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By Mollycoddles

“How are you feeling today, Betty Jo? Hungry?”

Betty Jo blinked open her eyes.  Where was she? She struggled to stand up, but found that her feet were bound.  So were her hands.  What gives?  As her eyes adjusted to the light, she realized that she was naked, her fat bloated body completely exposed.  Her fat tits, plumped and round, bigger and heavier than bowling balls, flopped against her chest as she struggled.  She would have been more embarrassed at her nudity, except that her tubby belly helped protect her modesty just a little by tumbling over her thighs and hiding her plump pussy behind a thick roll of blubber.  Why couldn’t she move?  With a start, she realized it was because she was bound and gagged with a funnel strapped into her mouth. What the hell?

“Yeah, yeah, don’t bother struggling,” said a familiar voice as Betty Jo began to futilely writhe in her seat.  “You’re just going to tire yourself out.”

Betty Jo couldn’t turn her head because of the restraints, but, out of the corner of her eye, she could see the voice’s owner, her sister Ginger, grinning evilly, standing over her with a jug of bovine supplement in her hand.

Oh no.  Betty Jo felt herself break into a sweat.  Not more supplement!  She was already fattening up way faster than she’d ever thought possible.  Wasn’t that enough?  For years, 21 year old Betty Jo had dreamt of finding some way to leave this Podunk farming town behind.  She knew that she was definitely never going to get a scholarship to pay for any college education (her high school grade were atrocious) and her body was too thick to ever make it as a Hollywood starlet.  Her last chance for escape had presented itself a few months back, when the annual circus had come to town and the ringleader had mentioned to her that the show was searching for a new fat lady.  He’d promised that, if Betty Jo could pork up to…what was it, 500 pounds?... by the next time the circus came through, he would hire her.  

Only a few short months ago, Betty Jo was downright svelte at 170 pounds.  She’d gained a bit of weight on her own since she’d put her mind to it, but it wasn’t until she enlisted her sister Ginger’s help that she’d really started to balloon.  Last time that she’d checked, Betty Jo had clocked in at…oh God, how much did she weigh? She couldn’t remember. She must have at least surpassed 300 pound by now.  Betty Jo was still a gap-toothed country cutie with her long mousy brown hair held back in a country ponytail – but she’d gone from chunky to jumbo.
Ginger’s plan had worked TOO well.  Deciding that Betty Jo would never gain enough weight fast enough merely from overeating, Ginger had added heaping doses of bovine supplement to Betty Jo’s diet.  It worked.  Her gains kicked into overdrive, adding rolls and inches to her bloated body but most of all adding cup sizes to her bosom.  
Betty Jo couldn’t look down, but she didn’t have to.  She could see her belly and breasts in front of her, so big that they seemed to go on for miles.  Her juggs were enormous, high-riding milkers that jigged and sloshed painfully when she waddled.  They were just one more reason that Betty Jo avoided moving s much as possible.  Luckily, since Ginger had also offered to take on all Betty Jo’s farm chores, she didn’t have to shift her growing bulk out of her increasingly tight chair very often.

“Now Betty Jo, I gotta say, you’ve done pretty well on this new diet,” drawled Ginger, jarring betty Jo from her thoughts.  “But that just ain’t good enough.  If y’all wanna be the circus fat lady, y’all can’t just balloon. Ya gotta BLIMP.  An’ I jest don’t think you’ve been doin’ that.  But don’t ya worry yer pretty little head none, Betty Jo, I got the solution right here.”
Smiling, Ginger held up the jug.  It was bigger than her head.  Betty Jo tried to protest, but she could barely form a sound with the funnel in her mouth.

“I wanna see alla this,” said Betty Jo as she tapped the jug.  “…go right here.”  She patted her sister’s enormous, flabby gut, causing her soft blubber to bounce and ripple.  “And then, eventually, it’ll all go to these.”  Ginger hefted Betty Jo’s bloated boobs, grunting with the strain of lifting those massive mammories even half an inch off of the shelf provided by her huge belly.  Ginger let them fall, where they slapped heavily against Betty Jo’s stomach.  Betty Jo groaned – as much as she could.
“No more fussin’,” said Ginger as she tilted the jug into the funnel.  “Now it’s supper time for mah favorite lil’ heifer!”

“Nnnn! Nnnn!”  Betty Jo struggled, but the thick creamy liquid soon filled her mouth, stifling any further protests.  Betty Jo’s eyes ballooned in shock, but there was nothing she could do but swallow.  Desperately, Betty Jo chugged down the bovine supplement, fully aware that it would only make her fatter and fatter but unable to do anything else.  
She could feel her stomach stretching to accommodate all that liquid, filling up fuller and fuller.  At first, it wasn’t entirely unpleasant.  The supplement felt sloshy and warm in her belly, sending a cozy, contented feeling through her body.  But soon, she felt her belly reaching its limits as it began to stretch.  And stretch. And STRETCH.
Ginger whistled.  “Good job, Betty Jo! Dang, I didn’t think you’da ctually be able to stretch to hold all that.  Jest a little more and y’all be done.  C’mon, girl, don’t give up now. Have some country pride!”

Whether or not Betty Jo wanted to give up was completely irrelevant since she couldn’t well stop drinking or she would drown.  She closed her eyes and drank.
Ginger patted her bloated, distended belly reassuringly, noting that it was hot to the touch.  It was completely round, so full that it no longer sloshed, no longer jiggled, just stood out proud and firm and burstingly full.

Oh Gawd, thought Betty Jo as hot tears trickled down her pudgy chipmunk cheeks. I can’t take much more of this!  If Ginger doesn’t stop, I’m gonna puke! Or worse, I’m gonna explode!

Finally, mercifully, the funnel ran dry.  Betty Jo struggled to lap up the last few drops before realizing that she was done.  There was no more. Thank God.  
She was bigger than she’d ever imagined.  Her overfull belly stretched out forever before her, jutting out even further than her melon-heavy breasts, sagging past her knees.  As much as it could sag.  She was so full that she looked like a pumped up basketball.
“How you feelin’, Betty Jo?”  Ginger pressed a finger into her sister’s swollen gut, prompting a resigned moan and a soft belch from Betty Jo.  “You’re lookin’ awful full there, girl.  But I gotta say, I’m proud of ya.  Ya really went above and beyond!  I never thought you’d be able ta hold THAT much inside ya!  Ya bet yer britches that much milk woulda busted some dainty city gal wide open.  But a country gal knows how ta handle a good meal, huh?”

Betty Jo nodded weakly.

“So Betty Jo, could I get a little moo out of you?”

Betty Jo could only gurgle, milk bubbles filling her throat.

“C’mon, just one little moo?  A good dairy cow like you should know how to moo.”

Betty Jo opened her mouth and a surprisingly familiar and comforting noise came out.

“Mooo,” lowed Betty Jo.

A groggy Betty Jo blinked eyes open.  She was back in her room.  So it had all been a dream.  
Well, most of it.  She was still enormously fat, over 350 pounds most likely.  Her night clothes were becoming so constricting around her growing girth that she felt like some night soon she would just abandon them completely and sleep in the buff.  For now, her massive knockers still jostled for space inside an overstretched wifebeater. 

She sighed in relief and tried to flop over onto her side in bed, but was jolted into complete wakefulness by a sharp, jabbing pain in her chest.

“Ow!” she yelped, sitting bolt upright.  Betty Jo felt her ample breasts slap against her gut as she did, sending a wave of renewed pain through her body.  “What the hell?!”

Betty Jo flipped on the light and rubbed her eyes for several seconds until they adjusted to the light.  Oh, that was the problem.

Ever since Ginger had first tricked Betty Jo into guzzling an entire herd’s worth of bovine supplement, Betty Jo’s gaining had kicked into overdrive, but the vast majority of her new pounds were going straight to her chest.  It made sense, of course. Betty Jo wasn’t just turning into a heavy heifer, she was turning into a top-heavy heifer.  

Looking down at herself, she could see that her breasts weren’t just bigger.  They were swollen, so full that they were almost perfectly spherical and hot to the touch, straining the bounds of her night shirt.  They stretched out in front of her, so big now that they jutted out even further than the growing belly below them.  There was still a belly down there, right?  Betty Jo realized with a sudden start that she hadn’t actually SEEN anything below her bust in a while now, since her boobs were blowing up like water balloons.
She could also see that the front of her night shirt was drenched, two large wet spots forming around her nipples as they tented the shirt’s fabric.

“Oh great,” said Betty Jo.  She’d been half-expecting this to happen.  After all, what good was a fat cow if she wasn’t a good milker?  With a grunt, Betty Jo grabbed the hem of her shirt and peeled it off, struggling a bit as she raised it over her big milky tits, leaving her naked apart from her overstretched panties.  Tossing the garment aside, the topless girl lurched to her feet and waddled over to the camisole to get a look at herself.

She was bigger.  Once merely husky, the thick brunette farmgirl had filled out.  Her breasts had plumped up into twin torpedos that dominated her thick frame, flopping against her blubbery gut when she walked.  She’d already outgrown her own brassieres and Ginger’s, so she tended to go braless just because she was too embarrassed to ask her mother for her underwear.  It was bad enough asking her mother for her old clothes – and then needing Ginger to alter their mother’s old clothes to accommodate Betty Jo’s growing rear end – but asking for a bra seemed way too inappropriate.  Then again, walking around without a bra was really chafing her.  The undersides of her boobs were getting red and rashy from rubbing against the top of her sweaty paunch whenever she wobbled around the farm.  Could you let out a bra?  Probably not or Ginger would have already done that for her.  Shit, maybe Ginger could think of a solution for her.  She relied on Ginger more and more.  Her big sister had turned out to be quite the big schemer, and if it wasn’t for Ginger’s constant plotting, Betty Jo would never have doubled her weight so fast.
Maybe Ginger has a solution for this too, thought Betty Jo as she noticed the thick creamy white substance leaking from her erect nipples.  She was lactating!  Betty Jo was so full of milk that her tits looks like two shiny orbs, so warm and full that they didn’t even slosh when she tapped her fingers against their surface.  They were tight!  She slapped her left boob with a gentle finger tap, but even that was enough to send a new wave of pain cascading through her chest and force a new rivulet of milk to dribble from her nipple.

Shit.  What could she do about this?  She should have expected that she’d start giving milk, but she couldn’t go around with her tits leaking all day.  Should she talk to Ginger about this?  Her sister’s almost maniacal obsession with Betty Jo’s sky-rocketing weight was beginning to worry her.  She felt like Ginger was making it her own personal mission to plump her up as much as possible.  That weird dream, where Ginger had force fed her bovine supplement until she’d nearly popped like an overinflated tire, felt like a dire portent of things to come.  

Then again, it’s not like she could hide her lactation from Ginger. If she didn’t find a way to stuff this leakage, soon everyone in town would guess what was up just from her drenched shirts.  Betty Jo imagined herself clamping her nipples shut with clothespins, only for her breasts to grow fuller and fuller and fuller, swelling to the size of two Volkswagon buses before, unable to relieve the pressure, they simple exploded like a pair of nuclear bombs.

Okay, that solution certainly wouldn’t work.  Maybe Ginger could help after all…

Betty Jo didn’t bother to pull her top back on as she waddled to her sister’s room, her bloated breasts bobbing and swaying painfully with every movement.

“Ginger! Wake up!”  Betty Jo had to stand at arm’s length from her sister’s slumbering form and stretch her arms out to shake her; any closer and Betty Jo would have bopped her sister with her own distended knockers.
“Wazza? What’s going on?”  Ginger mumbled.

“I need your help! Wake up!”

“What is it—whoa!” Ginger nearly flipped out of her bed when he opened her eyes and found herself confronted by a monster wall of boobs. “What happened to you?”

“You happened to me, ya big dumb bitch!  You were the one who fed me all that cow supplement, an’ ya can’t tell me ya didn’t expect this to happen?  I’m turnin’ inta a real dairy cow now!  I’m so full of milk that I feel like my tits are gonna explode!”

“Don’t worry, Betty Jo, you ain’t gonna blow. Jeez, look how full you are!”  Ginger stretched out her hand to stroke the taut surface of Betty Jo’s bloated melons, but Betty Jo slapped it away.  
“Get your hands away, Ginger! This is serious!  Stop bein’ a grabby hands weirdo, I need to release this milk an’ fast before my boobies go boom!”

“Hush up, Betty Jo, this ain’t no thang. We’ll get that milk outta ya.”

“An’ I don’t got time to sit here all night pinchin’ my nipples!  Do ya think mom still has her old breast pump?”

“Ha! Mom ain’t been pregnant in like 15 years, I don’t think she’s got that lyin’ around no more.  But Jeez, Betty Jo, you’re so fulla milk I don’t think Mom’s breast pump would be enough to drain ya.  I think we gotta bring out the big guns.”
“What do you mean?”

“C’mon, let’s get you out to the barn. I think we gotta hook you up to the milker.”

“The milker? Like a cow?  C’mon, Ginger, be serious!”

“I am serious, Betty Jo.  Besides…”  She grinned as she put her hands under Betty Jo’s swollen-to-busting bust and gave it a gentle heft, much to her sister’s chagrin.  It reminded Betty Jo too much of Ginger’s behavior in her weird nightmare.  “What are you now but a big fat milk cow?  You gonna moo for me, Betty Jo?”

“What?”  Betty Jo stared, aghast. That was exactly what Ginger had said in her dream, wasn’t it? Now that was too freaky! “Fuck off, Ginger. I ain’t gonna moo for ya.  I ain’t no damn dairy cow. I’m your sister, remember?”

“Not even a little moo?  C’mon, Betty Jo, give in to your new life.  You’re a milk cow now and that’s what you’re gonna be.”

Betty Jo scowled.  “Shut up.  Alright, let’s go out and hook these babies up to the milker.  Anything to get all this milk outta me.  But I ain’t no dairy cow.”

“Of course not,” said Ginger, but she was still grinning evilly.

Betty Jo grimaced.  Her sister was becoming way too enthusiastic about this while endeavor for her liking.  What was Ginger’s game?  Ginger seemed to get more and more excited about Betty Jo’s plan with every soft, gelatinous pound that Betty Jo added to her frame.  Betty Jo knew that her sister was competitive by nature and loved a good challenge, but secretly she worried that Ginger might be taking this whole thing TOO far.  Betty Jo couldn’t help but worry about what the effects of the bovine supplements might be in the long run.

If anyone had been awake, they might have noticed the two figures plodding across the field, slowly making their way from the farmhouse to the barn, silhouetted against the full moon.  One was big but fast; the other was huge and slow.

The distance between the house and the barn was only a few hundred feet, but it felt like an eternity.  Betty Jo hadn’t walked that far in ages and it was killing her!

“Can’t we…just…take a quick rest here?” gasped Betty Jo.  She wiped her brow with a chubby hand.  Sweat poured down her fat face and chunky body, drenching her so thoroughly that you almost couldn’t tell her nipples were leaking at all.

“Jeez, Betty Jo, it ain’t that far.  You know I wouldn’t make ya walk any long distance unless it was really important, right? We don’t want ya to waste any single one o’ them precious calories. If ah could, I’d load ya inta a wheelbarrow and push ya the whole way myself.  But ah don’t think I’m strong enough ta lift ya anymore, ya wide load.”

Betty Jo Hurumphed.  She really didn’t like the way that Ginger talked about her these days, but she was too winded to complain.  She leaned over, placing her hands on her creaking knees for support, gasping and wheezing as she tried to catch her breath.  In this position, she could feel gravity especially tugging at her monster melons, dragging them down to the point where her nipples nearly grazed the ground.  When had they gotten so big?  On the one hand, if she had to get fat, it was good that some of her new fat was going to the right places.  But, on the other hand, she had long surpassed the point where her breasts could be construed as anything other than freakishly huge.
Which was appropriate given her ultimate goal.

“C’mon, Betty Jo, quit dawdlin’!” said Ginger, trying to goad her sister to movement.  Betty Jo looked up at Ginger with a face flushed bright red from exertion.

“Ah…can’t…go no further…I…ain’t go the strength.”  With that, Betty Jo collapsed into a heap, still panting heavily.

“Are you kiddin’ me, Betty Jo? Are you actually gonna tell me that you’ve grown so fat and lazy that you can’t even walk ta th’ barn anymore?  I guess it’s a good thing I’ve started doing your chores cuz there’s no way that your fat ass could get them done if jest walkin’ is too much for ya. C’mon, get up, fat girl.”

“I..can’t,” moaned Betty Jo, “Too…tired….can’t walk anymore.”

“Is that so? Are you actually too tired? Or is it that you’re actually just too fat to stand up?”

“Ah can stand up jest fine, thank you very much,” snapped Betty Jo.  The accusation sparked a fire inside her and she made a valiant effort to struggle to her feet.  But Ginger was right.  Betty Jo could barely get the leverage to get out of bed on her own.  There was no way that she could lift herself up off the ground.

Ginger’s chuckling only made Betty Jo more determined, but it didn’t make her task any easier.  First, she needed to get in a position where she could actually sit up, so she tried to rock back and forth until she could roll over on her back.  No way.  It was just impossible.  Like a weeble, Betty Jo wobbled but the inertia of her mass always brought her back to the same position, lying on her swollen stomach.  
“Ya look like rockin’ horse,” laughed Ginger.  Betty Jo scowled.

“This ain’t funny! Help me up!”

“Ya sure? Ya don’t need to rest no more?”

“I’m fine!”  Betty Jo was angry enough at her predicament that she’d completely forgotten her previous fatigue.  

She reached down, firmly placed her hands against Betty Jo’s fat, sweaty, naked flank and pushed with all her might.  Slowly, ponderously, the behemoth girl rolled over onto her back, so that her titanic gut pointed upward toward the sky and her colossal, heaving hooters slid to either side of that massive central orb.
“Alright, on count of three, heave!” Ginger grabbed hold of Betty Jo’s thick flabby arms. “One, two, three. Go!”

Ginger pulled, Betty Jo strained.  But with all their combined strength, they weren’t able to budge Betty Jo even an inch. 

“Ugh, I give up!” Ginger let go and Betty Jo flopped backward against the ground, her entire bloated body jiggling and wobbling.
“Maybe we should leave all that milk in ya,” said Ginger, now herself panting from the hard work of moving her giant slug of a sister, “The more milk in ya, the heavier you’ll be.  I’m sure the circus won’t care if it’s milk weight or fat weight as long as ya hit your goal.”

“Oh Gawd, no. Please,” mumbled Betty Jo through dry lips.  She was suddenly worried that Ginger might indeed leave her here, bulging with milk, trapped by her own size.  What would her parents say if they came out in the morning to find her lying here in the field, naked but for her knickers, too fat to move?  They might be reluctantly going along with this crazy scheme right now, but that might be enough to push them over the edge into opposition.  “Don’t leave me here!”
“What am I supposed to do?  You’re way too heavy to lift up!” Ginger rubbed her chin thoughtfully.  “Though maybe I could get you to your feet if you had a little less weight holding you down.”

“What in tarnation are ya talkin’ about?”

Ginger pinched her sister’s left nipple, squeezing a fat droplet of rich creamy milk out.

“Aaa! What the fuck, you perv! What are you doing?”

“I was just thinking, maybe I could actually lift you up if your tits weren’t busting with milk.”

“Well, I don’t want you squeezin’ my tits! You’re bein’ weird enough as it is!”

“Alright, then you just wait a minute here an’ I’ll bring the milker out to ya.”

There wasn’t much Betty Jo could do except wait.  Eventually, she heard the noise that indicated her sister was back, pushing a large squeaky wheelbarrow.  She turned her head to see that the wheelbarrow was loaded with the milking device that her parents used to drain the cows.  Betty Jo didn’t say a word as Ginger climbed on top of her massive gut to connect the milking cups to her giant bosom.  She didn’t say a word as Ginger flipped the machine on and the milker slowly ground to life, pumping her overfull hooters like a cow’s udder.  The sensation was actually kind of pleasant, like a gentle rhythmic massage, slowly draining the milk from her over-bloated boobs and relieving the intense pressure that made Betty Jo feel certain that she was going to burst.  It felt good enough that Betty Jo almost forgot her misgivings, her fear that Ginger was slowly turning her into a fat, dumb dairy cow, good for nothing but eating and milking. The chugging of the milker slowly lulled her into complacency and she was just about ready to drift off into sleep when she heard Ginger’s voice.

“All done, Betty Jo! Looks like you’re all dry. Oh, you’re much lighter now without all that milk, I can tell just by looking at you.”

“Mmm?”  Ginger’s words barely registered.  She barely reacted as Ginger unhooked the milking cups and threw the whole contraption back into the wheelbarrow.  With a loud grunt, Ginger heaved her groggy sister to her feet and led her back to the house.
“Aww, our poor little dairy cow is tired, isn’t she?”

“Mmm… not a dairy cow,” mumbled Betty Jo, her voice thick with sleep.  

“Shhh, yes you are,” said Ginger, putting a finger to Betty Jo’s slack lips. “A fat little dairy cow with big milky boobs, that’s exactly what you.  Now it’s time for you to go back to sleep, hmm?”

“Mmm.”

“Get some rest so you can get up bright and early tomorrow morning,” whispered Ginger as she tucked her sister back into bed.  “There’s a lot of eating you’re gonna have to do if you want to regain all the weight you’ve lost tonight.”

***

“Ohhhh Gawd, what’s it say?” muttered Betty Jo thickly.  After a whole morning of stuffing herself with biscuits and gravy and a whole afternoon spent guzzling bovine supplement, she was so full and bloated that she could barely see straight.  She just wanted to collapse into a stupor, but Ginger was insistent that she get weighed to check her progress.  Betty Jo had no clue how much she weighed.  Even if she was curious, she could no longer even see the scale’s dial over her own mammoth mammaries and growing, growling gut.  Betty Jo couldn’t stifle a loud belch as her sister jostled her monstrous gut out of the way to get a better look at the dial on the scale.
“Congratulations, Betty Jo,” said Ginger. “You’re even bigger than Mom and Dad. Welcome to 400 pounds.”
“Shit, that’s almost – BURP -- there,” said Betty Jo.  Her vision swam and her knees nearly buckled beneath her.  Gawd, she was soooo full she felt ready to explode or blow chunks.  Ginger had been force feeding her so relentlessly that she didn’t know how much more she could take.  “I need to sit down.”
“Here, let me give you a hand.”  Ginger took her sister’s hand and led her over to the nearby couch.  Betty Jo collapsed into the couch, the springs creaking and sagging beneath her.  Ginger waited patiently for her flabby sister to catch her breath.  After weeks of non-stop gorging and little to no exercise, Betty Jo was so out of shape that even a short time on her feet left her winded and gasping.

By now, Betty Jo had outgrown all her sister’s clothes.  She had even outgrown their mother’s hand-me-downs, so Ginger had taken to buying cheap baggy clothes at local thrift shops, under the logic that Betty Jo didn’t need stylish clothes if she was just going to outgrow them anyway.

Betty Jo wore a floral muu muu, the only thing capable of holding her vast sweaty body.  As Betty Jo grew, she found the summer heat here ever more oppressive, so that she was sweating constantly, drenching her clothes and leaving big damp spot under her armpits and beneath her monster breasts.  Ginger had upped Betty Jo’s bovine supplement regime, so now Betty Jo rarely drank anything else.  As a result, her bosom swelled even faster than the rest of her over-plumped body.  Her vast belly settled between her treetrunk-like legs, her ankles were lost in flabby folds, her double chin was threatening to turn into a triple, but it was Betty Jo’s bustline that really drew people’s attention.  Her breasts had ballooned into a pair of zeppelin-sized hooters that defied any off-the-rack brassiere to clasp around them, so Betty Jo found that she had to go bra-less these days, letting her pendulous pontoons fall to either side of her overstuffed tummy.  They tended to bob and jiggle, slapping against the top of her jutting gut, if she waddled too fast, but since Betty Jo’s movements were more and more encumbered by her sky-rocketing weight she found that to be less of a problem everyday.
“You feeling better?” asked Ginger.

Betty Jo nodded.

“Good, then you can start on the next box of apple turn-overs.”  Ginger patted her sister’s flabby, planetoid gut reassuringly before stepping out toward the kitchen.

“Aw, Ginger, you can’t be serious,” moan Betty Jo. “I’ve been eating – BURP – all day!  I’m about ta bust.” 

“You’re never gonna make 500 lb with that attitude, Betty Jo,” called her sister from the next room.

“I don’t gotta – BURP – make 500 lbs,” said Betty Jo.  She was literally so stuffed that she could barely keep her eyes open; she was ready to hibernate for a whole winter on her fat stores now. “I just gotta make…450 lb?”
Shit, how big did she need to be?  Betty Jo couldn’t remember.  Ginger kept changing the number on her, so now she was thoroughly confused.  She was pretty sure it wasn’t 500 lbs.  She only had to be… 400 something?  450?  475?  Betty Jo’s head was swimming.  She couldn’t keep the numbers straight in her head.  All she could think about was how much her poor, overfilled belly hurt.  Gawd, she had the world’s biggest bellyache!  Her gut was throbbing like it was gonna blow.  Considering how much she’d eaten today, it wouldn’t surprise her at all if it really did!  She reached forward with her blubbery arms and pressed her hands into her own midsection.  Underneath all her soft new blubber, Betty Jo could feel her stuffed, hard, drum-tight stomach.  Ow ow ow!  That hurt!
She was startled out of her stupor when Ginger dropped a fresh box of apple turnovers in her lap.  Betty Jo blinked in confusion.

“Ginger…seriously…I don’t think I could eat one of these, let alone a whole box.  Please.  Just let me…just let me rest a little.  Let me catch my breath.”

“No way, fatty.  I told you I was gonna make sure that you got that fat lady job and I’m gonna keep that promise.  Failure is not an option, so better get crackin’ on your new meal, tubbo.”

“I…I just can’t. I’m too – BURRRRRRP – full…”

“Is that so? Then we’ll just have to make some room in there,” said Ginger, leaning forward to press her hands deeply into Betty Jo’s blimping tum.

“What are you doing?!” yelped Betty Jo. “Stop! That really hurts! BUUUUUUUUURRRRP!!!”

Betty Jo’s protests were cut short as the pressure of Ginger’s weight forced a voluminous belch to bubble up from her gut and burst from her mouth.

“Feeling better, Betty Jo?  I bet you feel a little less bloated with that gas outta ya.” She patted her sister’s stomach while smiling like a Cheshire cat. 

“Yeah, a little.”
“Good. Then start filling that empty space with these turnovers.”

“Oh Gawd, please tell me you’re kidding…”

Betty Jo stared down at her lap in horror.  She could feel herself beginning to sweat just looking at these turnovers.  How much could she really eat?  How big could she really get?  Wasn’t she nearly big enough yet?

What was Ginger doing to her?
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