we want to rectify that unfairness,” said Frieda. “We’d like to invite you back to our burrow, where we’d make sure that a tender young morsel like you got everything that her heart desired. See, my sister and I are quite the pair of cooks. And I bet we could make sure that you’re never hungry again.”

Tamara’s mind reeled at the thought.  Never hungry again? That sounded like heaven.  The ditzy turkey was too much of an airhead to wonder why the foxes were being so kind to her or to notice the hungry gleam in Frieda and Frans’ eyes.  All she thought about was the demands of her stomach.

“That sounds great! I’d love to come to your burrow and eat your food!”

“Oh excellent,” chuckled Frieda, “And don’t worry… You’ll get plenty to eat.  We’ll make sure of that…”

***

The foxes were as good as their word.  Their burrow turned out to be an unassuming hollow tree with a door built into the trunk, hidden in the middle of the forest. The home itself was small and homey, rather cramped after the luxury that Tamara was used to at Farmer Johnson’s house, but not unappealing.  Besides, she could deal with cramped quarters if it meant that the food was good and plentiful.

“Make yourself at home,” said Frieda. “We’re going to get ready preparing dinner. And I think you’ll like it.” She flashed a toothy grin, but Tamara didn’t pick up any ill intentions in that.

Tamara plopped her fluffy bottom down on the foxes’ couch and waited.  It didn’t take long before delectable smells started wafting out from the kitchen, as Fran and Frieda busied themselves preparing a dinner feast.  Tamara’s mouth began to water… this smelled way better than just corn!  She could smell buttered mashed potatoes, yams with sweet potatoes, cranberry sauce… all the trimmings!

“Oooo, that smells so good!” gushed Tamara. “What are you making?”

“Oh just typical Thanksgiving food,” called Frieda. “It seemed… appropriate.  I think you’ll find you’ve got a taste for it.”

The two foxes chuckled to each other about the joke.

“Frieda, do you really think this is all necessary?” asked Fran. “Couldn’t we just eat her now and save us some time?”

Fran tapped her snout knowingly. “We could, dear sister.  But then we’d only have enough turkey for us.  I think that we could stretch this turkey to feed the whole family.  After all, didn’t mother want us to host Thanksgiving this year?  Wouldn’t it be better to have enough turkey for everyone without having to make a second or a third trip to the farm?  After all, you know how dangerous it is to hang around the farm for people like us… if the farmer sees us, he’ll sic that awful dog of his on us!”

Fran gulped nervously.

“But Tamara out there seems like she might just have the growth potential to be a meal all in herself,” continued Frieda, licking her chops. “We just need to give her the encouragement that she needs.”

Frieda grabbed a tray of fresh baked rolls and headed out to the dining room.  “Okay, Tamara! Come and get it!”

Tama scurried to the dining room, her eyes bulging when she saw the massive spread of delicious food prepared by her hosts.

“This looks so good! Wow! I just don’t know what to eat first!” said Tamara, clapping her hands in glee as she plopped down in a chair.

“Help yourself!” said Frieda, “Don’t be shy, there’s plenty!”

The two foxes smiled at each other as Tamara shyly helped herself to a scoop of mashed potatoes… and then a dollop of cranberry sauce… followed by a couple cobs of corn.  She was slow at first, but very soon her natural greed began to overpower her hesitation and Tamara was gobbling with abandon.  By the time the table was cleared, Tamara was leaning back in her seat, moaning in pain and rubbing a tummy swollen to the size of a small globe.
“My my, you really enjoy eating, don’t you?” said Frieda, patting her guest’s full stomach.

“Oh that’s the best,” said Tamara, stifling a hiccup. “I couldn’t help myself!”

For the first time, Tamara noticed that neither of the two foxes had eaten a bite.  She was too much of an airhead to think that this was suspicious, though.

“Oh, don’t worry about us,” said Frieda, “We’re saving room for… uh… a special occasion.  We just like to cook for you, so never feel bad about eating too much!”

Tamara didn’t need to be told twice.  The same scene repeated every meal, with Tamara glutting herself until she was literally bursting at the seams and then lounging on the foxes’ couch until she digested enough to eat some more.  This was heaven for her!  She finally, for the first time in her life, had enough to eat!

And, of course, all those calories had to go someplace.  Pretty soon, Tamara started to grow.

After weeks of nonstop stuffing, the pudgy turkey girl had absolutely ballooned into a bonafide butterball.  Her chubby tummy had grown massive, swelling into a bulging belly that stuck out a good three to four feet in front of her and sagging enough to hide her plump vagina from view.  Her breasts were the size of watermelons, big round high-riding milk cannons that sloshed to and fro with every labored wobbling step, jiggling like two fleshy water balloons.  Her thighs were as thick as tree-trunks and her calves were better described as cankles.  Her face was fatter too, now sporting a thick double chin that filled out her neck so much that her head appeared to be melting into her chest.  Her cheeks were so chubby that they gave the poor dumb bird a permanent squint.  Her titanic tushie swayed when she waddled, and it was hard to look at her retreating backside without imagining all that succulent dark meat.

Occasionally, the dark warnings of Henrietta came back to haunt Tamara.  On the rare chances that Tamara paused in her constant binging and gluttony to take an honest assessment of her body, she really did have to wonder: Was it possible?  Was she actually eating so much that she was destined to pop?  At first, Tamara couldn’t help but worry when she noticed how her formerly flat stomach had begun to bulge not just after meals but always. The new layer of pudge covering her slender frame was startling at first.  But as she continued to grow, she gradually put the worry behind her.  If she was going to pop, she would surely have popped by now, right? Yet instead she just kept growing bigger and bigger.  

“Henrietta is just a silly old hen,” Tamara reassured herself as she sat down to yet another monster feast, wriggling her widening bottom in her seat to try and get comfortable. 

Frieda and Fran couldn’t have been happier.  Despite her earlier misgivings, Fran was now totally on board with their plan to fatten Tamara up for the family gathering.  It was so easy!  Every dinner was a feast of high calorie, high fat, high carb comfort food and Tamara couldn’t get enough of it into her greedy maw.

“Mmm, what’s this food called?” asked Tamara one night, ladling another helping of this exotic new food onto her plate.  Frieda and Fran were trying out a new recipe.
“It’s called stuffing,” said Fran. “Go ahead, help yourself. I’m glad you like it.”

“It’s great!” gushed Tamara. “Oo, I’d love to be filled up with this!”

“Oh you will be,” muttered Frieda, winking slyly at her sister.  Fran giggled.  Tamara was completely oblivious to the exchange, intent only on filling her plate.  By now, the effects of her gluttony were more than evident on her growing frame.  Her behind was so wide that she was having difficulty balancing on the chair and Tamara’s belly, long since settled into a series of thick overlapping jelly rolls, threatened to pull her forward to the floor.  She was one overstuffed butterball.  The foxes were actually surprised at how well their plan was working.
The stuffing was a turning point for Tamara.  She loved it so much that she ate even more than before, and her weight began to spiral literally out of control.  It was a vicious circle: The more that Tamara ate, the bigger she grew.  The bigger she grew, the more she ate.  She was trapped in a cycle that added pounds to her succulent ass and thighs and inches to her burgeoning waistline so fast that she resembled an inflating parade balloon.  Her weight soon surpassed 300 pounds and rocketed towards 400 as the once voluptuous turkey girl was buried under mountains of soft quivering blubber.  Farmer Johnson never would have recognized this grotesque blimp of a bird as his former state fair prize winning beauty queen.  Tamara was like a living balloon steadily being inflated by stuffing and other tasty treats.
Of course, all good things must eventually come to an end.  And as Thanksgiving approached, the foxes began to make plans for what to do with their increasingly obese houseguest.

“I think she’s about ready for the oven,” said Fran.  The two vixens were whispering in the kitchen, occasionally stealing furtive glances at the enormously fat turkey girl sitting on the couch in the next room.  Tamara’s bulk nearly filled the entire three-seater, her flabby love handles resting on the sofa’s armrests.  At the last weigh-in, Tamara clocked in at an astounding 530 pounds of pure marbled lard.  It was quite a trick to convince Tamara to stand long enough to get her on the scale. The turkey girl only grew lazier as she grew wider, so she rarely if ever left the couch except to waddle to the dinner table.

“Not just yet,” said Frieda, “Remember, the whole family is coming this year. I think we should get her just a little bit bigger.”

Fran glanced dubiously over her shoulder. “Are you sure about that?  She’s… looking pretty big.  I’m not really sure how safe it would be to let her get any bigger…”

“Really, Fran? I’m surprised at you.  Are you scared? You can’t tell me that you’re actually putting any stock in that silly warning from that chicken!”

“No, it’s just… I mean, look at her!  She’s ridiculously huge.  You can’t look at that blimp and tell me that she doesn’t look like she’s gonna blow!”

Frieda clicked her tongue in frustration. “That just doesn’t happen, Fran. I’m sure we could pack another 100 pounds of blubber into that fatso and she wouldn’t burst. You worry too much.  But don’t fret, we’re almost at the end of this journey.  Soon you’ll see the fruit of our labors.”
“Come on, Tamara, it’s time for dinner!” called Frieda.  Tamara lay on the couch, filling it entirely with her gigantic, gelatinous bulk.  The turkey girl grunted as she tried to heave her corpulent body to her feet, already salivating at the thought of yet another delicious decadent feast.

“Help me get up, please! I’m having some… trouble getting around these days,” huffed Tamara loudly.  Indeed, Tamara’s gluttony seemed to know no bounds and she was paying the price for her indulgence.  It was no surprise that she was getting fatter, but even Frieda was surprised by how much fatter her charge was getting.  Tamara didn’t seem to have the slightest shred of shame about her appetite, even though she was now so grotesquely obese and bloated that she couldn’t stand up on her own.  She needed help from Frieda to get up out of bed in the morning and even then Tamara couldn’t stand on her feet for more than a few minutes.  Her bulk was so vast that she seemed to overwhelm her legs.  Frieda had heard stories of turkey girls growing so fat that their legs literally broke beneath them; she used to think that was an old wives’ tale, but she was beginning to wonder if that was something that actually happened.  Tamara certainly seemed heavy enough that it might become something to worry about in the near future.  The greedy bird couldn’t put her arms down anymore, because her sides were grown too plush and her arms too swollen with flab to bend properly. Instead, they stuck out from her body at right angles, making her look for all the world like she was an airplane preparing for take-off.
“Come on, Fran, let’s give our guest a hand.”

Fran rolled her eyes, but she joined her sister in helping to lug the obese turkey to the table. 
Grunting and huffing, Tamara waddled to the table.  Frieda and Fran stared in awe at this massive turkey girl, astounded beyond words at her gargantuan size, as she struggled to balance her over-plush rear across two separate chairs.  Tamara was so round that she looked less like a turkey and more like an overripe pumpkin with feathers.

Tamara ate like a turkey possessed. If it was possible, she ate even more tonight than ever before.  As dishes disappeared from the table, Tamara ballooned bigger and bigger, her belly bulging out in front of her like a beach ball and slowly pushing her back and away from the table.  She looked like a turkey-shaped inflatable pool toy slowly being pumped up.
“Hey, hey,” said Fran as Tamara shoved another heaping helping of stuffing into her eager mouth.  Tamara was so fat and out of shape that she was wheezing heavily from the effort of eating, sweat pouring off her forehead as she labored to lift her thick, flabby arm from her plate to her mouth.  “Slow down a bit.  You’re gonna… uh… make yourself sick.”

Tamara glared at Fran, her bulging cheeks smeared with butter and mashed corn.  She swallowed and wiped her beak with the back of one flabby arm.

“Are you… saying that I shouldn’t eat so much?  How dare you!”  snapped Tamara.  After so much shameless indulgence, she was not used to being told no.

“Now now, Tamara, Fran didn’t mean it—“ said Frieda, eager to assuage the fat turkey’s hurt ego in case it made her stop eating.

“I can’t believe that you would deny me a meager morsel,” said Tamara dramatically, holding a feathered wing to her forehead as if she was about to faint from the drama of it all. “I’m wasting away and practically starving and you wouldn’t share just a few kernels of corn with a poor hungry bird!”

On cue, her gigantic gut gurgled loudly.

“Oooof… I feel funny…” muttered Tamara, hiccupping loudly and putting her plump hand to her chest.  A concerned look crossed her face and she frowned.  Something seemed to be building up deep inside her overstuffed body.  Could this be it?  Was it possible that Tamara had finally eaten one bite too many?

Tamara belched loudly.  And again.  And again!  Her whole body seemed to briefly puff up, a confused look crossed her face, and then… a loud fart erupted from her backend.
The two foxes tried to hold in their gagging, but Tamara was too intent on her own discomfort to notice.
This was a sight to behold!  Tamara was so stuffed and bloated that she couldn’t stop belching.  Her body was desperate to relieve the pressure in any way that it could, continuously squeezing out a steady stream of burps and farts as her overloaded gut continued to churn out gas.  There was just one problem.  The turkey was so bloated and gassy that she couldn’t push out the gas as fast as her guts could make it, so despite her best efforts she was still visibly swelling larger and rounder.  Her belching and flatulence were only delaying the inevitable, slowing her growth but definitely not stopping it let alone reversing it.

“Ooof I really – BUUURRRRPP – feel a bit bloated,” said Tamara, covering her mouth with one wing before another loud belch tore from her beak.  “Oh, excuse me, I really didn’t mean to be so – BEEELCH – rude!”

“It’s, uh, it’s okay,” said Frieda. “Listen, Tamara, why don’t you just step outside and get a little fresh air? I bet that would make you feel better.”  Frieda was beginning to feel queasy from being in the same room with this farting, burping blimp.

“But I’m not – BUURP – done with dinner yet!” huffed Tamara, “I don’t want to – BELCH – miss dessert…”

“We’ll save some for you,” said Frieda quickly.  Her eyes fell on Tamara’s rapidly inflating waistline.  The turkey was so packed with blubber that the thick rolls of fat weren’t soft and spongy to the touch; Frieda could feel the firm warm flesh of the turkey femme’s swollen flanks pressing against her side and she wasn’t sure what to make of it – her flesh felt firm and hot to the touch, more like an overinflated truck tire than a turkey’s stomach.

Her complaints were cut short as, with a loud crunch, the wooden chairs splintered beneath her weight and Tamara dropped to the floor with a thunderous crash.  She was so monumentally stuffed and bloated that the two foxes held their breath in fear, confident that the force of the impact as Tamara’s fat ass hit the floor would be enough to detonate her.  But Tamara was still in one piece, a gigantic blubbery behemoth now lying on the floor kicking her fat-swaddled legs and flapping her uselessly weak wings helplessy.

Tamara lay on her back, swollen beyond all belief. She looked like the Goodyear blimp, so tight that her skin quivered with the pressure.

“Look, Tamara, just take it easy for a few, okay? Take some time to digest.”

“But there’s still food!” whined Tamara angrily.  Even lying on the floor, she could just barely see over the mountain of her gut to know that there were still a few half-eaten dishes of food on the table.
“Just relax for a few,” said Frieda crossly.  Fran looked at her sister in confusion.  This was probably the first time in the entire length of Tamara’s stay that Frieda had ignored the turkey’s request for food.  What was going on here?
“Damnit,” snapped Frieda after she dragged her sister into the kitchen. “That greedy turkey ruined everything! She’s stuffed herself so full that we can’t eat her now.  If we tried to, it’d be a disaster.”

“What do you mean?” asked Fran.

“Look at her.  She’s got way too much pressure in there.  Try sinking your teeth into that blimp and she’d explode like a Megaton bomb… and probably blow us all to Kingdom Come! Nope, our only course of action is to wait for her to digest a little bit. Then, when she’s a little less volatile, that’s when we’ll eat her.”

Fran licked her lips.  She had been waiting for this moment for so long.  “Ohhh, you mean we can finally eat her? I can’t wait! I’m so hungry! And she looks soooo tasty!”

“Now now, sister, don’t be hasty.  Remember, the good things come to those who wait! Let her sleep off this last meal and we’ll see if she’s safe to eat in the morning.  If she is, we can finally get started on preparing Thanksgiving dinner.  And we’ll definitely have enough  left over to feed the rest of the family when they arrive!”

All through the night, Tamara lay on the floor like a beached whale, moaning with the pain of an overfull gullet.  Her gigantic ass rippled as she spewed yet another earth-shaking fart. The ripples shook her entire body enough to knock loose another belch, and Tamara burped again.  Farting and burping brought her some small relief, but, oooof, she still felt so stuffed and uncomfortable.
Fran couldn’t sleep.  She just kept thinking of that massively overstuffed turkey.

Frieda also couldn’t sleep for thinking about Tamara, though her reasons for it affecting her sleep were different.  She kept worrying that Tamara might not last the night.  Tamara was like a ticking time bomb and Frieda kept worrying that any minute she would hear the tell-tale kaboom that signaled the greedy turkey’s inglorious end.

In the morning, Frieda came out to find that Tamara was… even bigger than the night before!

“Shit, how did this happen?” she swore.  Tamara was absolutely the size of a hot air balloon now, so inflated that she couldn’t even move a muscle.

“I thought you said that she would deflate over night,” said Fran.

“I must have misjudged, er, just how gassy she was,” said Frieda.  Indeed, Tamara was still farting and burping – between moans and muttered apologies – but that was only prolonging her misery.  

“How do you feel, Tamara?” asked Frieda nervously.

“I’m – URP! – still pretty urpy,” clucked Tamara, “But truth be told – BURP – I’m kinda hungry. I haven’t had a bite to – BURP – eat since dinner!”

Frieda and Fran exchanged glances. They had created a monster.  Tamara was such a glutton that she could barely go five minutes without a snack, so a whole night was virtually unheard of.

“Um…I don’t think that’s a good idea,” said Fran. “I think you’ve had more than enough.”
“But – URP! – it’s been hours! You can’t expect me to keep on like this!” Tamara shrieked, her voice cracking with genuine fear at the thought that she might have to go even longer without food.
“We need to do something about this,” said Frieda, “I don’t think she’s safe to eat at all.  She’s just getting bigger.”

“That’s not a good sign. We need to get her out of her before… well… before something bad happens.”

Tamara continued to shriek for food, gobbling loudly and flapping her hefty arms as much as she could.  Finally, Frieda couldn’t take it.  She grabbed a half-eaten corn cob off the table, still left over from last night’s feast, and shoved it into Tamara’s beak.

“This should keep you quiet for a few minutes!” said Frieda. “I just need to be able to hear myself think!”

She turned away to talk to her sister as Tamara gulped down the last few kernels clinging to the bare cob.

That was it.

“Oof…I feel…I feel… kinda weird,” said Tamara, grimacing.  Her obscenely swollen body was throbbing with fullness, her skin pulled to its absolute limit, but Tamara was too greedy to stop eating.  Even as full as she was, she was still absently nibbling the last few kernels from a cob of corn.  Belching loudly, she dropped the cob and reached out her blubbery arm to grab another.  It was an incredible sight!  Frieda could literally see Tamara’s globular body tensing with the pressure, bulging slightly more in all directions with every bite.
“Ooh… something… BURP!... something is… wrong,” said Tamara.  She could sense something deep within her overstuffed gut was desperately trying to tell her something.  Anyone else would have long since figured out what the obvious message was: STOP EATING!  Her body was way too full to contain any more food; she was literally crammed so full that she was beyond hope.  Tamara was definitely going to explode.  Even if she stopped eating now, her body still had to turn all that food inside her into new blubber.  She was so packed with fat that she would definitely burst when her body tried to squeeze another layer of soft jiggling fat under her tightly straining skin.  But Tamara was only hastening her inevitable demise by continuing to eat.  Even for a dumb turkey girl, she had no sense of self-preservation!

“I feel… I feel.. I feel full!” said Tamara happily. 
KABOOOOOM!!!  A second later, a massive explosion ripped the tree apart and the forest was covered in a shower of feathers. Both foxes were blown clear across the forest, surviving only by sheer luck as the explosion knocked them into some convenient bushes that broke their fall.
There was nothing left of Tamara except for a few scraps of feathers, gently drifting down from above and covering the woods like a blanket of snow.

For a good long time, both foxes were too stunned to say anything.  Finally, Fran came to her senses.

“Damnit,” snapped Fran, picking herself up and rubbing her poor tender bruised behind. “I knew we should have eaten her long ago!  But no, you had to fatten her up and now look! We get nothing!  She blew up so big that there’s nothing left of her at all.”

“Well,” said Frieda, shrugging her shoulders, “I think turkey just isn’t the meat for us. Next year, we’ll get a goose.” 
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Mollycoddles’ Tumblr: http://mollycoddleswg.tumblr.com/
Mollycoddles’ DeviantArt:  http://mcoddles.deviantart.com/
Mollycoddles’ Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/mollycoddles
Thanks for reading!  You can also tell me what you thought of my writing (or send me suggestions for future stories) at mcoddles@hotmail.com . I always love hearing what people have to say!

Best wishes,

Molly Coddles
