
        
            
                
            
        

    
Can't Have Just One 

A Weight Gain Story


“Mom? Kay? Either of you home?”

Torri couldn't remember the last time she'd surprised her family by coming home from college early. Usually, she was the one that was late, always forgetting when to wake up or when to leave, but this time she had been certain to show up early. More than anything else, she wanted to preempt all the jokes about her always being late, because she knew they wouldn't be able to resist.

Of course, there was another reason for it; Torri had recently broken up with her boyfriend, and as a result, now had a great deal more time on her hands. Usually, she'd be out with her boyfriend or friends, but now that she was single and her friends were busy, she honestly had nothing to do except go home. Not that there was anything wrong with being home of course, but she'd never been a homebody like her younger sister Kay. Kay was always laying about, never doing anything, the complete opposite of Torri.

“Hello? Anyone here?” The house was quiet; which was honestly a bit strange. Usually one or both of them were around, given how much they ordered everything to be delivered. The two of them were some of the laziest people Torri knew.

A quick check in the garage showed that for once, they weren't home; or at least, their car wasn't there. Given the lack of noise, Torri could only assume they were together. Which meant she had the place to herself.

Walking into the kitchen revealed that they hadn't been gone long though. The dishes were still wet in the sink, and there was still food laying about everywhere; Torri was glad that at least one thing seemed consistent. Her mother and sister loved to eat, and always had. Coupled with their lazy lifestyles, the two of them were considerably heavier than Torri was.

Looking at all the junk food laying around in the fridge, on the counters, and in the pantry revealed the core reason why; their diets were less than healthy. Torri could practically feel the pounds being added to her frame just by looking at all the things laying around. She didn't eat any of this stuff when she was on her own, and she didn't intend to start now; part of her even felt like trying to get rid of it in order to convince her mother and sister to eat healthier.

But those thoughts and urges took a back seat to a new, more alluring sensation: the scent of fresh dough. As it wafted into her nostrils, Torri allowed herself to close her eyes and just savor the scent; she hadn't smelled this sort of thing in forever. Before she realized it, she was walking towards the source of the scent, a seemingly untouched box of donuts on the counter.

Gently, Torri lifted the lid, gazing at the dozen donuts sitting perfectly arranged in the box. They all looked different, like they had been picked to ensure that there weren't any duplicate flavors. Torri's stomach rumbled; was she hungrier than she remembered herself being? Tentatively, her hand moved towards the donuts inside, but she pulled her hand back just before touching one.

No, she wouldn't indulge. Not right now. Besides, they were bad for her. There was no reason to eat them. Let her mother and sister get fat and lazy instead!

Closing the box lid, Torri forced herself away from the box of donuts over the objections of her stomach. She did feel hungry now, hungrier than she had been when she had walked into the room. Every footstep away from the donuts felt harder and harder to accomplish, but that was impossible, right? There was nothing keeping her here, no mystical force trying to pull her back towards the donuts, right?

No, there wasn't. There couldn't be. Still, it felt like Torri was climbing a mountain as she made her way upstairs, every step seemingly harder to climb than the last. But she wouldn't give up; obviously, these urges were just more proof about how she shouldn't eat them after all.

Now far away from the donuts in the kitchen, Torri began to look over her old bedroom; it was still perfectly preserved, exactly as she had left it before she went to college. It was almost nostalgic in the way that nothing had changed, but there was one thing that surprised her: her old wardrobe.

Torri held up a pair of pants that she remembered wearing from her last year in high school. It was now several sizes too large, a remnant of her old eating habits when she lived at home. Looking at them now, Torri felt like she could make a dieting commercial, given how thin she was compared to how she had been. Nor was this limited to her pants alone; her shirts were also too large for her, though unlike the pants she could still imagine wearing them.

Holding a shirt up to her chest, she looked at herself in the mirror. Chocolate eyes gazed over her perfectly styled black hair, her immaculately cared for dark skin; she really had taken better care of herself since she went to college, hadn't she? Putting the shirt away, she took a moment to look over the rest of herself; the plain button down just loose enough to avoid being snug, her jeans held up by her stylish belt. It really was a good look for her, even if looking at it now just reinforced the fact that she never would have fit into these clothes a year before.

Suddenly, her stomach gurgled again. Torri ignored it. Yet it would not be denied. Indeed, even as she tried to go through the rest of her room, her stomach continued to grumble and gurgle. Louder and louder it became, demanding she pay attention to it even as she tried even harder to ignore it. Hunger gnawed at her, and as it did so the thing that popped into her mind were those donuts.

Cravings stirring in her, even as she tried to resist them. Yet Torri was not one who could ignore such urges forever, for she was only human. Soon, her mind turned to rationalizations, as her feet brought her back down the stairs. She would only have half of one, she told herself. Perhaps just one, and then she would be satisfied. She would control herself, resist the urge to binge, resist the urge to eat like she had back when she lived at home. It appeared that being home stirred more than nostalgia in her; perhaps it incited her to act as she once did.

But even as Torri approached the box, she refused to believe that she would give in. Even as she lifted the lid and gazed upon the perfectly made donuts inside the box, she refused to think that she was going to eat like she had before. Even as Torri picked up the first donut, a chocolate frosted and chocolate filled delight, she told herself that she was stronger than her craving, that she was stronger than her hunger. She'd beaten it before, so she would do so now, wouldn't she?

Yet the first bite obliterated all such thoughts from Torri's mind. As soon as she bit into the donut, as soon as the chocolate crème oozed into her mouth, she was lost. Audibly moaning, Torri's mind melted like the chocolate on her tongue, sugar and dough spreading pleasure through every part of her body. Her breathing became heavy and labored, every bite better than the last, as she found herself leaning back against the counter, enjoying every bite as much as one could possibly enjoy a baked good.

As she licked her lips clean, Torri realized that she had been rubbing her thighs together, a blush on her cheeks. Had she been aroused from a donut? No, that was impossible. Surely, she had just been overcome by the moment, and was imagining that. There was no way she would be aroused simply by eating a donut.

And yet, Torri found herself returning to the box for another. Again she lifted the lid, her eyes widening in shock. In the box were twelve donuts, including the one that she had just eaten. Or at least, she thought she ate it. Torri's hand went to her stomach; she could feel her stomach bubbling and beginning to digest the dough and frosting in her belly. She had eaten it. She wasn't crazy.

But Torri couldn't deny the fact that there was a donut in the box that looked exactly like the donut she had eaten. Picking it up, it even felt like the same donut. But did it taste the same?

It was easy to confirm how delicious the donut was; like before, Torri's mind melted like the chocolate on her lips as soon as she bit into it. Moaning, she savored every bite, whimpering quietly as she found herself using one hand to hold herself up. Panting, she could feel the heat building inside of her, even as she felt the donut settling inside her belly.

Whatever willpower Torri had before she had indulged was gone now. She needed more of this, that much she knew. Whatever might come of this, she needed more. She couldn't stand the thought of resisting any longer than she had.

Pulling over a chair, she sat herself down right in front of the box, picking up another donut before greedily devouring it without a second thought spared about what she was doing. Now sitting, she could lean back against the chair and enjoy the warmth, the feelings of arousal and pleasure that came from how delicious each pastry was. Bits of frosting and crème coated her lips, but Torri paid no attention to that. Instead, she busied herself by trying the other donuts in the box.

There was one with vanilla crème, one that tasted like peanut butter, one that tasted like cherries... each one seemed to have a different, unique flavor, one she neither expected nor could have imagined being so good. The room was filled with the sounds of her eating, mixed with moans of pleasure and gasps of arousal.

Torri didn't question how there were still donuts in the box. At this point, she guessed she had eaten well over ten, maybe twenty, and yet the box never seemed to stop being full. If anything, new donuts seemed to appear each time she thought she might grow bored of what she had, as though responding to her thoughts.

Yet Torri continued eating. All thoughts of stopping, all thoughts of hesitating, all thoughts of her figure were now gone, erased by the deliciousness of each donut that met her lips. Not a thought was spared to what this might do to her, for those were questions that could be answered later, when she wasn't busy eating. For now, all that mattered was that she continued to satisfy herself.

A wetness began to form in her underwear, a result of the arousing after effects of the donuts she consumed, yet she didn't stop. Torri rode the wave of pleasure, feeling her toes curl and her muscles tense with every bite of dough swallowed. At least once, Torri came, but so strong was the haze of pleasure and bliss that she didn't count the times. Her mind was losing any ability to think about anything else.

A loud pop finally brought her from her daze. Torri blinked, looking down at herself to figure out what the sound was, and where it had come from. Here eyes widened, as they took in her current figure.

A button had popped off her shirt, her now pudgy middle visible through the gap between the fabric. Her shirt was taught, pulled tightly across a bulbous belly that she hadn't seen in years. Not since she'd lost the weight. But now, there it was, right in front of her face, daring her to deny it. Frosting covered hands touched her stomach on either side, as though trying to push it back in, but to no avail.

Instead, Torri suddenly became very aware of how tight her waistband was, entirely due to her belt holding fast. Had she not been wearing it, no doubt her pants would have long since popped open. Inwardly, she blamed it, rather than her binge, for what had happened, as though her belt was why she had been eating so much.

Not that Torri found it easy to get her belt off like this. Her hands felt clumsy as she struggled to undo the buckle, something she blamed on her belly. In truth, her fingers had grown slightly fatter, becoming less able to undo her belt when it was under such stress. Her fingers worked, desperately trying to undo it as it seemed to tighten ever further, only managing to get it undone after more than a minute of desperate pulling.

The relief didn't last long. Torri's belly sagged outward with her relieve, easily causing her pants to burst open as a result. The button bounced across the ground, causing Torri's face to flush red; she'd really let herself go without realizing it! This was going to take forever to work off. She needed to find a way to hide this before her sister and mother got home, before they could tease her about it!

Unfortunately for her, her stomach and mind had other options. The scent of the donuts wrapped around Torri like a blanket, and she could feel herself losing to it as her hand moved back under the lid. Desperately, Torri tried to fight it, tried so hard to hold herself back, but it was no use. Even as she felt her mouth opening, even as she watched the donut approaching her face, she thought she had a chance, but all such thoughts vanished behind a tidal wave of pleasure and bliss as soon as her tongue tasted the frosting and crème again.

Now that her belly was dealt with, Torri went back to eating with gusto, using both hands to shovel more dough into her face as fast as possible. Unlike before, each bite seemed to directly impact her figure, resulting in all of the work she had put in vanishing under a slowly increasing amount of flab. Torri's toned arms and legs softened, filling her pants and her shirt sleeves, making it seem like her clothes were several sizes too small. Her chest began to push out, resting atop her belly, stretching both her shirt and her bra out until they began to creak and groan from the pressure. Her shirt buttons puckered, and gaps between them grew so large that she would have been able to put her hand through them in normal times.

And yet, Torri continued to eat. If anything, she ate faster, and hesitated less. She began to sit higher upon her chair, a result of her ass and thighs thickening more and more with every bite. Slowly, Torri widened, becoming thicker and softer with every passing moment. The air was filled with the sounds of her clothes groaning as they tried to stretch to fit her, the sound of seams popping as threads snapped from the strain.

Finally, the buttons on her shirt could take no more. One by one they burst, each one flying in a different direction, as her belly sagged forth further and further. Her breasts too, swelled up, spilling over her bra until it too snapped open with a loud bang. Torri however, seemed not to notice, beyond the pleasure that came with the freedom from her clothing.

At the same time, a loud ripping sound could be heard behind her, as her now growing rear proved much too large for the seat of her pants. Every bite pushed it further, splitting her pants more and more as it desperately tried to accommodate how large Torri was getting. Her thighs too, split her pants down the sides, causing dark skin to spill out from underneath. Her arms, now thick and heavy, began to burst through her sleeves, flabby skin revealing itself as the fabric gave way.

Everything about Torri was growing, softening, and swelling. Her fingers plumped up even further, growing larger and thicker than they ever had before. Her face too, rounded out, as she developed multiple chins and her cheeks and lips became plumper.

Never had Torri been so large, even at her heaviest. She was in uncharted territory now, and still growing. Her mind, blissfully unaware of what was happening, kept demanding more donuts, and so more donuts was what she was given.

More tearing and ripping was heard, as her clothes shredded and fell around her onto the floor. Still, Torri was oblivious, as her thickening body became ever larger. Her underwear, the last piece of clothing still able to stretch across her ample rear, finally snapped, leaving Torri entirely naked. But even that did not stop her from eating.

Now free of her clothes completely, Torri's body was free to grow however it liked. Her body developed rolls of fat, looking a great deal like a mountain atop her chair. The chair too, began to show signs of her growth, as it began to groan under all the weight it was forced to support. Torri was now larger than anyone had ever been in her family, double if not triple how large she had been at her largest. She looked less like a person and more like a mass of fat slowly sagging over the chair that was desperately trying to support her.

And yet, Torri didn't stop eating. If anything, now liberated from her restrictive clothing, she ate faster, doing her best to shovel as much dough into her face as she could. Her body continued to grow, fat spilling out wherever it could. Her movements became slower, as it became harder and harder to move her growing form. Every bite seemed to be turning into a pound, distributing itself wherever it could across her form.

Beneath her, the chair's legs bent and buckled, the sound of cracking wood beginning to fill the room over the sounds of her gorging herself. Finally, the chair could support her no longer, and with a loud crack, the chair's legs gave way. Torri fell to the ground atop the remains, her fat spilling out on either side of her, like a melting dessert.

Finally, reality dawned on her. Gone was the relatively thin girl that had entered the house, replaced now with a girl that was well over twice the size she had been at her previously heaviest weight. She felt huge, and knew she looked it too; she couldn't even get up off the floor if she wanted to. Her body refused to listen, and her muscles weren't nearly strong enough to easily move a woman her size.

Of course there was little time to think about it. Torri could hear a key in the lock, the sound of voices coming from the garage, the telltale sound of the door opening. Desperately, she tried to move, tried to get herself out of there, but her body refused to comply. Instead, she was left exposed, as her mother and sister walked into the kitchen to find her.

The two women's voices cut off sharply as Torri's massive form came into view. Her mother dropped her bags, eyes blinking slowly, mouth working to find words from the shock. Her sister Kay in contrast, was only stunned for a moment, before bursting out laughing.

“Oh. My. God. You're huge!” The chubby black girl had always been the fatter of the two, but now she looked positively tiny in comparison to Torri. Kay wasted no time in poking and prodding Torri's fat, pushing it this way and that. “What happened to you? You said you had been working out!”

“Are you okay? Do we need to call someone?” Torri's mother, no thin reed herself, was at least concerned for her daughter, though the feeling of being seen like this was more than embarrassing for Torri. She wanted so badly to get away right now, but there was nothing she could do.

“No, it's fine I just... Well... It's hard to explain.”

“Uh huh. Seems like the only thing you need to explain is how you got so fat!” Kay pinched Torri's cheeks, noting how easily they squished together. Torri meanwhile, was too fat and heavy to be able to do much of anything except helplessly push at her now thinner sister. “What did you eat exactly? Lard?”

“No! It was those donuts you bought!”

“We didn't buy donuts.” Their mother was already at the box, lifting the lid to look inside. Instantly, the scents wafted out again, enveloping the room. Torri felt her stomach growling under her fat, as her body craved the delicious dough once again. But at the moment, she couldn't go anywhere, and couldn't feed herself either. “Though it doesn't look like you did either. They're all here.”

“They never end! Every time I ate one, another appeared...” Torri realized she sounded crazy. She didn't believe it either! But they had to believe her, right? They couldn't make the same mistake as her! She needed to do something! “Wait! Don't-”

Before Torri could say anything, Kay shoved a donut in her mouth. Reflexively, Torri chewed and swallowed, even while her sister laughed and her mother looked apprehensive. “Kay, you shouldn't-”

“Oh my god look! She wasn't kidding!” Kay showed her mother the box, where just as Torri had said, the donut had seemingly reappeared. “It's like magic or something.” Without wasting any time, Kay immediately took another one out, and once again shoved it into Torri's face, noting with amusement how easy it was to make her sister eat. “I'm going to bet it's the reason you got so big so quickly too.”

“We should get rid of it then.” Their mother took the box from Kay, granting Torri the small hope that it might still be possible to get rid of it before the worst happened. But she could see her mother's face as she got over to the other counter; she could see how the scents were tempting her mother. Torri's mother and sister were already easily tempted; would it really take so much for them to indulge?

“What's wrong mom?” Kay walked up beside her, lifting the lid again as the two of them gazed inside the box like it was a chest filled with gold. “I mean, we don't need to get rid of it right away. If it keeps producing fresh donuts, we could just... keep it...” Kay licked her lips, hand moving closer to the box without realizing it.

“Yeah, that's probably fine. It would be a waste to just... get rid of it.” Their mother reached in, taking one of the donuts into her hands, moving it towards her mouth like she was in a trance.

“Wait! Don't! You'll-”

But it was too late. The sound of the two women indulging in their first donuts from the box was like being brought back to how she had been just hours before. The sound of teeth biting through dough, the moans of arousal and pleasure as the calories filled their bellies. To her horror, Torri's sister and mother seemed to give in even faster than she had, eagerly and gluttonously stuffing their faces with as much dough as they could get their hands on. Could they resist it? Did they even want to? She had no idea.

Not that either of them needed long to begin showing the effects of the donuts on their figures. Perhaps it was because they started larger than Torri had, but the two of them seemed to begin getting fatter almost immediately.

Kay's rear filled her shorts, denim splitting open to reveal a quickly growing ass beneath. The growing hole in her shorts did nothing to stop her eating; it was like she didn't notice it at all. Her thighs began splitting through the sides, even as her love-handles and belly began to sag over her waistband. Her sweatshirt began to ride up, unable to cover her growing torso beneath it, but even still she ate, entirely oblivious to what was happening to her. Torri wondered if that was how she had been, so oblivious to how big she was getting.

Their mother seemed to grow even faster than Kay. Her breasts had already burst through the buttons on her shirt, sagging down over a heavy gut that had burst her pants wide open. The slacks she wore stood no chance of containing the growing woman, and she was fattening up much as Torri had. Unlike Kay who was becoming bottom heavy, their mother was swelling outward, fat spilling out wherever it could, looking for any and all space to fill.

Their mother's shirt wasted little time in tearing off her increasingly heavy frame, flabby arms moving to grab as many donuts as they could despite the growing struggle to move freely. Her pants too, were quickly breaking apart, but she continued to eat. She looked exactly like Torri had, like a mountain of slowly growing mass.

Kay groaned as her shorts burst off of her, her mass jiggling like gelatin as it did so. The bang barely seemed to register, as she was back to eating before the denim scraps had finished touching the ground. It looked like her legs were being absorbed into her ass, given how large her lower body was becoming; it was entirely focused on her lower body rather than being more evenly distributed the way it had been for Torri and their mother.

The two women were growing faster than Torri had, and she couldn't do anything to stop them. She watched with dismay as her mother burst through her pants, and Kay burst through her shirt, as the two women quickly became little more than massive mounds of lard and adipose. Neither woman seemed at all aware of what was occurring to them, or aware of what was happening to the other; instead, they seemed to inhabit their own little worlds, entirely divorced from the results of their binging.

Kay broke first, her lower body becoming too fat, too heavy, for her to keep standing. She fell backwards, though in truth she didn't have that far to fall with how massive her rear end had become. Her legs kicked uselessly in front of her, a result of her being entirely unable to stand on her own with her body having become so bottom heavy. She looked a bit like a massive, fatty pear, entirely unable to do anything other than wiggle her fat limbs in horror at what she'd become.

Their mother didn't need much more time either, though instead of falling backwards, she simply dropped down in place, her legs going to either side of her as she became unable to hold herself up. Falling onto her back, she looked like a kind of lumpy couch, being so heavy and spread out as she was. Moaning, she was unable to right herself, her limbs and body much too fatty and thick to move anymore.

The two women said nothing, save for moans and groans as they adjusted to their new, fattier forms. Neither one would be leaving, that much everyone knew. But what would they do in the meantime? Where would they go? How would they feed themselves? All of these questions needed answers, but none of the massive women felt like now was the time to answer it.

Instead, all they could think about was the fact that their mother had left the donut box open, and the scents that wafted from inside were making them all hungry...
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