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Chapter 1: Stephanie

Her first day on the job was definitely not meant to go like this. Stephanie had always wanted to work at G-Tech, that was true, but she didn't think she was going to end up as a product tester. She thought she'd be a scientist, or some kind of culinary developer, not strapped to a chair and stuffed with candies until she was going to burst.

She was going to burst, wasn't she? The blonde let out a quiet belch, as she swallowed another mouthful. How many mouthfuls had it been? Too many, that was for certain. Her normally thin figure was clearly bloated, starting to look positively pregnant, a result of all this candy she was being fed. How could this have happened to her?

At this point, the woman had mostly surrendered to her fate; she'd tried to resist, to no avail. Every time she swallowed, there was more candy. Trying not to swallow just meant more candy before she could swallow, and she wasn't about to choke on anything right now. Present candy, chew, swallow. Present candy, chew, swallow. Present candy, chew, swallow.

How many candies had she eaten? She could feel her large, bloating stomach pressing against the waistband of her dress pants, feel her gut pressing against the buttons of her shirt. Stephanie couldn't remember ever feeling this full before, ever eating so much before. There was simply too much candy, and it never seemed to end.

Her belly gurgled in protest, even as she felt it expand further. Stephanie never imagined that her belly could swell like this, or could stretch like this. Despite the fullness, she never felt completely full, like somehow there was always just a bit more room. There was always just enough room for another candy.

A loud pop echoed through the room. Stephanie had just enough time to realize what had happened before another candy was stuffed into her mouth. Her pants, which she'd thought of as almost being too loose that morning, had popped open. She was getting too big! Too large! They had to stop this! They had to help her! Someone!

But there didn't seem to be anyone coming. If anything, the candy seemed to be stuffed into her mouth at an increasing pace. Her blue eyes widened; she couldn't possibly keep eating like this! She'd explode, wouldn't she?

Another popping sound signaled one of the buttons on her shirt had burst off, followed by another, and then another. Her gut was growing truly massive at this point. All that work she'd put into it keeping herself looking athletic, gone in a matter of minutes. There was no time to mourn it though, not in the unending onslaught of candy that was meeting her taste buds.

Then something surprising happened. Stephanie felt herself growing elsewhere.

It started in her chest, or at least that was the first place she noted it. Her breasts were definitely growing, or at least they felt like they were. It was hard to look at them for long in between candies being shoved into her mouth. But her bra was definitely tighter, her shirt buttons stretching over her growing bust. That was definitely new.

She felt it in her butt too. Stephanie could feel each of her ass cheeks growing, feel herself sitting slightly taller as her firm rear became ever thicker and softer. She was definitely getting fatter. And it was spreading! Soon her thighs and hips were joining in, as were her sides and arms. She could feel her clothing stretching out all over, trying to contain her growing self.

Stephanie had never been fat before. She'd always been athletic, always worked out, always tried extremely hard to keep herself in shape, and it was all evaporating before her eyes. She could practically feel the pounds packing on with every candy she swallowed; were they getting more fattening as they went along? Or was this imagination? Or perhaps her body simply wasn't able to handle the excess calories anymore?

Perhaps the reason didn't matter. At the same time though, it was easier to focus on it, rather than her growing body. She could hear the seams beginning to creak, feel the remaining buttons bursting as more and more candy was consumed. She was rapidly beginning to outgrow her clothes, and she wasn't certain what would happen then. Would they stop?

It didn't seem like it. Instead, the mechanical arms continued to feed her more candy. She could feel her pants stretching taught around her fat legs, feel her arms beginning to burst through the sleeves of her shirt. Stephanie's bra grew unbearably tight, feeling like it was cutting into her flabby body, only to burst off as her breasts surged forth. Resting atop her belly, she could feel how heavy they'd become.

She was still growing. Still getting more and more massive. She couldn't believe how large she was, couldn't believe that just a few minutes earlier she was walking into the room on her own. She'd likely be unable to do that anytime soon. She'd have to be rolled! The idea was both pleasurable and terrifying, if she was honest.

Not that she much else to think about. She was still getting fatter, bloating up at an alarming rate. Her clothes being gone simply meant that she was unrestrained, and her body was taking advantage of it. Surely, she was never going to be in any kind of normal shape again at this point. And yet, even as she felt her limbs disappearing, she was still growing. She was still getting bigger. Fatter. Larger. It never seemed to end.

Stephanie wasn't certain she was anything other than a ball at this point, a ball of fat and flesh. And yet she grew ever larger. She could feel herself stretching out, practically hear the stretch marks forming. And yet, the candy didn't seem to stop. How many hundreds of pounds was she now? How much larger could she possibly become? The blonde barely looked human now, save for her fat face and her blonde hair going down her back.

Hopefully, someone might find her and turn this machine off...


Chapter 2: Rin

This was not what she had expected to happen. Sure, she'd wandered off the sanctioned tour through the facility. Sure, she'd eaten some things that were marked experimental. Sure, she'd probably eaten way too many of them. But Rin had never expected anything like this!

Waddling through the hallway, because waddling was the best she could do with a belly this big, Rin hoped she'd find someone else, anyone else, who could help her. Eating those tasty looking treats had been satisfying in the moment, but at present, was looking like a really bad idea. The Asian girl's belly was more bloated than it had ever been before, and somehow getting larger.

Letting out a quiet whine, Rin cradled her growing gut, trying very hard not to panic, something that was growing harder by the moment due to how heavy and fatty her belly was feeling. Still, as long as she held it up, it wasn't going to put pressure on the waistband of her shorts, which was probably for the best. Rin might have wanted to undo them, but she also knew she couldn't let go of her belly without it bursting through them. Which, admittedly, was probably silly to worry about right now, but it kept her mind from focusing on everything else.

It was growing harder to walk too. Every step seemed harder as she made her way down the hallways. Rin tried to ignore reality, but she could feel it more and more with every step: she was growing fatter elsewhere now too. Her thighs and hips were widening, that was clear. And she could feel her butt cheeks filling out whatever space there was in her shorts. It was just getting too hard to walk fast; she'd never been this large before.

Suddenly, she felt the bottom of her shorts give way, as they split open to reveal her purple underwear beneath. Yelling in surprise, she dropped her belly, which promptly burst through the button and fly of her shorts. Looking down at herself, Rin realized she was really starting to look like a different person. Not that she could think about that very long, because her shorts were starting to cut into her body, or at least it felt like they were, as they tried to stretch around her growing lower body.

At the same time, Rin felt her upper body getting fatter too. Her sides and back were definitely getting rolls, and her breasts were filling up her bra. Learning from her shorts, Rin undid the bra before her boobs made it impossible to undo them. She'd worry about how it looked later. For now, she needed to find someone!

Of course, it was more than the weight that made walking hard for her. Her center of gravity had changed, as had her gait; every step made her feel wobbly, as her body jiggled and grew. Her t-shirt was nothing more than a bra at this point, and it too was barely managing to stretch across her body. Rin's arms were growing fatter too, right down to her fingers. The formerly thin digits were now really starting to look like pudgy hot dogs.

Again she tried not to think about that. She just had to keep walking. Or, waddling, anyway. A loud ripping sound was heard, along with a feeling of relief, as her shorts burst off her body, followed by her underwear. If she hadn't been so worried about being able to walk, she'd have been mortified, but seeing the situation, Rin pressed ahead.

Her breasts were tearing through her tshirt, as she grew larger by the moment. Fatter. Bigger. Panic was growing harder to force down, as walking became almost impossible.

Suddenly, Rin tripped, falling forward onto her massive gut. Only it wasn't as far as she'd expected to fall. Worse, she couldn't reach the ground well with her hands, and her legs were too fat at this point to help her up. She was stuck.

Stuck, and getting fatter. Calling for someone to help, Rin found herself naked and swelling, pounds of fat being added to every inch of her body. She could feel her limbs getting shorter, or at least looking shorter, as her body grew ever larger. She was starting to resemble a ball of sorts, as whatever human parts of her were left were either growing fatter or disappearing into the mass.

The worst part was, she wasn't sure when she'd stop! Trying to wiggle her limbs, or what was left of them, as best she could, Rin hoped she might be able to make more noise to attract someone, but it wasn't any good. Instead, she only showed how helpless she was at present, as all the remained of her growing form was a fat head atop a massive, bloated body.

Suddenly, Rin felt hands on her rear. Squeaking in embarrassment, she felt herself being rolled forward, off to an uncertain destination...


Chapter 3: Joan

Joan sighed as she watched the still growing girl being rolled off towards the care ward. Really, she'd seen this too many times at this point, she probably should have marked the girl for watching given the signs. Not that she was encouraged to do so; it was one of the strange parts of working at G-Tech, that the higher ups seemed to welcome accidents like hers.

Not that Joan was going to complain too loudly. Her job was more than secure, and it paid well. So what if an Asian woman had to be rolled off because she ate a few too many of their weight gain creations and blew herself up into a ball? Not Joan's problem, once she got where she needed to go.

There was also the matter of Stephanie. Based on all her complaining, it was likely she didn't realize what she had been hired to do or be. Still, she made a perfectly great test subject for the candies, even though they seemed to be a bit too fattening. Why the higher ups decreed that it was important for someone to be able to eat several thousand of the things, Joan didn't know.

At least Stephanie had managed it. Sure, she might be a ball like the Asian woman, but she hadn't exploded or anything, and it was easy to fix these sorts of problems. She'd likely be back to normal before the end of the day.

After all, the entire process was one of Joan's favorites. There was just something wonderful about being able to swell up nice and large, without a care in the world, and then lose it all before you went home. Honestly, nothing could be better.

Speaking of swelling though, she had to admit she was curious about the candies that Stephanie had been eating. They were new, that much she knew. But were they really that good? After all, Stephanie had looked like she was practically in heat from the bliss between her frustration at being fed so many. And sure, Joan wasn't supposed to indulge in the more experimental products, but it couldn't hurt when it was easily reversible, right? And of course, she just needed to set the feeding chair to stop after the right amount of time. Easy!

Moving into the room previously occupied by Stephanie's bloated form, Joan sat back in the feeding chair. Immediately, it locked in her wrists and ankles. The sound was always a happy one for her; it brought back lots of good memories and promises of more fun to come.

As soon as the first candy was presented, Joan opened her mouth to accept it. This she was used to. The machine didn't need to force things if you were willing to accept what it was giving, after all. And as soon as Joan tasted the candy, she couldn't imagine why anyone would refuse it; it was delicious! Truly, it was better than the other candies she'd been stuffed with before. She might have to indulge in these a bit more often in the future!

So the process continued. Candy presented, Joan ate. One after the other, again and again and again. Each time, Joan felt herself falling deeper and deeper into bliss, enjoying everything even more than she had before. Everything felt perfect; it was like her entire mind was submerged in bliss each time she consumed another candy.

It wasn't until she felt her belly beginning to press against the buttons of her shirt that she realized that something might be wrong. Joan had set the chair to only give her so many; she knew that she had. She'd never made a mistake, because she knew what would happen if she did. And yet, she was still being fed more candies.

Was something broken? Still, Joan couldn't stop herself from eating, couldn't stop herself from consuming more and more candy. Her belly grew fatter, black skin pressing against the fabric of her shirt, making the buttons pucker ominously.

“Wait! Stop! Machine, override-”

The machine cut her off as it put another candy in her mouth. The screen flashed red with an 'error.' So it was broken! But wait, if it was broken, why was it still going? Did it not know to stop? Could it stop? Or would it just keep feeding her until... Until...

Joan grunted in bliss as she felt her belly pop a button on her shirt, followed by another, and then another. Oh that did feel good. She always liked being fattened, and that was true even if she knew she was likely going to get larger than she'd ever been before. She'd always been able to walk out on her own in the past. That wasn't likely to happen this time. And yet, the idea very much aroused her.

Knowing what was likely to come, Joan resigned herself to immobility long before it had come for her. If she was going to end up as a massive blob, it might as well be enjoyable! She felt her chest bursting her bra next, and then the buttons that barely contained it, and found it was more enjoyable this way. It was practically relaxing, to get rid of things that were restricting you.

Sure, her lower body was getting fatter too, her skirt stretched to its maximum across her fat ass and hips, but so what? She felt great. When it ripped off, she found herself pleased by the sound. The chair might have been widening, making more space for her growing blob of a body, but as far as Joan was concerned, everything was fine.

Her clothes were bursting off of her, her limbs were growing massively wide, but it didn't matter to her, because she felt great. Well, she might have been somewhat worried by the lack of mobility that she would have, but someone would undoubtedly find her eventually. As her limbs grew large enough that they were being absorbed into her body, as her fingers and toes grew too fat to bend, Joan couldn't help but admit that she should have done this forever ago.

However, there was just one problem: it wasn't stopping.

Despite her massive size, despite how fat and heavy she was, she was still being fed more candies. Sure, it still tasted good and made her feel good, but she was running out of room! Or at least, she thought she was. Joan could feel her skin stretching, feel her body growing ever larger as fat was packed in inside her.

Wider and wider, larger and larger. She was easily larger than the other two women combined at this point. And yet, she was still being fed. Her eyes widened as she saw the blinking red 'error' screen; was it just not going to stop? Was she just going to keep being fattened until she burst?

And yet somehow there was something thrilling and exciting about it all. As Joan grew ever larger, as she found herself stretching ever wider, she found herself getting increasingly aroused. Finally, she came, and then came again, each candy giving her another rush of the excitement she loved so much. She started to forget again how large she was growing, entirely lost in the bliss of the moment.

And then, it stopped. The feeding arm didn't, but the candies did. Apparently, there were no more candies. Joan, trying to get a sense of herself, realized that she had to be over a ton at this point. They'd need a crane to move her, or a truck. How could they hope to roll her? She came from the thought alone. Clearly, she would need to do this again sometime.

Once they found and fixed her, of course.


Afterword

Thank you for reading! If you're interested in similar stories, please feel free to check out the rest of my work and leave a review about what you thought! If you would like to give me feedback personally or send ideas for things you'd like to see, feel free to email me at: 




louisbakerwriting@gmail.com
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Too Much Fudge

Veronica has acquired the newest and greatest device from G-Tech, an in-home food producer! With it, she can produce anything she might desire in seconds! Devious plans in her mind, she decides to modify it so that the food it makes is both addicted and blissful to consume! With her friend Rhonda needing a girl's night, and her friend Cherry coming with, it's the perfect night to test out what it can do! Little do her friends know that tonight will forever alter their waistlines...

Test Your Capacity!

Lori has finally managed to get onto her favorite gameshow, Test Your Capacity! It's a show where contestants are stuffed to the brim, and only the hardiest of people can contain it all inside of them! But this time, Lori is up against two other competitors, each of whom are pretty capable in their own right! Can she out eat them? Can she handle the endless torrent of delicious food? Only time will tell, as she tests her capacity!

Can't Have Just One

Torri has just come home from college, and after a bit of reminiscing about how much weight she's lost since leaving home, finds a rather mysterious box of donuts in the kitchen. A box that doesn't seem to ever run out of donuts, no matter how many are eaten. A box that contains donuts so delicious, it can be nearly impossible to stop eating them...
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