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:( Voice muffled, vibrating against Mathilda’siser
Don’t breathe then, honey. Just eat_ Euery tlme you swallow 1
feel your pulse jump against my tongue. It:sfmaking fuchmg

starve.

: 3

Eatithe rest of/ thatjslice. I want tolhearlyoulmoan|
with! your mouth full®

The fabric of the reinforced chair creaks
under the sheer, spreading mass of Mathil-
da’s thighs. She is a landscape of soft, pale
skin and strawberry syrup, her legs spread
wide to accommodate the heavy shelf of
her belly. Since stripping Marco of his for-
tune and retreating to Lucia’s island, she
has abandoned every restraint. Her fin-
gers, sticky and pink, knead her own heavy
breasts, while Lucia remains buried be-
tween her legs, her tongue working with a
rhythmic, wet devotion that makes the air
smell of sugar.

_ dfas she swallows a massive hunk of sponge cake)
anJmnnph—chCC' God, Lucia... | can’t... | can’t even breathe

with[youfdSinglthatlwhile I'm stuffing my face.

BuuEEuurghpp! Oh god... excuse me... I'm a pig. A rich, fat, lucky
fucking]pig.

Ilwishlhelcould see the way my stomach is shaking. | want him to see every
inchlofywhat I'm becoming for her.




*':.1 *‘i *‘-'*\"i\f\ - . The sun is a physical weight, pressing down
w ;* 7= | R N on Mathilda’s belly, which has become a
{Urrap! Baby® Mmmph:‘ :m{gettinglfoodldrunkYThelsun]is™itis vast, soft continent since she moved into the

L)

£V | . > epg ® ° [
’°:._g'i';t Jand Ou ri 5? 'CCC . mansion. The transition from the restrictive

hell of her marriage to this life of total in-
dulgence has been rapid—one hundred and
sixteen pounds was just the beginning. Lucia
doesn’t just provide food; she provides per-
mission. The terrace smells of sun-warmed
skin and the sharp, fermented scent of the
third bottle of champagne they’ve opened.
Every time Mathilda shifts, the beach chair
groans, a metallic whine that underscores
just how much space she’s taking up now.

2]

(Lifting]herfheadXchin glistening)
Youirelglowing® babe. Your skin is getting so soft, so thick. | can

mgﬁm hands around your waist anymore.

4
(Grabbinglalhandful of Mathilda’s soft side)
It’siperfect’ You’re finally filling out the way you were meant to.

'She’sisolheavy now, | can feel the heat radiating off her thighs. | can’t wait til
shelgetsieven bigger.




The routine has become a blur of senso-
ry excess. Wake up to the smell of frying
bacon and expensive coffee, spend the
morning being fed by Lucia, drift into a
hazy, weed-smoke-filled afternoon on the
terrace, and spend the evenings exploring
the ever-growing limits of Mathilda’s body.
There is no Marco here. The air is heavy
with the scent of high-grade cannabis and
the lingering grease of a mid-afternoon
burger. Mathilda’s jaw works rhythmically,
her mouth never truly empty.

.. mmmph... sirrrph...

.(A loud, vibrating groan that turns into a wet cough)
HicCC! Both.® Buuuurp' God, I’'m so high... | just want to
keep... mmnph™®

2

(Giggling, her.fingers buried deep in Ma thilda’s pussy)

’
\ llcan’t understand a word you're saying;ipiggy. ‘Arelyoultelling]
~ me how good it tastes, or howlgood|| feel?

f ' .
. :
#hen don’t,stop: Ilhavelthreefmorelcakesfinsidetll:migoingkto
‘makejsurelyoufcanitievenistand{uplbyldinneritime:

onlhethighsitrembles\whenishelorgasms:She’slbecoming,
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The shadows are Iengthening, but the
t heat remains, trapped in the thick folds of
| Mathilda’s neck and the soft canyon of her

cleavage. She is lost in a cycle of dopamine

and gluttony, her senses overwhelmed by
the feeling of Lucia’s tongue and the taste
of strawberry icing. The mansion is silent
except for the rhythmic, wet sounds of

their intimacy and the occasional chirp of a

tropical bird in the distance. Every breath

she takes is heavy, a labor of love for the
weight she carries.

U,
(A long, drawnzoutdmoankthat breaks into a
wheeze)

Ohhh..." Lucia.. 7 mmmm-urrap! I'm
gonnd... I!m gonna...

-

(Choking| 'out_the words)
It's too much HicCC... I'm so full... Mmph... keep
going.. dorji’t you dare stop...

e .- ;\.._ﬂ %}1 b
- . p F"-_'

(Speeding up the pace, her breathing/ragged)
That's it, Mathilda. Takelit{all®|Every
bite, every lick.

»




Lucia finally pulls back, her face flushed
and her chest heaving. She looks down at
the carnage—the empty cake platters, the
crumpled napkins, and the massive, sprawl-
ing woman before her. The scent of arousal
is sharp now, mixing with the cooling straw-

berry syrup. Mathilda’s fupa, a heavy, soft
shelf of flesh, hangs over her thighs, shim-
mering in the twilight. Lucia reaches out,
her smaller hands looking delicate against
the sheer expanse of Mathilda’s midsection.

S

2

\\ (Henvoicelis/lowithickiwith lust and lethargy)
It;siyou i HicCC™looking at me like that.
Likellimlajfeast’

&)
iThen!dolit’: BuuEEuurghpp! Use your fingers... | want to feel you
deeplinsidelwhile | finish the cream.

iShellooks'so'small compared to me now. | love it. | want to sit on her cute face.

U

(Gasping[forfairwipinglherimouth) _
HolyXshitMathilda®iY.ou rens literally thelchair.

lzve]lneverfseenfanyonelget: wetjjustifromfeating™

3
(Reachingfoutitolheftithelweight{ofiMathilda’sifupalinlboth .
o Rt B e CaXonD et (i (50
%m@mw@nmmm



Mathilda reaches for the last remnants of
the cake, her movements slow and deliber-
ate. Her breasts have become so massive
that they obscure her view of her own lap,
two heavy orbs of flesh that sway with every
breath. The air is cooling slightly, but the
friction between them keeps the tempera-
ture rising. The scent of burnt sugar and
sweat clings to the terrace.

ﬁwﬁzmﬁm wew Seeing|your head[disappearbehind
them when youlleaniback?

4 . L
In this hi')‘m*e, eue%}thmg is po ss.lble We!relgoing to'makelthemJso)
1 big you_u'!_lneed mejtolhold,them up forjyoutYoullike ﬁhg&mm',]&ﬂ

that, piggy?

1

(Munching on the last bite of sponge)
Lucia... | can’t even see you down there anymore. My tits...
they're like two giant mountains in the way.

3

They're so heavy... Mmmmph... | think they've grown another cup

size since yesterday. Is that even possible?



Lucia shifts her position, kneeling between
Mathilda’s wide-spread knees. She reaches
% . ™ up, sliding two fingers deep into Mathilda’s
WatchimeYMathilda¥seelhowimuchlilovelwhatlyouivelbecome N a2 slick heat while maintaining intense, unwav-
SeelhowImylfingersfdisappeardinsidefyou " | ering eye contact. Mathilda’s face is a mask
“ of pure, mindless pleasure—her tongue loll-

. , ' : ing out, her eyes rolling back until only the
chtons) ,_ ., \ Y . whites show. She looks completely undone, a
That}s lt Give Enal?em euervthmg db& Justifeelfhowlbigfyou | " goddess of excess surrendered to her priest-
arefandlhowImuchlimImaking Wm ess. The smell of musk and cooling cream is

overwhelming.

(A, Hi EAI G@ FACE tongue out, eyes up)
Mmm slrrph HicCC! Fuck... faster...

’m™ I’m[gonna—!



Lucia goes back down, her hunger renewed
by Mathilda’s climax. For Mathilda, this isn’t
2! . just a sexual encounter; it’s a total restruc-
(Between]wetlicks), | | turing of her reality. Every pound she gains
EVW El’ﬂl]my big, ‘ is a brick in the wall between her and her

' old life. She is becoming a creature of pure

o | appetite, her dependency on Lucia growing
LI @ “’h°' Cl with every calorie. The weight is a comfort,

o a heavy blanket that keeps the cold world
away.

_. (A low,Jgutteralivibration)

~ Urrghtlucia™? don't
" think]l[could[even]fitlonla]planefanymorelinla

_(A finaljc sma}m?ﬁmm@
Buuuurp*: lokay$lEeed |

chCC heep it coming ™%
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The evening air in the master suite is crisp, a
stark, air-conditioned contrast to the humid
terrace. The scent of expensive sunscreen
and salt has been washed away, replaced
by the clinical floral aroma of luxury body
wash and the heawvy, intoxicating smell of
dark cacao. They are sprawled across a cus-
tom-made, circular bed—a vast expanse of
silk sheets that barely seems large enough
to contain them both. Mathilda is a moun-
tain of soft, clean curves, her skin still pink
from the shower. Lucia sits beside her, a
heart-shaped velvet box of artisanal choco-
lates resting on the duvet. She picks out a
dark truffle, the gold leaf glinting under the
dim, warm amber lights.

(Holding the truffle to Mathilda’s lips)
Open up, honey This one has a raspberry ganache. It’s sup-
posed to be llfe-changmg

\ 4

3

Did you see that post from Valentina today? The one about the
“clean girl” aesthetic? She looked like she hadn’t touched a carb
since the late nineties. So much performative misery.

(Partmg herlips, eyes-already half-closed)
Mmmphi.: Urrap! God, I’'m stilllsolfull from|the cahe,

BIBUGEIEP&GEEE‘@E@M
4

(SwaHowmg, a smear of chocolate on her bottom]li
Ugh, don’t remmd"me 1 used to be &Eﬁ;@ﬂﬂi{g every
‘checking my jawlme in every reflection. [I?B being that

hungry and thc@bormg.l’rqther g/fat/and]|listen;
ing to you talk shit.

Her voice is sosooth.' e’s justgossiping. It makesthechocolate taste
even sweeter. - -
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" o . 5 Lucia shifts, pulling the chocolate box onto
| her own lap, positioning it right over her
- e | ~ pubic mound as she leans back against the
o < | | | - headboard. Mathilda lies beside her on her
— \ . ) | - back, her massive, soft belly rising and fall-
- | — ing with every heavy breath. In the cool
| -4 air of the room, her fupa is exposed, the
skin stretched smooth and shimmering. She
reaches down, her fingers sinking into the
, ' ¢ soft depth of her own midsection, kneading
__ ' | | ' the flesh idly. They look at each other, a
> i | silent understanding passing between them

in the quiet of the room.

f’

(Rickinglout:another piece)
Exactly as you should be. You're fi-
nally uncurling.

2!
(Giggling, hen;bel!y wobblingwith[the/movement)

Ifeelllhe asprawling workof/art. Or/maybe a uery expensive
beanbag. HicCC!/It/feels{solgood/toljust:.. letit| all hang out. No

o

Spanx, no restrictivelbelts Just/me: i

4
(Staring|atithe]box{on]Lucia’slc

Is |tib ‘the chocolate and the viewlbehind|it = .
cmdnl which one | want to sink my teethlinto) more?\ \

..—-|- G

1_'.
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n M _
(Smiling, Mathilda’sithroatiswallow)

meljislyouriweakness.
& A

thing|liveleverseen?

1 |
(A long, vibrating moan).
Mmmmmm... oh my god.
Lucia... sirrrph...

3
(Swallowing hard, her voice thick)

That... mmmph... that is the best :'_'i:fﬁ'g_._,uun.;-_'butffﬁn my
mouth. Seriously. It’s better than the cake. It’s better than almost

everything.

|

Lucia selects a square of chocolate topped
with a single grain of sea salt. As she press-
es it into Mathilda’s mouth, the shell cracks,
releasing a flood of thick, viscous salted car-
amel. Mathilda’s eyes immediately roll back
into her head, her eyelids fluttering as the
sugar hits her system. She smacks her lips,
the sound wet and loud in the quiet room,
her jaw working through the chewy, buttery
center.

Voullikelthatlone?ll/had|alfeeling}salted cara-

(Licking/aldropoficaramel off her own thumb)
Good: there are four more of those in the box, and |

expectiyoujtolfinish every single one.
mw&?@m roll back when she tastes something rich... it's the hottest
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(Moanmg through amouthfullofihazelnut/praline)
It tickles.. =23 mmph.. don’t stop:alt"" feels... it feels so heavy.
Llhe I’m carrymg allead welg ht

Pl

(A SOft; bubbly Iaugh)

Buuuurp' Vou re obsessed. You’'re going to turn me_-mto a glcmt
balloon if you keep this up.

lican feel her hands everywhere. It's like she’s sculpting/me,molding/melinto;

something bigger.

© GTSX—3D APR 2026 — ALL RIGI
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Lucia hands the velvet box over to Mathilda,
letting her hold the weight of the remain-
ing treats. Lucia then sits up, moving closer
to Mathilda’s side. She reaches out, her
palms flat as she begins to softly rub Mathil-
da’s belly. Her touch is firm but gentle, play-
ing with the soft rolls of fat that spill over
Mathilda’s hips. Mathilda continues to work
her way through the box, her focus split be-

. tween the sweetness on her tongue and the

rhythmic, tingly sensation of Lucia’s hands

- on her skin.

(Massagmg undersidelof;Mathilda’s belly)

Itls gettlng SO

packinglit]injtoday

firm)jlhoney:}\You’re really

It:sfinotlafweight’it’s an investment. | can feel the skin
underimy fingers.



GROW ME BIGGER 2 © GTSX—3D APR 2026 — ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

L 8 Mathilda reaches into the box again, her fin-
R 8 | gers brushing against the velvet lining until
| she finds a heavy piece of white chocolate.
She shoves it into her mouth, her cheeks
bulging as she bites down. The creaminess
explodes against her palate, a wave of pure,
unadulterated sweetness. Lucia watches her,
her hand moving from Mathilda’s belly up to
the underside of one massive breast, feeling
the weight of it.

|

2!

(Swallowing heg-é"est rasyr T~ . Y | (Watchingjthelway;Mathilda’s jaw works)
Ifcan;tihelplit... it)s|like': once I start, | can’t stop. I just Ny A Vg, a ' . You;reldoingfsolwell,ipiggy. You've barely
wantimore. Always more., T Y hesitated/allfday:

4 h
inglinjtolkissiMathilda’s chocolate-stained cheek)
know$And|I!m/going to give you everything you crave.

[wonderhowmuch bigger she’s going to be ina month? At this rate, she won't
even|belableltojtolsit on any furniture without breaking it.




Mathilda adjusts her position, sinking deeper

2! : ; .

: into the soft, oversized pillows. She spreads
M&?ﬂh@ﬁﬁﬁ? her legs further, her naked body fully ex-
%mmmmgm posed to the cool air and Lucia’s predatory
leavelanythingfout” gaze. Every few seconds, her toes wiggle—a

a small, involuntary reflex of pure comfort.
(Along¥shaky,moandher! . She is profoundly full, her stomach distend-
m total™ s ed and taut, yet she kReeps chewing, keeps

_ moaning. Lucia reaches for her phone on the
Hearinglthelnumbersimakes]itfrealyifmakesithelweightifeeljpermanentylt . nightstand, her eyes glowing with a different
makes/mejfeel/sojfuckingjwets  Rind of hunger.

i .‘h

recap’jhoney?ilivelbeen keeping track. It’s
8 .

(Readingjfrom the screen)

Uetisfsee... we started with that breakfast platter, three thou-

sandNcalories there. Then the mid-morning pastries—another

fifteenflhundred. The lunch burgers and fries, that was a solid

fourithousand. Then the three strawberry cakes on the terrace...

we'rellooking at about twelve thousand calories before we even
- gotitoithis room.
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""""" " The air in the room seems to grow heavi-

er as Lucia continues the count. Mathilda

reaches for a second box of chocolates—Lu-

cia had them lined up like soldiers on the

night table, ready for this very moment. As

Mathilda pops another truffle, Lucia begins

» to massage her breasts, her thumbs circling

the dark, sensitive areolas. Mathilda’s belly

seems to visibly tighten, the skin straining
against the influx of sugar and fat.

U
With[thisifirst box of chocolates, you’ve officially crossed the fif-
teenjthousand[calorie mark for the day, Mathilda.

2 | | = _ .
(Moaning loudly, her eyes rolling up) : e
Fifteen... mmmph... fifteen thousand?  Baby...

BuuEEuurghpp! That’s... that’s insane.
4

S (Grabbing two chocolates at once)
- lwant...l want to hit twenty thousand. Give
~ me the next box.

e
_—
(-

3

(Squeezing/Mathilda’s breasts firmly)
It!s not'insane, it's progress. Your body is soaking it all up. | can
ﬁ;ﬁ]mﬂﬁe getting heavier by the minute.

-

-;*-._f ﬁi@ numbers are turning 104 bram to m_ush;

R
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: o L
= - -—n‘-—{ b

Mathilda is a whirlwind of gluttony now,
her movements frantic yet heavy. She fin-
ishes the second box, her face and fingers
smeared with brown and white chocolate.
Lucia is relentless, her hands moving over
every inch of Mathilda's expanding form,
kneading the fat, tracing the new tension
in her abdomen. The sound of Mathilda’s
breathing is a ragged, wet labor.

1

You!relat,seventeen thousand five hundred now. You're literally
' under my hands, honey. Your belly is so tight... it's like
. a/drum?

3 b
You,ve,had more calories today than you used to eat in a whole
when you were with Marco. Think about that.

2

(A choking, euphoric cry) | A
Urrap! It feels so good... mmm-sirrph... T
more... tell me more! “ B

4 -
(Shoving more chocolate in, her breathing| coming in’
short gasps) s

Fuck him... HicCC! He never... he never wanted
me like this... i

been happier.
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The third box is halfway gone. Mathilda’s
belly has reached a new peak, the skin so
tight it looks polished under the amber
lights. Lucia’s hands are everywhere—mas-
saging the soft weight of her thighs, the
spreading rolls of her waist, the heavy pen-
dulums of her breasts. Mathilda is complete-
ly lost to the feed, her body vibrating with
the sheer caloric intake and the intensity of
Lucia’s possession.

Lo

1

Nineteen thousand, Mathilda. You're almost there. Your fupa is
solswollen... it’s practically pulsing.

3

(Leaning down to whisper in her ear)
They’re mahmg you a piggy. My big, greedy, gorgeous piggy.
You:re gomg to be so much bigger tomorrow.

2

(Her voice is a ragged whisper)
I'm so wet... Lucia... mmmmph...
they're making me... HicCC!

--1:.; ,,,,

4

(A ﬁn_.al, massive swallow as she clears the
third box) .

Yes... make me... make me huge...
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Mathilda finally slumps back, the last
chocolate box falling empty from her
grease-stained fingers. She is a sight of total,
decadence, completely stuffed, naked, and
covered in the remnants of her feast. Her
belly is a massive, taut dome that dominates
her entire silhouette. Lucia puts the phone
down and crawls over her, her hands resting
on the very top of Mathilda’s stomach, feel-
ing the incredible internal pressure.

1
Twenty thousand two hundred calories, Mathilda. You did it.
You:irelofficially the greediest girl on this island.

E)
(grinnfng,ﬁer eyes reflecting the dim light)

You'refjust gonna keep growing, and growing, and growing...
then,you’ll grow some more, and some more, and much more.

p

(A long, echoing, vibrating burp)
BuuuAAAAARGHHHP... oh god... I... | think I'm |
going to cum again. -

4
(Closing her eyes, a blissfulsmile on her choco-
late-smeared face) N

Good. | want... | want to wake up and feel even
heavier than this. :




GROW M|

Three weeks later. The bathroom is a temple
of white marble, smelling of lingering steam
and the floral scent of Mathilda’s expensive
pedicure. She stands before the heavy-du-
ty scale, her fatter, rounded feet pressing
against the cold glass. Her toes, tipped in a
sharp, glossy red, look like small jewels sink-
ing into the plushness of her own swelling in-
steps. She’s naked, her body a cascade of
soft, new mass that feels heavy and unfamil-
iar. Her heart hammers against her ribs—a
mix of terrifying anticipation and a desper-
ate, limerent need to see the proof of her
transformation. The digital screen blinks
“CALCULATING...”, the blue light reflecting
off the sheen of sweat on her inner thighs.

! o | .
(Herbreath coming in shallow; M gldown, though the viewjJisfmostlydthelvast, soft curve of her own
HicCC! Come on... just show m@uﬁ,ﬂ sojmu uch heavier... if

thisithing says | haven’ tig [tollose it. . EIQ blg please be fuckinglhuge®™s

My thighs’are rubbmg together sohard|itssistartingto chafe. I've never felt this
'muchlof,myself,before. | need thelhumbenrtoimatchlithe weight | have in mind.

._..___'__‘-___
-—— 1-"'-""—-'-
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The scale emits a sharp, electronic beep
that echoes off the marble walls. The num-
bers settle, glowing bright and unforgiving:
467 LBS. Mathilda gasps, the sound wet
and jagged in her throat. Underneath the
weight, a small, scrolling text bar appears
pm— | on the screen, a bit of high-end snark pro-
1. — [/ \ | — grammed into the luxury device: “USER
1TA" | I\ '@ -- WEAGHT: 467 I‘RB?A / 212 KG. YOU SHOULD
REALLY TRY SALADS.” The shock is a phys-
You ShOU|d rea”y ical jolt. Three hundred and eight pounds
tl‘y Sdld S. was her starting point just a few weeks
b ago—she has packed on over a hundred
and fifty pounds of pure indulgence in less
than a month.

2 s
One hundred and fifty-nine pounds... inlthreefweeks?AThatls:.. R

HicCC... that’s not even possible. £

1 ; P . sRy hysterical laugh)

(A loud, wheezing gasp) “Ttﬁh salad.” Thatsfcute§l;m eating family-sized portions now.
Four hundred... and[sixtyzsevendBuuUrGHp!

Oh my god. Lucia! | .*s so much. | can feelfthe}fatjpulse under my skin. I'm nearly five hundred
| pounds. I'm actually doing]it!




Mathilda remains frozen on the scale, the
sheer reality of her size sinking in. Her re-
flection in the full-length mirror is a reve-
lation of excess. Her ass has expanded into
a giant, shimmering continent covered in
a web of deep cellulite dimples that catch
the light. New back rolls have begun to
stack like soft tires beneath her shoulder
blades, and her arms have thickened into
wide, heavy limbs that she can no longer
hold flush against her sides. But it isn't just
the width; she realizes with a jolt of verti-

go that the top of the mirror seems closer.
0 & = i She’s stretching upward as she spreads out-
[(Henvoicellow,thickjwithlalnew, darkipower) ward, a literal giant in the making.
Urrap!/Looklatimylarms... they're'likeltreeltrunksYAndlm*=y:m|

taller:llcan/see/over theltop of the showerddoordnow$

% ."."F-"'“::' X

e

2

(Tracing a'deepldimplelonlherghip)
It’s like Iim out}cH,
my. own skin%

3]

Mmmmph®™fIkwonderdifiLucia can even reach around me any-

%ﬁt@;ﬂ hopelshelcanitllhope I'm too big for everyone, including
(o)

Iimlbecominglalgiant¥Alrealibreathing giantess.



The girth of her midsection has become so
immense that the display on the scale is a
lost memory, buried beneath the horizon
of her own flesh. Her belly is no longer just

round; it is a complex topography of fat, a

deep crease developing around her navel.

Her legs have transformed into pillars, the

e fat of her thighs engulfing her knees in soft,

= 3 heavy folds. The scale’s speaker chirps again,

S its mechanical voice announcing: “FOUR
HUNDRED SIXTY-SEVEN POUNDS.”

« iy o
" i

..4; &
i.‘)

0

T) iNiNgRto hedneck{disappearing into soft
g r S

| canglevenpes l}w LmJjust... I'm just

Eh

SE
-

ot
¥ .
- .

e, M ™ .-': =
. & by

e

T,

e

. & N
(Feelingjthe deep creaselatihenwaist)

a ' -
BuuEEuurghpp!it;s! ﬁ]}%m it’s!like]
personirightjhere ﬂiﬂi&m G

.

The-we’i':'_;igg@ant dlq us pressure. | feel so anchored, so solid. | never
belf{fj"afn



Mathilda reaches for the oversized cup of
bubble tea resting on the vanity, the straw

clicking against her teeth as she takes a
massive, greedy gulp. Even while weighing
herself, she cannot stop the intake. She slaps
her hand against the side of her stomach,

(Slurping/loudly3thelsound[ofitapiocalpearls; h.'ttmg thelback{ofiherthroat) the sound a loud, fleshy *thwack* that vi-
Mmm-sirrph™® % cal orles brates through her entire frame. The scent of
Jllwant bylEriday

Iineed the sweet, starchy tea mixes with the musk
of her skin. The fantasy of her own domi-
nance, of being a real-life giantess whose
shadow could swallow a room, sends a surge
of heat through her that makes her toes curl
against the scale.

'.2 ~ N
(Slappmg her_beﬁ)_/-—,agam watching the fat ripple)

'Looh atiyou ___:_5:5y_du' greedy fucking pig. HicCC! You’'re going to be a
- giant. You’ re going tolbe the biggest thing anyone has ever seen.

3 . |
mmm@ .__..ﬂm@ roomland)just:.itakingluplall

Al

lwant to belso bfg thatqpeople have to look: up, atme [ want tobethesun they

fallforbitiarouind)

-— e

'1
i

|

— — S
n



8 |
(Curningfslowlyiherbellyjleadingjthelway)
wmﬂ wontibelievelit. Four hun-
dredfandfsixtyzseven |

IimlalpigluciayAYhugeXgreedy pigYArelyouryareiyou
impressed? ' -

t &
ShellookssolhungryllNotforfood butformeNtorevery,ne an
Rragrenm, B '

1
(Her.voice dropping an octave)

scale say before you broke! it?

3

The bathroom door creaks open, and Lucia
slips inside, leaning her shoulder against the
wall. She's changed too; the abundance of
the island has left its mark on her as well.
Her hips have broadened significantly, her
own soft curves spilling over the waistband
of her panties. She watches Mathilda with
lustful eyes, her gaze lingering on the vast,
wobbling expanse of Mathilda's back and
the way her thighs strain against each other.
The air in the bathroom instantly feels tight-
er, charged with a heavy, erotic tension.

Well? Don’t keep me in suspense, honey. How much did the

(Stepping closer; her;eyesiwidening)
Four sixty-seven? God... Mathilda. You’ve put on a whole human
being since you/got here. You look... you look absolutely massive.



Lucia walks toward her, her own weight
shifting heavily on her hips. Her breasts,
swollen and round, strain against the tight-
ness of her bra, the fabric stretched so thin
it’s nearly translucent over the peaks. She
stops just inches from Mathilda, having to

look up more than she used to. The height
difference is becoming undeniable; Mathil-
da looms over her now, a towering monu-
ment of soft, indulgent flesh. Lucia reaches
out, her hand looking small as she brushes
it against Mathilda’s bicep, which is nearly
the size of a normal person’s thigh.

I d?) ™ [ beenfmorelturnedfonfinfmy}life’
R0 DO O ot s Lo Gl G100 o mows eufi G

%

x&‘.
((Gazing[upiherineckicraning)
ooklatiyoupYou;reldefinitelyltaller’lt;sllike the fat is pushing
oujjupwardfasimuchNasfoutwardYouire a real-life giantess,
o -
A /
r’ff!l \ .
. f . N
‘o a
2Bl . . ’
(looking[downlatihertalplayfullsmirkion]henface) , |
INdon;tilknow i maybelsix-four?1lhaven;tiibeenfichecking |
height’livelbeenallittlelbusylwith[thelsnacks®
7 =il | "“\IIP |
) lgoodI[like]looking[downlatithelworld}Especiallylyc
| ~untilllifillithislentirelhouse:; *#‘nﬁnﬂf | ..
Jr':!- / I As it/ N R . '}f ’_.’T:J',I_‘..,-”;'.;:l.': iy 4 )
fl"“'%rl i 4 4 e /i e e



They turn together to face the massive
mirror, standing sideways to take in the
full profile of their shared indulgence.
Lucia stands in front of Mathilda, her hands
wrapping brushing against the warm circle
of Mathilda’s midsection. They watch the
reflection as Mathilda takes another long
slurp of her tea, her belly wobbling rhyth-
mically with the movement of her jaw. The
room is silent except for the sound of the
straw and the heavy, synchronized breath-
ing of two women lost in their own excess.

]

(SqueezingIMathilda’s]bellylherfingerstsinking/deep) \ _
'ookYatithis? Mat-hil how) far/out youl go. You’'re so '
round™solperfectiylstuffed? /f“’ >

(Humming|in pleasureXthelsound vibrating through Lucia’s chest)
£ - Mmm-=-sirrph... | feelfsolheavy, baby. Like my bones are made of
iThatisibecausefyouffare}a mountain. My mountain. | canlt get™™ lead. Every step is\like™Urrap! Like moving a mountain.

lenoughfofihowlyoulfeel®.. how good youlsmell.
= - | | a
' (Leaning heriheadlback against Lucia’s shoulder)

I'm so full*but]lfstill want that bubble tea. | think I'm addicted
to the feelinglofistretching.

together. Two mountains of fat and silk. I've never felt so



need celebrate thls milestone, honey nl‘m jtaking[youfout
Aquarlum &Eﬁ us ‘thejsharks, and a’ table fulI?B'f .euthmg

dogs, burgers, towersfofionion rings.. . they have it all. | want|

watch

@ﬂmﬂﬁ]m@m barely fitlinithe booth:

I !

fhot dogsion| th lland. ché'é'

Lucia nuzzles into the soft, fragrant skin of
Mathilda’s neck, her breath hot against a
new roll of fat there. She pulls back slightly,
a mischievous glint in her eyes. The idea of
public indulgence, of showing off her mas-
terpiece to the world, is clearly taking hold.
The aquarium restaurant is a place with a
menu designed for those who have forgot-
ten the meaning of the word “portion.”

(Grinning; alstray/bubblelfromlher tea on her lip)
lgoingltoleatiuntilllimitoo big for the table.

m@‘&ﬂm ®and everyone watching me grow... it’s making

melsojwetillcanlbarely/stands




: Lucia laughs, a warm, possessive sound, and
\ ' gives Mathilda’s belly a firm, reverberating
. smack. The sheer mass of Mathilda’s gut jig-

gles for several seconds after the contact.
Lucia moves toward the door, her own hips
swaying with the extra weight she’s carrying.
The challenge is set—the reverse psychology
of “not being able to eat that much” is the
ultimate fuel for Mathilda’s gluttony.

WA
Perfect GoJget ‘ﬁt@&’a(ﬁiﬁ somethingfstretchySIlknow)
mostiof wardrobe isfscreamingffordmercyliatelyylilIfmeet;
you at

N L@@kmg Ibackioverdhergshoulder: bftmghp)

‘“ That (!!Imﬂﬂ E{i)ﬂ!d}'ﬂ:im hotMMathilda§Butlifdoubt even you
\ canleatixthatdmuchlinfonelsitting®
—
\
e
? | . ¢
. é
Z 2

(Tossing| her empty bubble tealcuplintojthelbin)
Oh;Jjustiyoullwatch I;mfgoingftolmakelyoulgolb
Jus,tf-strg_lgoep me]

< Shelt __gg,g,ée*knows how/deep]thislhunger
\ 'goesi 7% i
y - ) F-_ ‘i

(Laughing; beHy

bounang}
Whut if @GB{E rlp mylclothes right there at the
thelscandal§BuutuuRghPP!

i«-._;

J /

/ r{ '..-..i y 1




2!

(Gripping/Mathilda’s hand, her eyes dark with pnde) S B 3

Letithem rip, honey.;lt just shows the ‘world how much woman
youlvelbecome. You look. powerful A i s ;n.;

A

S Fo il B

4 Al og TRIRS e
-HE‘P R ' o e <

(Steadymg her) i : Tt

Just lean on® me. I’ ue got you. | want eueryone*to see my giant

- glrlxwalhmg m here Ilhe she owns the place.

Shes SO’ W.'de now shes fak”;a up half the hallway ['love the way the floor '
greans under her B | ,

The evening air is thick with salt and the
scent of expensive filtration systems as
Mathilda and Lucia arrive at the aquari-
um. Lucia is a shimmering column of gold,
her dress so tight it looks painted onto her
expanding hips. Mathilda, however, is a
spectacle of sheer, uncontained mass. She is
poured into metallic leopard-print leggings
that strain to the point of transparency,
the fabric audibly popping and fraying at
the deep crease of her massive buttocks.
Her shirt, once a full-length garment, has
been reduced to a strained strip of fabric
that barely contains the heavy swell of
her breasts. Even her smart watch bites
into the soft, puffy flesh of her wrist. With
every step, her four hundred and sixty-sev-
en pounds send a distinct, heavy vibration
through the floor, the glass tanks shivering
in response.

| felt a pop in the

S D g8 e s e (Her breathing heavy, the sound of her thighs rubbing together like sandpa-
S0 #2OE C B r
Sot 8’6 (2 o r SO e o) SHBAST I Lucia... HicCC! | think I'm actually ripping.
" } -‘\, ¥ = = ™, ) o i
PSS e e 2075 - back. These leggings aren’t going to make it through the night.
5SS e SIS 3.0
Eg;{_‘ -~ \__, __:T' . - "
Sser e A sy
e 3 I
IS
SRR A =
O - BuuuurRgHp! My feet are Rilling me in these heels. It’s like... it’s
% s Iihe tryingjto)balance a mountain on two toothpicks.
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Aishaky,whisper) % % 9
veryonejis Lucia. I/ feel like... like a paradejfloatithat
accidentally/wanderedinside..

\ ] \
Ok N

‘The doors;itheltables. JIkfeelllike]
me... itisimakingime
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They move through the entryway, hands
locked tight. Mathilda’s face is a mask of
nervous heat, her cheeks flushed a deep,

strawberry pink. The blue light from the

massive floor-to-ceiling tanks washes over
her, highlighting every dimple of cellulite
beneath the leopard print. She feels the
eyes of the other patrons—thin, elegant
tourists who look like glass figurines com-
pared to her sprawling, fleshy reality. Her
heels click-clack with a precarious rhythm,
each step a calculated effort to manage
her shifting center of gravity. She leans into
Lucia, her heavy shoulder brushing against
her girlfriend’s smaller frame.

iey:re éﬁhingtﬁ“’e_cause you’re the most magnificent thing in this
8 rogn;:‘L"&tih!ut‘ithé!shj:rhs, Mathilda. They look tiny compared to

= <Good. 'That‘htl:g point.

’ I“‘ "'-'. - T-h'- F': -
She’s so shy, but.l can feel her heart racing through her palm. She loves the at-
e O %
tention, 'even.fﬁghgk scared of it.
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The atmosphere is ethereal, a deep, puls-

ing I:Iue filled with the slow-motion drift of

Wfbnghtyeﬂowtangs) " -. jellyfish and tropical rays. Mathilda wad-

m@@% Lucw- dles alongside Lucia, her leggings digging

swimming mm ' deep into her soft midsection, causing her

upper belly to bulge out in a soft, shimmer-

_ - el ing mound above the waistband. Her shirt

ﬁgﬁﬂeml ’ IS g | e is so tight it functions as little more than a

Tr?eé' °h?!r%‘l‘;ﬁmeﬂ . S—— bra, exposing a vast expanse of cleavage

o and the soft, pale skin of her stomach. She

g stares into the tanks, her eyes wide, her jaw
working as if she’s already tasting the air.

Even the sceneryis st an appetizer to her. She’s completely lost to her appe-
tite.
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3

Elmmbmg %ﬁﬂ thelchair?lit!looks allittl
= _ tt
:Ilcl'al':l: [l ean rre {mmm OORS l.'l_. 1 e..

A
bac

¢ \

.\L

TR

> |
Thank you, Jean- Piarre wa re celabrnting a uery big milestone
todny | hope you re prepnred for her il S

L8

s - ‘.'} = .
¥ zo ke I

s o,
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= '\._":‘ ﬂf*- 'E-" F
= e a's :
. £ -.-‘. i g =3
. 4’_‘} - L3
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é
(@kmg at Matht!da )

.p-lnh"

glrl at'a tlny tubla It’s uﬂ;bout thefcontrust
u_‘ : e / - - \
hear that wood groan | under her I want her to feel jUSf how much

she’s outgrown the world.

A man in a crisp white chef’s coat approach-
es, his posture impeccable despite the flick-
er of pure shock that passes through his
eyes as he takes in Mathilda’s scale. This is
Jean-Pierre, the island’s most celebrated cu-
linary mind. He knows Lucia well—her mod-
eling career has funded many of his finest
vintages—but he has clearly never seen her
companion in this state. He recovers quick-
ly, a professional smile snapping into place,
though he can’t help but look at the way
Mathilda’s leopard-print thighs seem to
occupy the entire width of the aisle.

Mademoiselle]Lucia!lEnchanté. It{isla true honor to have you
RYYAnd/forlyouriguest™welcome'to'the Aquarium.
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4 o
Eatjup, piggy. You!ve got/a longpwayltolgoltolreach

thelbottom/of that pile.
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ALL
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, 1
- . -

| ( A Iong,

stomach)

3

Jean-Pierre bows and retreats, returning
almost instantly with a platter that causes
nearby diners to gasp. It is a literal pyra-
mid of giant hot dogs, at least two dozen,
dripping with grease and glistening under
the blue lights. Mathilda manages to lower
herself into the chair, the wood screaming
in protest as her massive ass spills over the
sides. Her belly is so prominent it hits the
edge of the table first, pushing it forward
a few inches. Without a second’s hesitation,
she grabs the first hot dog, her eyes flutter-
ing closed as she brings the steaming meat
to her lips.

(Allo . heedy moan)
Mmmph! Finally.

(Taking a massive bite, her hand rubbing the top of her distended

Nnnngh... it’s so salty... so perfect. HicCC! | didn’t realize
- how much | needed this.

(Muffled through a mouthful of meat)
This table is so small... | feel like I'm sitting at a desk in
kRindergarten. Buuuurp!
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L' \:!__

Lucia receives a delicate stack of pancakes,
drowning them in a thick, amber syrup.
Jean-Pierre stands by, hovering with a look
of professional concern as he watches the
structural integrity of the chair beneath
Mathilda. The chair has effectively disap-
peared into the deep, soft crack of her but-
tocks, the legs bowing slightly outward.
Mathilda doesn’t notice. She is a machine of
consumption, her jaw working with a rhyth-
mic, wet intensity as she devours the second
hot dog before she’s even finished swallow-
ing the first.

8:5&]] there! be' anything else ﬁ;ﬁ' the

- moment, Mademoiselle?
i

)
’&--'_T%.

-
'ﬁﬂm B the’ dlye?; r SWwelll -

(.Watchmg the table drg into Ma th:!das beHy)
aieq g

3
(A loud, vibrating grunt’as/shejshoves the end of a hot
dog in)
Mmm-glph! Don’ts%
need more... Urrap!

don’tfgo far. I'm gonna

.....
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N

1
(A wet, heavy,burp) |
BuuEEuurghpp! Oh... excuse.me. HicCC
trying to be a/lady, I'swear.

(M

| God, Lucia.Ilm

4

"

oaningas'shelbites into the third/dog)
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Don’t bother./Nolone expectsialgirllyourisizeltolhave/manners.
- Ju s_t'i'-'f_e‘frziov

¥ T

Mathilda finishes the first two and immedi-
ately reaches for a third. She is a blur of
grease and motion. Her eyes roll up, show-
ing only the whites as she smacks her lips,
the sound of her chewing echoing in the
quiet restaurant. Her hand stays glued to
her stomach, kneading the soft rolls that
spill over the table’s edge. Every few sec-
onds, a deep, wet burp escapes her lips, vi-
brating through her chest.

- Mmmmmm...lit}s so juicy. | think]licould eat a hundred of these.
~lican/feel my leggings getting/even tighter.

| (bgémg% stomach harder)
Ia!_f'e"ady feeling... so full... but | can’t stop. | want every
single one on this plate.
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N The polite facade of the restaurant is begin-

q l. ning to crumble under the weight of Mathil-
(Hervoicelthickiand/sloppy), | da’s gluttony. She grabs a bottle of ketchup
mPh U’Eﬁl\nﬁghaﬁm Look/at/mej|Lucia: and mustard, squeezing them with a heavy
covered hand until the hot dogs are buried in red

5) ﬁl‘b and yellow. Grease and sauce smear across
Buuuurp! i0d,gthe mustard. is dt&'@m EIIEE&[EI myleyes) her lips and chin, dripping onto her exposed

water, or mvhthﬂt’s just the chest? Instead of usinpgpa napkin, she mpessily

Y wipes her greasy hands across the metallic

(W.'pmgablob ofketchup onto!eggmgs) leopard print of her stomach, leaving dark,
I'don’t care whoisllookingXjustiwantjtolbelbigger:iliwantjtolbe shimmering streaks on the fabric. The sight
\ so'big | canitlevenireachithejtablelanymore T of her own messiness acts as a secondary

— : fuel, her moans getting louder with every

bite.
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The pace accelerates. Mathilda is no longer
eating one at a time; she’s holding two in her
’ | left hand, alternating bites while her right
fAhushedlharriﬁedh@isper) A hGI’Id ShOUGS a third into hel' mOUth- Hel'
ey Lo e aleitnorctinelicok kel breathing is a series of heavy, wet wheez-
es, her chest heaving with the effort of both
eating and supporting her own mass. Across

> 3 the room, the clinking of silverware stops as
;'L‘.i;"::,fe“i'“' o BN other patrons turn to stare. The creaking of
‘ ' her chair has become a constant, rhythmic
groan, competing with the loud, wet sounds
of her digestion. Mathilda is oblivious, her
world narrowed down to the taste of sausag-
es and the feeling of her stomach expanding
against the wood.

gy
g "

b
il f I,4'_.'_-

(A loud, vibrating.groan). S Smre e -z

rarsiameei =4~ alvy v , it ' AL Y g o TR - :
Mmmmmm:-urrap! ... Lthink I'm.#|’ |
I'm gonna pushgthrough. * ‘
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girl. Show them what a real appetite looks like. Don’t
bite go to waste.

f:“L ?"; j:i: Theywhole roméis% taring, %nd she doesn't even see care.

e A - .
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i, | On the far side of the restaurant, a young,

| thin couple sits over their wine, their ex-
pressions a mix of fascination and absolute
shock. The woman, wearing a dress that
would fit around one of Mathilda’s thighs,
stares with her mouth slightly agape. They
watch as Mathilda shoves another hot dog
in, her throat working hard to swallow the
massive bolus of food. The sound of a par-
ticularly loud, wet burp from Mathilda’s
table causes the man to flinch.

U
gpes alhumanfeven|get

ig?

E‘E@JBGE) break thatichairjlimiwaiting] for the[soundjof the
Altjs)like GJGEI? crashlinfslowJmotion.

2
| don’t know, but look at the girl withther. She’s just... watching.
Like it’s a show. They look like they‘.re enjoylng it, so who cares?

4
She just ordered another round. God... That’s a lot
of woman rlght there.

-~ Uhhh nothing! | didn’t mean
it that way.
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| Lucia sits perfectly still, the picture of re-
/ anaian fined elegance as she cuts a tiny piece of

. : pancake. She doesn’t look at the other pa-
trons; her eyes are locked on Mathilda,
tracking every movement of her jaw, every
swallow, every drop of grease that falls
onto her skin. There is no judgment in Lu-
cia’s gaze, only a deep, simmering lust. She
q is the co-architect of this, and she is savor-

f@ﬁ@m | ing every second of this construction.
00

(Softly,
Looklat: gotisolgreedy
QE)GIm@ H2

£)
: b t' .i.
;:igi sating &nmmm%@if i
4 - X

a .o
%Mﬂh@m aboutithe mess. Just be
thelbig; fatipiggylthatlyoufareqThat slalilyoulhavetoldo.

.

&

};?Mufﬂed moaning, her eyes
~half-closed)
Mmmph... slrrrph...
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GROW MVME BIGGER 2
~ The first pyramid is gone. Mathilda orders a

/ / second, then a third, her manners completely
evaporated. She is now shoving two hot dogs
into her mouth simultaneously, one in each
- hand, her cheeks bulging like a squirrel’s.
3 Each new dog adds to the mounting pressure
(Allong,wetburpjthatimakes/her,whole body, in her gut, her moans turning into low, gut-
BuuAAAAARGHHHP!Ohlgod..llimllosing/itl;mljust..l:m teral rumbles of both pain and pleasure. She

- ARCLLL, is soaking wet—with sweat, with sauce, with
LT el . the sheer physical effort of the binge. Every
I ) 1 77 /1] T time she catches Lucia’s hungry eyes, she
finds a new pocket of space in her stomach.
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Breadcrumbs and bits of meat fall from
Mathilda’s mouth, getting trapped in the
deep, sweaty valley of her cleavage. She is
a mess of consumption, her leopard-print
leggings now straining so hard at the seams
that the white elastic is visible. Her inner di-
alogue is a chaotic loop of desire and disbe-
lief. The physical sensation of being this full,
‘ It.'hi:s public, and this desired is overwhelming
. her.

S

1, ‘g‘

(InnersThought)

i a I'm gomg to be five hundred pounds by tonight. | can feel the fat settling on
L === | my hfps right now. I'm a goddess... and | never want to stop.

2

(Out loud, a broken rﬁoan)

Mmmph.. slrri'ph... more... | need... | need
| the next batch.
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1;

The air in the aquarium restaurant hums

| 1) _ i y with a new, terrifying frequency. As Mathil-
| | . R ~ (Aimuffled;panicked/moanithrough’amouthful/ofimeat) da shoves the fourtieth hot dog into her
Buuuurp! [mmmtlaimﬂaa] the chair biting back... (ﬂm,ghslrrrph! Uaciall Ilfeel... Iffeel p@ blooming? ﬁ!ﬁi{!}: mouth, a localized groan erupts—not from

thing/is... HicCC!IEverything'is gettinglsoltight. her throat. but from the fibers of her me-
" . '

tallic leopard-print leggings. The fabric, al-
ready pushed to its absolute limit, begins to
spiderweb with tiny, white fractures around
the curve of her massive thighs. Her ass, an
ever-expanding continent of soft, heavy
marble, begins to sink deeper into the un-
dersized wooden chair. The wood splinters,
- a sharp *crack-hiss* sounding as the seat is
swallowed by her girth.

it}s!like]l!m|absorbinglit.

(Leaning forward, her é}ke'_";_'_ dilated with obsessive hunger)
| can see the seams giving way. You're literally outgrowing
your clothes in real-time.

)

4
Let it happen. Grow for me, Mathilda. Break every stitch.

The sound of that fabric tearing is better than any music. She’s becoming a
giant right in front of me.

-~

-

>

e
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The growth is relentless, fueled by a caloric
intake that defies biology. Mathilda’s hips

i } i ' ' =
e ord Print finaliy surrendaring at the center
G thin shirt) S | seam. A loud, wet *r-r-rip* echoes through

ﬁ;i;]iu;fgleggmgs'go' g the blue-lit room as her leggings split right
down the crease of her butt cheeks, expos-
ing the pale, shimmering expanse of her
lower back and the top of her canyon-like
crack. Below the table, her high-heel san-
dals begin to groan. The thin leather straps,
once dainty, are now buried deep in the

puffy, expanding flesh of her insteps.

3 | T |
It’simy)feet’ftoo’.-ithe sandals... they’re pinching so hard.
1 I:m[getting]tallerfagain.

|

f

(A low, gutteral laugh)

| told you to wear something stretchy, but even that wasn’t
enough for a girl this greedy.

4 ..
Keep eating. If you break the shoes, we'’ll just buy
new pairs tomorrow.

’

-~

R W
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Every bite of meat and grease acts as a cat-
alyst. Mathilda’s frame is lengthening and
thickening simultaneously, her presence at
the table becoming an impossibility. The legs
of the chair bow outward, the wood moan-
ing under the strain of nearly five hundred
pounds of surging womanhood. The leop-
ard-print fabric continues to fail, ripping
further down her thighs, the metallic scales
falling away like shedding skin. She is a god-
- dess of excess, her body demanding more
- space than the world is prepared to give.

/i
& ’ ur
‘_ # '.l
3 J ™

(Grabbmg twolmore ht dogs hands shaking with the effort)
BquEuurghpp' I!mlgonna break it. I'm gonna

' Al!oud wbratmg grunt) )
Urrrgh facia™\ I'm
floor shahmg unde

R % o8
"*f? }' ' ‘
. A | A # '
g (! r‘ A ‘j‘ |
{ ‘g . y W)
v .

i ¥
¥ ’ 4 ‘

2]
H{gu’re a real-life giantess, Mathilda. The chair is literally
disappearing under you.

4

(Reaching out to touch the strained wood of the table)
Do it. Destroy it all. Show them how much space you need.

The way her th_.r'ghs are swallowing the seat... it's making me so wet | can
barely breathe.

A
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PA ST _, | | The focus shifts downward to the violence
I Rl | occurring at Mathilda’s feet. The delicate
" (A high-pitched, stuttering leather of her designer sandals finally reach-

moan) es its breaking point. With a series of sharp,

- gllonn: Mysnoes-:; whip-like pops, the straps over her toes

uuuunp! It}feelsysolgood]to be free. of them... but I'm still... snap, the leather curling back to reveal her
expandin ’, wide, manicured feet. Her toes, tipped in

i that same aggressive red, spread out across
— the sole of the shoe, the flesh bulging over
the edges as her feet continue to thicken.
Her calves, now the size of most people’s
waists, cause the leggings to shred into
jagged ribbons of leopard print.
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LT )

The growth remains centered on her lower

-f’ half as the expansion continues. The leop-

M e o o o hed underiherenow? Everything ard-print leggings are now little more than
icCC™rippinglaway?® a memory, hanging in tattered strips around

her calves and thighs. Her skin, glowing with
3 | a fine sheen of sweat and grease, is fully ex-
(Moann%:_ihfswallow, herbelly pushing the table even fur- posed, the cellulite dimples deep and cav-
ther) PRELEN LY oy o ; ernous. Her ass has completely engulfed
W I P T ot can) feelgmy toes the backrest of the chair, the wood splinter-
ing further as she shifts her weight to reach
for the next batch of hot dogs. The sounds
of wet chewing and tearing fabric fill the si-
lence of the stunned restaurant.

= ---.-‘"'-'--
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AL ) # 1 | The transformation enters its final, most in-
o (Alragged,wheeze) tense stage. Mathilda’s feet have become
nnngh:.. thelheelsfsnappedihm®™Imlflationjthelfloorilicanifeel massive, heavy anchors, the soles of her feet
thelvibrationslinimy]bones pressing flat against the marble floor as her
heels finally give way, the stems snapping
off under the sheer tonnage. The ripping
sound of her leggings moves upward, the
waistband finally snapping and allowing
her lower belly to cascade down in a heawvy,
soft wave. She is a vision of gluttonous ru-
in—barefoot, half-naked, and growing more
monstrous by the second, all while the blue
light of the aquarium dances over her shim-
mering, expanding flesh.
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Mathilda finally slows, her hand trembling as
she brings the final piece of the third batch
to her lips. She has reached her current limit,
her threshold pushed to a peak. Her eye-
brows are pulled upward in the center, an
expression of profound, almost painful full-
ness mixed with a delirious, sugar-induced
euphoria. She sits there, a mountain of flesh,
her drum-tight belly protruding so far it
has pushed the entire table three inches for-
ward. Her hand, grease-stained and shaky,
begins to caress the taut, polished surface
of her stomach, picking away the last rem-
nants of leopard-print fabric that cling to
her sweat-slicked skin. Her shirt is a strained
band of fabric, holding on by a thread, while
her face begins to contort in the agonizing
anticipation of a massive internal pressure.
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think...
* BuuEEuurghpp... overdone it.

Then, it happens. A burp erupts from
Mathilda’s throat that is less a sound and
more a geological event. It is a deafening,
wet, multi-tonal roar that causes her lips
to vibrate violently against each other.
Her tongue sticks out, her eyes roll back
and cross in pure, mindless relief, one eye
squeezed shut while the other stares wide
and glazed. The sheer, concussive force of
the air leaving her lungs pushes her belly
outward with a violent jolt, the sudden ex-
pansion snapping the last threads of her
leggings and slamming her stomach against
the table. The plate and cutlery slide for-
ward several inches, clattering against the
edge from the sheer physical impact of her
girth.

I think | might've...
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: | . The silence that follows is absolute, broken
1 R ‘-_ only by the bubbling of the fish tanks. Even
m@?mm LS R Lucia looks genuinely stunned, her hand
Oh

d" I Mathilda™Sthatlwas™™ I{think’ R i : inctincti -
ﬂzdf'hq;hﬂ ¢ a mmmph:. you : flying to her mouth in an instinctive ges

-. y ture of shock. She stares at Mathilda, who

3 \ is still vibrating with aftershocks, her mas-
[Starting)itollaughyaglow, shaky; sive belly settling back into its new, larger
, resting position. Small, echoing burps con-
Voufsounded|like[aldragon: tinue to bubble up from Mathilda’s throat
. like carbonation, each one punctuated by

a soft hiccup that makes her whole, heavy

frame jiggle.

2
BEBBLEC R | (Trying to speak, but interrupted by another burp)
BB aROS M a5 1 & e e I’'m... Buuuurp... I'm so sorry... HicCC! | didn’t... urrap... | didn’t

know it was going to be that big.

4

(Patting her stomach as a series of tiny burps escape)

| feel... mmmph... | feel so much better. But | think...
HicCC... | think I'm still hungry.

Her face is so shocked. | love that | can still surprise her. | want to do it
again.



The blue light of the aquarium reflects off
the thin, shimmering sweat covering Mathil-
da’s exposed shoulders. Lucia’s eyes are
wide, her hand hovering near her mouth as
she stares at the wreckage of the first three
batches. Mathilda shifts, her massive hips
spreading further across the groaning seat.
The leopard-print leggings have practically
vanished, reduced to a few metallic shreds
clinging to the undersides of her heavy
thighs and the swell of her hips. Beneath the
vast, soft surface of her ass, the four wooden
legs of the chair begin to sicken, the grain
splintering with a series of sharp, rhythmic
pops that Mathilda is far too large to notice.

4 -
| (Stretching! her legs out, the movement causing more
.! "
. fabricito;snap)
_ o 1 I'm Jjust?™ Mmmph... it’s capacity training,
(Her«voicelalbreathless¥shockediwhisper) oEh o!w? X P P 4 9

— -

Really? Another round? Mathilda!

honey... You've already put
away enough to feed a smqlllqrmy.

4 .
(Alow, gutteral rumble)

3 l |er:e|_, so heavy... | don’t think anything could move
You never cease to sur- “* me'right now. Buuuurp!
prise me.




i
(A¥sharpYpanickedfgasplasishe;
falls)

mmﬂ}a}mm

The structural integrity of the chair final-
ly surrenders to the five hundred pounds
of surging womanhood. Without warning,
the front two legs buckle outward, the
wood snapping with a sound like a gunshot.
Mathilda’s eyes go wide, her mouth fall-
ing open as her center of gravity suddenly

. plummets. She reaches out frantically, her

greasy hands slipping on the table as she
goes down. The crash is immense, a heavy,
fleshy thud that vibrates through the floor
and sends a ripple through the nearby shark
tank.
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*) oy
""( %gnmgﬁer bel!ycwobbhngfas she i€
P -:;)- P
'g.'Jshfft) 4 -&. - o

m flneﬁ“chCC' Just

e

"Hlpthmh

" 4
W -
5 %.“.:1 PR ®
i “. NNy o
O 7 o Le)
el d) - \‘
. e
i .

GTSX—-3D APR 2026 — ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

The restaurant falls into a stunned, horri-
fied silence. The “loud thump” of Mathilda’s
impact seems to echo longer than the burp
that preceded it. Across the room, two ele-
gant women freeze, their forks halfway to
their mouths. They look at the half-naked
giantess on the floor, her massive ass and
legs completely exposed now that the last
shreds of her leggings have peeled away
and stuck to the marble. Shaken, one of the
women grabs her wine glass, gulping the
Italian red down in a desperate attempt
to numb the sheer absurdity of the scene.
Lucia rushes to Mathilda’s side, kneeling in
the mess of splintered wood.
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(Wringing|his’ bowingllow)
VIO, o (8t Beem i

- [
(I-Jgfding Mathilda’s arm, rubbirl g.her;side)

_ Baby, ynuls;pr;ed me) forf alsecond.
- MVYoure¥sogheavy now, Ilthnugl'i't
'er_g'gglng t‘aﬁb rightithroughito

basement.

7.

(Wipingjgreaselfromlherichin

E‘;‘;Z"'f?:s % .

a |
owJlconfidentilaugh)

i

I
fmade

With Lucia’s help and a series of heavy,
straining grunts, Mathilda manages to
get back on her feet. The last of the leop-
ard-print fabric has been left behind on
the floor like a shed skin. She stands there,
practically naked from the waist down, her
massive, cellulite-dimpled thighs and can-
yon-like crack fully visible to the entire
room. Jean-Pierre, the chef, rushes owver,
his face of professional concern masking
a deep, frantic anxiety. He sees the pa-
trons reaching for their phones to record
the scene. He knows the reputation of his
restaurant is hanging by a thread, but the
sight of Mathilda’s sheer height and girth
kReeps him stuttering apologies.

steady and low)
It:sinotfyourdfault) HicCC! That chair was never

I’m surprised it lasted through

finelluciaylust] a little... urrap... rattled. But | think the fall
morelroomlin my stomach, hahah.
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As Mathilda stabilizes herself, her eyes
wander away from the chef and the wreck-
age of her chair. Her gaze settles on the
table where the two women are sitting,
their faces pale with shock. In the center of
their table sits two large, half-eaten pizzas,
the crust thick and the cheese still glisten-
ing. Despite the crash, despite being nearly
naked in a five-star restaurant, Mathilda’s
hunger flares up like a physical flame. She
begins to waddle toward them, her heavy
footsteps making their wine glasses dance.

Stoppmg atitheirgtableher massive belly nearly brushmg the edge)

: Bl NS e Excuselme:..)BuuUrGHHp! You two look like you’re finished with
B [y /g B S e o N < fIttEﬁo Dolyoulplanito eat the rest of that pizza?
posed thighs)

l... why? | mean:“jyesjilimeanino.-ilimean...!llsitherela | | A
problem? " Nojproblem|at all. It just looks like it’s going to waste. And | hate

' E{am@ good pizza go to waste.
4

(Frantic, her voicelshaking);
Do you... do'youlwant E@%{l@mﬂﬁmﬂ'ﬂ Please, just
take it!

She’sso tall... s%vid... l she couldfalllonlisiandwell neve

be found.
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N | R R : Y& .. 'V Before the woman can even finish her sen-
AR 3%\ \ N Nhank you. |l knew you‘]d;ojd like|the/gener- tence, Mathilda’s giant, grease-stained
N RSN e e \ - she grabs the entire remaining half of the
\ NN - ~ | pizza, folding the dough over itself as if it
tended belly rests right on the edge of the
ladies’ table, invading their space with a
the table stares up in absolute, mute shock,
her neck craned back to take in the sheer

\\\\ SR . ous type. Mmmph! hand descends. She doesn’t take a slice;
were a single, thin cracker. Her sweaty, dis-
soft, warm pressure. The other woman at
height of the giantess looming over them.

‘Tyanpyzoratl

2 N/ ’
N I e
(;ﬁ{g_lgngherelﬁ _her-eyes wide)

_ S thfs;é?fﬁ;%’ll}'ppé;"l."ng? Is a half-naked fat freak really stealing our lunch? If
\ ( Ilsay somthjgg, Should|l say something?!
) Bt
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The dozens of hot dogs seem to have van-
: e e - ished into a bottomless void. Mathilda
moaning, rolling/bac thelcheese entongue e i

B SR R o

ordered/this instead. HicCC .- w 1 | ’ ; e B
- nates the women’s field of vision. She begins
(Swallowing/aimassivelhunkiof,dough; herithroatyworkinglhard), —— 1 to chew through the folded half-pizza, her
: Youlgirlsishouldnitibelsoishy:\You shouldleat{imoreiVou'rei="= . - Y, jaw working with a rhythmic, wet intensity.
3 bothfsoJurrap dthin. SN e S o 4 She doesn’t move; she stays right there, her
3 P RS - presence an active invasion of their private
) V,-brat;ng her gut) N R R SR s, N \ space, her stomach practically a third guest

youlhearthatiThat!s mystomachithank-— @
Hahahah®
(Wipin

e That}simy/stomach(thank-" S Sg@yo oo = at their table.
@ her/belly) B R i O
killfcouldfeatftenimorelof theseland stilll e s,




. . = ol T B T . B O e, - Pr—"

The second woman, the one whose pizza is
still untouched on her plate, finally finds a
spark of indignation through her fear. She
sits up straight, though she looks like a doll
compared to Mathilda’s towering frame. She
stares at the greasy hand currently shoving
dough into Mathilda’s mouth and clears her
throat, her voice trembling but determined.
Mathilda stops chewing for a second, look-
ing down at the small woman with a look of
bored, gluttonous curiosity.

Backpedahng immediately,lh m leans herweight

towa rd 'her)

o nt it}sfunusual!{I’minot[sayinglyoulcan;tihavelit! |
plausa don’t ba ungry'

Hu'h? Bquuurp' Did you say somethmg, hon? | was a bit dis-
tracted_ by pepperoni.
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%) - Mathilda finishes the first half-pizza in three
(Ueaningloverdthel table§her shadow | massive bites. The first woman is frantically
| | - ' whispering to her friend, trying to de-esca-
Youl were lsomething ‘about)imanners?. BuuEEuurghpp! /4 . late the situation before the giantess decides
That;s f""msfl- from) someonellwho sijust-"fsitting there™: | _ to use them as footstools. Mathilda, howev-
A wastinglperfectiylgoodicalories | er, isn't finished. She takes a heavy, wad-
e . . . . | _ ‘- dling step closer to the indignant woman,
(Taking her:thigh mbrushmg againstithelwoman’sifarm) ] . - g -
acing Bt finishedcsts. T adin . her massive belly swaying with th? move
wherelllcome!fro | | ment. Each step makes the woman’s silver-

ware rattle against her plate.
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~ wuv Mathilda looms over the woman, her face so
(Hervoicela 7 close that her massive, warm belly is literal-

Now that/| G:[bmﬁﬁ}m [Hm stillfalllittlelbitihungry YAndilid -- ly touching the woman’s chin and shoulders.
hﬂte for.yourdpizzajtolgoltolwasteltoo The indignant woman is pinned against the

back of her chair, staring up into the vast,

@mmmmmwm coft ox ¢ il :
Ghm:g panse of Mathilda’s cleavage. The air
ggtteﬁsgeaue m@%ﬁﬁm -— between them is thick with the scent of pizza

N S grease and Mathilda’s sweat. Mathilda looks

.f:{.'-‘. I
1N " SO M down at her with a look of mock concern,

§ 7 3 the woman’s hea [iwith’: gre___g;x____ | e
7 r?-*t.—f._-; /Jj]}*/ i ——— e R N ADY __ her eyes dark and heavy.

-o.'l-'\'.'l

ee? Was that*o hard

e
e R R g g Al [ A7

SR PR RPP s ST A O e
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e Mathilda reaches down and grabs the re-
q — g maining tl;ircl:la of I1:he sc;corslﬁl |:>izz¢:|a foLding
f . (Ghewinglloudlyiherlipsismacking) | maams . R it into a thick, oily wad. e stands there,
- ( agllsustainabiﬁ;,v-We"ihfn’t e ™ towering over the cowering woman, and
fﬂ}' »  lletifocdlgoltolwasteditislbadiforithejplanet. Buuuurp! ~ \ takes a slow, deliberate bite. As she hic-
p— 2! cups, her massive belly shakes, slamming
' (Almassivelhiccupthat/sends.aishockwaye B - softly against the woman’s head with every
section) P AN . N spasm. The woman lowers her head, looking
HicCC!AWhoops..Sorrylaboutfthat? _— s, N utterly defeated and small, her face flushed
AL d -/ with shame. She whispers frantically to her
- friend to call a cab, desperate to escape the

- shadow of the giantess.

-
-

By

= > a . A \'é
(Nervouslys talking. to her
fne&gl)/ W\ 4\
Julia=. Can you call a
"cab)iplease? .= \
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o ','..-- -

Mathilda devours the last of the second
pizza in front of the retreating women, her
eyes fluttering closed in a trance of pure
gluttony. She is profoundly, monstrously
full—her stomach is a taut, shimmering
drum. Yet, somewhere in the sugar-fogged
depths of her mind, a new craving begins
to form. She needs something sweet to cut
through the grease. She stands there, sway-
ing slightly, imagining a towering mountain
of whipped cream and chocolate.

N

\

1
(InneriThought)

I/can|feel|the]pizzalsettlingontoplofithelhotidogsylimlsolpackedbutilneed,
dessert. |[need/something/creamydllwonderifithey/havelcheesecake %
2,

(o) ufloud, allong wetimoan)
Mn;_rgph-..Veah.
Iithinklineed|tolseeltheldessertimenu

E)
(Rubbing her.distended’stomach with both

hands) n
BuuEEuurghpp! Godilimfsoifull-:

- #’II ;

J"'_,r
.
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In the background, away from the spectacle
of Mathilda’s pizza theft, Lucia is engaged in
a low, intense conversation with Jean-Pierre.
The chef is looking around the room at the
other patrons, many of whom are filming
with their phones, their expressions a mix
of awe and fear. He looks at Lucia, his face
pleading. He loves her money and her influ-
ence, but the sight of a half-naked giantess
stealing food from other guests is more than
his reputation can handle.
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Jean-Pierre sees the disappointment in Lu-
cia’s eyes and quickly moves to salvage
the relationship. He leans in closer, his
voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.
He knows exactly what buttons to push
to ensure Lucia leaves without making a
scene. The promise of private indulgence,
of a feast delivered directly to the sanctu-
ary of their mansion, is the ultimate peace
offering. Lucia’s eyes light up at the men-
tion of the donuts, her mind already calcu-
lating the caloric windfall.

Listen... ifyyougleavejnowRIkwill personally send dozens of our
finest.ycreamiest to yourimansion. Free of charge. A gift
fordyour®™hungrylfriend 3

many!/as you want! We will start baking them im-
will'be at your door in two hours. Please... just
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€] e O The master bedroom has been transformed

H MR PN S, h 7 into a cold, clinical theater of gluttony.
envoice _ow;‘@_ﬁné:eﬁ y.vibration in her.chest)= n-Pierre k hi rd: n f whi
Tmf!i'fuc'ﬂﬂ'@ﬂ“thfee' every inch of thelcord:lllwantitolfeel ::zc:dbol:rde boexT; c;:ew?tudchiodzeagsa?ns? tllzg

1
myself’ 'Qutg':l"b’(yingjﬁth‘em with every bite.. :

" 4 R R W wall, the scent of fried dough, yeast, and
mm&m PIWMﬁr‘;@;fmm here. TSN SR synthetic vanilla filling the air. Mathilda,
Iimlalreadyjstarving/again. - freshly showered and smelling of sandal-
Y ' - wood, sits atop a heavy-duty, reinforced
plastic chair. Her damp skin glistens under
the recessed lighting. At her own insis-
tent request, Lucia has bound her fleshy,
ink-stained wrists to the back of the chair
with thick silk cords. The constraint is a psy-
chological trigger, a way to feel the pres-
sure of her own expanding mass against the

resistance of the bindings.

2!

‘ | (Tyingjalfinaljfirm knot)
M e .t~ el S | | You;re'so'greedy, baby. You want to be a prisoner to your own

¢ 440N 0000 o4 | | :_li;:petite. Ilcan already see your skin straining against the plas-

4
(Walkingtoward|the|first stack of boxes)
Don:t m[ﬂﬁ] going to make sure you never feel empty again.

-

She/looks|like'acaptive goddess. | can't wait to see how long these ropes ac-




' already@rtmg)
1Mmmph itls ﬁamwﬂ look like
at just]like]lim/going|to)burst outfofithis

4!
(A'n eedx

moan),

Feed/me™.. Buuuurp! Stop talkinglandjjustiput]it]in®

" Te way'she

looks/atime® like'mljustialholeltolbelfilledYlivelneverfeli

Lucia has leaned fully into the role, her body
encased in shimmering black latex leggings
that emphasize the new, lush weight on her
hips. Her high heels click sharply against
the floor, a rhythmic, dominant sound that
makes Mathilda’s breath hitch. Mathilda is
perched on the very edge of the sturdy chair,
her feet on tiptoes to balance the massive,
soft weight of her thighs. The chair groans,
the plastic bowing slightly under the weight,
plus the anticipation of the thousands of cal-
ories about to follow.

1

(Standing over her a]BostonGream donut held between two fingers)
Look at you. My prizejpig, tied up and waiting for her dessert.
Do you like thellatexhoney?

3

(Brushingjthelchocolate glaze against Mathilda’s bottom lip)
We'relbothfgrowing, Mathilda. But you're the one who has to
do thelheavy lifting tonight.
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The session descends into a messy, rhythmic

blur of indulgence. Lucia sits perched on

Mathilda’s thick, shimmering thigh, her la-

tex-clad weight adding to the strain on the

chair. She shoves one donut after another

, | | into Mathilda’s mouth—jelly-filled, sprinkles,

f u\* oy o maple bars dripping with syrup. The clean-

| N ./ a/ i e liness of the shower is a distant memory;

, Mathilda’s torso is a map of gluttony, her

2 a7 ' skin smeared with pink frosting and sticky
(A muffled) euphori , jam. Her breasts, swollen and heavy, have
frantically)l S | | begun to leak, drops of milk mixing with the
Mmm-glph:-Jughn...isoimuch.. ﬂ __ . sweat and the melted sugar on her midsec-
| . tion. Her mouth is a disaster of strawberry

"\long wet wheeze) : . glaze that leaks down her double chin and

HicCC! More...ldontlstop... mahe me.. R e pools in the soft rolls of her neck.
make me huge . . N

(Shovinglaljelly/donutyin, the red filling erupting over Mathilda’s

h s)
Tahe it{lall§Swallow it down. | want to see your belly hit

Wthelfloordbylmidnight.

3

(Wipinglalglob of cream onto Mathilda’s lactating nipple)
FookNatfivou. You're leaking everywhere. You’'re so full

you;relliterally overflowing.




Lucia is relentless, her movements precise
and demanding. She reaches for a long,
cream-filled eclair, sliding it into Mathilda’s
mouth with a slow, provocative motion.
Mathilda’s eyes are glazed, her face flushed
with the heat of her own digestion. She looks
exhausted, her chest heaving with the effort
of swallowing, yet every time she sees Lucia’s
black latex form looming over her, she finds
" a new, desperate depth to her hunger.

D) 1
(Swallowing herg Wﬂfkf”?t thelthi

Urrap'liim™I’mEsoRtired™
5 0

(Alneedy,whine t@d}@ﬂi‘@ﬁ,@ﬂ bfte)\[ a‘\

Nnnngh™fplease™ me.. mahe me!

but | cant

1
You’re doing so well, piggy. Look at how much you've taken al-
ready. You're a bottomless pit.

3
That’s the spirit. You don’t get to be a giant by quitting. Open
wide. This one has double the filling.
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7 \
|

'I

2

|lhe

3]

(Alloudvibrating/moan)

Mmmmmm... QEI[[? DiC

(Eyes
C! Te Inm@a]] mmﬁﬂa

Thelpraiselislbettenthanithe/sugar; Uii'n
herfsayjit3

The bedroom air is thick and sweet. Lucia
continues the praise, her voice a low, se-
ductive hum that acts as a secondary fuel
for Mathilda's binge. She strokes Mathil-
da’s messy, sugar-streaked cheeks, her fin-
gers leaving dark streaks on the pale skin.
Mathilda is lost in the rhythm, her world
narrowed down to the taste of chocolate
and the feeling of her own body expanding
against the chair.

gka:ﬂggmﬂh@ NMathilda. So greedy. I’ve never seen

YesHyoulareiMylbigiibeautiful, hungry pig. I'm so proud of every
putting on right now.
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IGGER 2

23
(Breathing]infshort¥shallow/gasps)
IXcan’

feel - ammmph-JiKcan
urrap™itisfgoingltolsnap®

(Alwetiheavy, burpg)
BuuAAAAARGHHHPHGod ™ m=lim{solheavy

The'chairdislcrying
can[feellit}

underimeYimlgoingjtolcrushlitisoony]

Y
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Six boxes do@nﬁhoney. You're

feelftheXchair. Itis:.. - (Checking the next.box)

I

f

a machine.

Letlitisnap./llwant to see you break out of it. | want to see you
become'too)big for this room.

Empty boxes are beginning to pile up on the
floor like discarded husks. In less than an
hour, six boxes (seventy-two donuts) have
vanished into Mathilda’s maw. The structur-

. al integrity of the plastic chair is nearing its

terminal point. Every time Mathilda moans
or shifts her weight, the plastic emits a
high-pitched, splintering whine. Her ass has
flattened and spread, the flesh beginning to

. wrap around the white poles of the chair.
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2 1 P | 1

(Gripping 'Ma‘l%ldais shoulders;; her latex: g (Afsharp¥euphoricgasp)
squeaking) \ BN _ Nnnngh!lljjustifelt]it!iThelback:"
It’s giving way! You're too widel for it, it}sfmoving!
Mathilda! Keep eating! '
V.

Don’t stop! Give it everything: ) -

you’ve got! 4 - 4 L)
(Shoving anothenrdonutin®henjaw,worki

-'.fa ntically)

Mmmph—sirerph! I ;m*™:mibreakinglit! I’m
actuallybreakinglit!| f

The growth begins in earnest, a biological
surge triggered by the tidal wave of calories.
Mathilda’s hips expand, the flesh pushing
outward with a visible, slow-motion force.
The back of the chair, intended to support
a normal human frame, begins to tilt dan-
gerously. The vertical poles of the backrest
are buried deep in the soft, cascading rolls
of Mathilda’'s back and upper buttocks. A
sharp *snap* echoes through the room as the
first piece of plastic fractures.




every cage we put ydu ﬁiﬂ

: | _ ,
Yes! Be a giant! Be my big, beau-"

tiful monster!

1

(A loud, vibrating
Urrrgh... Lucia™® dm@ili] feellthe’ pieces..

they’re snapping

BuuEEuurghpp!
HicCC!

The expansion continues, focused on the
sheer mass of Mathilda’s rear. Her ass is
no longer just sitting on the chair; it is
consuming it. The plastic backrest groans
and twists, the vertical bars bending at im-
possible angles as her hips widen another
half-inch. Another *CRACK* sounds, and a
shard of white plastic flies across the room,
hitting the floor with a sharp clatter. The
silk cords around her wrists are now buried
so deep in her expanding forearms that
they've disappeared from view.
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‘ \ ' | , " The back of the chair is a ruin of twisted,

) splintered plastic. Mathilda’s mass has com-

| = | | letely overwhelmed the structural design,

p) ‘ _ | (A long¥raggedfmoanfofipurektri P " . ]
You've wrecked it, honey!lVou’velcompletely destroyed s her _bach rolls stacl_nmg h!gl:l and pusl:ung
it just by sitting there! against the upper rim until it shatters into
| g | jagged fragments. Her ass, now a vast, wob-
:' 3 s o 3 | N bling c:a;ldscape of soft slfain and cillulite,
ou are bigger. You're filling the (Muffled|throughla]mouthfulloficustard) spreads further, the sides of the chair bowing
WIO elroorm y f“ Sdmmmphi outward until the legs begin to splay. She is
biggerduriap! a force of pure, unchecked expansion, her
body demanding more space with every cal-

orie Lucia shoves into her mouth.
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n
"2

The final destruction of the chair’s rear is
complete. Mathilda sits on the flat, splayed

= W . 4 | remains of the seat, her ass having effective-
{%'% VoulrelajmonsterdMathilda’ (lcccolwetburpliiatihakeslicdentic ly pulverized the backrest through sheer,
Albeautiful {fatimonster! JUL t _ heavy growth. The room is littered with

white plastic shards. Mathilda is a vision of
gluttonous power—bound, messy, and trium-
phant. Her presence has become so immense
that the wall behind her looks small. She is
reaching a new level of girth, her body set-
tling into the ruin of the chair with a heavy,
final thud.

4
E%gﬁ@mmmwm
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g - - -~
“ [

(Muffled|moaning, her.jaw wofing inlalsugs

ar-haze),
so... itisfsolheavy:

nngh...
4

“hoking groan)
" Makelitibigger: JIfwant to... lurrap:-jl
wantjtoitouchithelfloor.

A

U

Youirelsol hot)
coming/off;

el
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The growth shifts to Mathilda’s midsection,
which has reached a point of staggering dis-
tention. Her belly is no longer a single curve;
it is rapidly transforming into a double belly,
a deep, sweaty crease forming at her navel
as the upper and lower mounds of fat com-
pete for space. She is radiating a visible
heat, the room’s air-conditioning powerless
against the furnace of her digestion. Sweat
pours off her, mixing with the leaking milk
from her breasts and the sticky frosting on
her skin. Lucia shoves another maple bar

. into her mouth, the syrup running down

Mathilda’s chin and disappearing into the
canyon of her cleavage.

(Feedinglher{another, her own latex-clad chest heaving)
baby. Literally. | can feel the heat

youristomach.

" Look at your belly. It’s splitting in two. You're getting so fat so
fast, your skin can barely keep up.
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-

x -

g|roar)
J1 AARGHHHHHKHPP!!!!
OHIGOD:.-\VES!

E)

(Gasping|foriairiherihead|lolling]back)
IlIm... BuuuUAAARGHPpPPpp:.: I!mlaboutito 4

hard)

burp.
4

Mathilda reaches a new peak of fullness, her
body practically vibrating with the effort of
containment. As Lucia shoves the last of the
maple bar in, Mathilda’s eyes cross and she
lets out a scream of pure, gluttonous plea-
sure that turns into a deafening, wet burp.
The sound is ragged and long, a release
of internal pressure that seems to physical-
ly push her belly out even further. Luciaq,
caught up in the intensity, finishes the last
bite of the donut herself, her own mouth
messy as she watches Mathilda’s entire
frame jiggle with the aftershochs.

(@w."ng the last bite, swallowing

Fuck..ithat was a monsterous

(Afckfng her lips)
Not yet. You still have twenty
boxes to go.
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low; gutteral\vibrationlofipleasu
@mﬁmﬂmmmm
soigood tolbelhandled®

|

Lucia begins to massage Mathilda’s belly,
her latex gloves squeaking against the
sweat-slicked, sugar-coated skin. She
kneads the heavy, soft mounds, feeling
the incredible tension of the internal ex-
pansion. Mathilda’s calories are converting
into fat with an almost supernatural speed,
the rolls settling on her hips and cascading
down toward her lap. Her belly hangs lower
now, a heavy, pendulous weight that rests
comfortably between her wide-spread, rib-
boned thighs. The mixture of sweat, milk,
and frosting creates a thick, opaque glaze
over her shimmering form.

(Kneading the fat, her fingers sinking deep)

&)

N

It:sisofsoft... but so heavy. You're becoming a
reallmountain, baby.

Ilcan| feel you growing under my hands. Every second,
there!s more of you to hold.
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The sheer scale of Mathilda’s expansion
creates a new physical challenge. She has
become so wide, her belly protruding so far
forward, that Lucia’s arms are no longer
long enough to easily reach her mouth from
the side. Mathilda has grown taller as well.
Lucia, recognizing the obstacle, brings a
fresh box of cream-filled donuts and holds it
directly in front of Mathilda’s face. Mathil-
da, her wrists still bound (barely), has to
bend her head forward, shoving her face
into the box like an animal at a trough, se-
lecting her prize with her teeth.

1

(Holdingjthelbox{outiheriarms/straining)
| can;tflevenfireachfyoufanymore, honey! You're too big!

You'll'haveltolhelplyourself.
-

_—

4
That’s it. Dig'in. Show me how
hungry you are.

>

2
(Bending forward, herlhairfallin

Mmmph... sirrrph:..
- ¥

the,creamleruptinglas'she,

(Gr 3bbf n Vo] withlhenteeth}
bites down))

T

T-\-n-_.._
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-

Mathilda is a vision of primal gluttony, her
head buried in the cardboard box as she
snuffles and chews. Her belly, a vast, quiv-
ering dome of fat, vibrates with every swal-
low, the double-belly crease catching pools
of sweat and milk. Lucia watches with an
expression of pure, unadulterated lust, her
own breasts leaking through her latex bra in
a sympathetic response to Mathilda’s excess.
The room is filled with the sounds of heavy
breathing, wet chewing, and the occasion-
al squish of Mathilda’s flesh shifting against
the ruin of the chair.

S .
I'"‘f ¥,
-y 4 “«% .
.l L

2
(Muffled/moaning fromlinsidejthe]
Mmm:glph®.”

4!
(Alloud MMQE{}EE@MM@@

I’m leaking too. Just watching you eat like an

wumummm@m GIEﬂEEﬂmﬂl‘b crazy.
 thinglinithisihouse:

‘-‘

- 5

 E

) Looh ‘atiyour stomach... it’s so huge. It’s like you’ve swal-
lowed a whale other person.
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Mathilda tilts her head back, the sugar-cov-
ered donut still firmly gripped in her teeth.
She refuses to let it go, her jaw working with
a rhythmic, powerful intensity to chew the
dough while it’s still partially outside her
mouth. The cream leaks from the sides, drip-
ping onto her neck and chest as she tilts her
head further back, letting gravity assist the
massive bolus of food. Her eyes are rolled
back, showing only the whites, as she swal-
lows the entire donut in one long, struggling
gulp that makes the muscles in her thick
neck bulge.

‘
N
S

‘
f

1
(Allong, gutteral/groanasithelfood/s/ides!

&mmmd]imh@

(*5W3”0W-"ﬂ9 hard¥her; . (Wipinglaldroploficream from Mathilda’s fore-

T e @ o e
BuuEEuurahpp! 3% ({ﬂﬂIP& even drop a crumb. So
ek efflcmnt

4
(Eyesauncrossmg looking/atithe/next{box)
More... giveme:-igive mfﬁamm{hﬁb

sprmhles




1
(A long, vibrating moan that ends in a

wheeze)
Nnnngh... oh god... Lucia! I'm... I'm lit-
erally bursting!

3 _.
HicCC! It feels... it feels so tight... pull them harder! Make me
empty so | can fill up again!

p

(Gasping|as the/firstispray/hitsiher/shoulder)
You!reloverflowingjbaby:
it has.nowherelelseltofgo"

(Leaning in, her.eyes fixedonjthe rhythmic

e

The silk cords finally surrender to the inevi-
table. As Mathilda’s forearms thicken by an-
other half-inch, the fibers snap with a rhyth-
mic *pop-pop-pop*, the restraints falling
away into the heap of plastic shards on the
floor. The chair is a ruin, its legs splayed and
its backrest pulverized. They migrate to the
bed—a custom-built, reinforced expanse of
memory foam and steel that groans under
the sudden, shifted arrival of what could
very well be over a 700 or 800 pounds god-
dess. Lucia, her black latex shimmering
like oil, drops the act of the distant feeder
and crawls over her prize. She reaches out,
her smaller hands gripping the heavy, pale
mounds of Mathilda’s breasts. With a firm,
practiced motion, she begins to squeeze the
engorged nipples like a dairy farmer, and
the response is immediate—bursts of warm,
sweet milk shoot out at a high wvelocity,
arcing through the air.

soifull of sugar and cream

I’'m goingto drinkevery drop:\You:reimylbigibeautifullcow.

She’s so heavy.the mattress__'iﬁ?d}ffgiehes around|herdliwant to

drown in her.
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W — The room is a symphony of wet, heavy

_ - - sounds. The milk shoots at a high velocity,
(SwaHowmghunkoMgh hervorceath;cksrumble) R, a steady stream hitting the back of Lucia’s
JBuuuurplil have... I havefsoimuchimoredifcan throat as she latches on, gulping the warm

TR sweetness down with a desperate, thirsty
T rhythm. Mathilda is a mountain of soft,

(Grabbmganotherdonut herﬁngerssmkmgmto thesoftdough)..__ Sh.lmmer.mg fleSh' her naked bOd! glowing
Then| keep'..|HicCCkeepifeeding. | want to see how | with a fine film of sweat and frosting. Even
mﬁhmwﬁxﬂ&zﬁ& | | 1 as she provides for Lucia, her own hunger
' S - (Gulpmgloudl)a the milk stainingthecollagof,her remains a black hole; her left hand reach-

latex) N _ es for a maple-glazed bar while her right

Mmm-sirrph... nngh... hand kneads the lush, expanding weight of

Lucia’s own breasts. They are two beings

3 . %
) lost in a closed loop of consumption, the
(Rulling]backiforalsecondiherchinylisy bed becoming a slick, sweet landscape of

*_ tening)
-. It;sfsolsweet... likelvanilla> surrender.

4-_.
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1 Behind them, the room has been colonized

a}@;@ - ‘ | by the remnants of the feast. A towering
PooklatithelchairiluciayI®™BuuEEuurghpp!|lireally, | - ' pile of empty white cardboard boxes leans
Gid[itY|[destroved]it? against the wardrobe, some teetering and

Urrap!liffeelflike™ylikellim) {[{rg wholefroomYEvery, ‘ spilling onto the floor. The shards of the
getting

time]llbreatheYiffeellthelwalls! closer=Thelroomlgetting ' plastic chair are scattered like bone frag-
rea - S i | ments, a testament to the sheer physical

force of Mathilda’s growth. The air is cloy-
ing, the scent of fried dough and milk so
potent it feels like a physical weight. The
bed is no longer a place of sleep; it is a
trough, a workstation for two women dedi-
cated to the pursuit of the absolute limit.

2!
(Runninglalhand|over the wide expanse of Mathilda’s hip)

You/didn:tijustidestroy it, honey. You outgrew the very idea of it.
You'reltoolbigifor anything but this bed now. And soon, even this

em I’ll buy us a bigger house. I'll buy us a palace. You
- don't have to slow down.



stay ‘herejand belfe

Mmmm slrrph ‘ our' blg chCC blg
helfer aren't 12

blueberry remnants *mtoh |

it}sisoigood... lican fi
nitithink llcan get up

» N : > ' mmm EE 9
e ﬂ'ﬂﬁ[i‘l?) world So softi=isolheq
Eﬁm baby!
4

You don!tineedito/ge

WYou:relfillinglup

up:iYouljustineeditc

. L%
-
. L B '.'
s 9



Wi 7 NS/ _, longYragged/moan)
(PuHm backiherfacelsmeatedwithmilkand]rosting) W 7 % glragg
ou re 'goingfto stret Drink some” /0 soJfull®™lucia*Ilthink];m*4Iimlgonnal

help the

'goJdown?! /"/////0L N\
S -\&

4
((Massagingjthe]tautiskin)
\Youive]

It;siperfect”

beenlthis]big
>

never

The gluttony in the suite is absolute. One
breast continues to spray a rhythmic arc of
milk onto the silk sheets, the white liquid
pooling in the deep folds of the duvet, while
the other is locked in Lucia’s mouth. Lucia
gulps down the warm flow, her hand resting
on the peak of Mathilda’s drum-tight belly,
feeling the internal pressure of dozens of
donuts and pints of milk. Mathilda is near-
ing a physical threshold, her breathing a
series of short, shallow gasps, her eyebrows
pinched in a mask of beautiful, overstuffed
agony. Yet, she reaches for the next donut,
her body demanding the very excess that is
pushing her to the brink.
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The growth kRicks in again as the clock ticks
past midnight. Mathilda sits in the center of
the bed, a massive, shimmering mountain
of womanhood. Her hips have achieved a
staggering girth, her thighs spilling over the
edges of the bedframe, the fat so thick it ob-
scures the view of the floor. The skin over her

buttocks is stretched to a polished sheen.

giant::-lim a real... urrap... real giant-
G&D&a@mmnm&m

&E goddes;.y growi
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The growth pushes upward as much as out-
ward. Mathilda's spine seems to lengthen,
her head rising toward the ceiling as her
frame thickens to support the new weight.
She reaches for a box on the nightstand,
her arm looking like a massive, soft pillar.
The simple act of reaching causes the rolls
of fat on her back to shift and stack, a com-
plex topography of excess that ripples with
every movement.

(looking[downlatilltcia)henvoice/deeper;
IImfgetting™ = l;m sojtall§Ifcanfseeltheltop
ofithe Now

3]
HicCCYMylhands**Jthey relsolmuch]bigger. | can hold three
donutsjinfonelpalminow:

2]
(Staring Ws)

s You;re
whilelyou;relsittingfdown’
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3
(SpittingfalmouthfulfofiMathilda’s milk{back{into)
henthroat)

iTakelitiback§honey¥Swallowlit{all®

U
(Allongjineedy/moanlasithelsugarghits her
%@W@U@m stop...
nngh®

2]

Mathilda tilts her head back, her throat
working with a rhythmic, powerful intensity
as she devours a strawberry-frosted donut.
The pink glaze smears across her lips and
neck, mixing with the white streaks of milk.
As she swallows, her belly surges forward
another inch, the double-belly crease deep-
ening into a dark, sweaty canyon. She is a
vision of total, unrepentant consumption,
her body a factory of fat that never stops
production. The sounds of her wet chewing
and heavy breathing are the only things
left in the universe.
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T Hours have passed, and the room has
- - reached a point of absolute, decadent ruin.
T | Mathilda has expanded again, her ass sink-
i ing deeper and deeper into the bed. Her
4 thighs have thickened into massive, soft tree
3 trunks, the flesh wrapping around her knees
\\ and calves in heavy, shimmering folds. She
‘ is a monument to the binge, her presence so
immense that Lucia looks like a doll resting
against her side. The scent of the room is a
heady, intoxicating mix of sugar, salt, and
raw, lactating womanhood.

)=
= 1\

U

%) : .

- _ | (Henvoicela wetiwhisper)
(KissingjthelsoftfrollofiMathilda’sjwaist) . Fucia™ U(%m[l can?t movelmy legs.
Youlldon;t&needitolmoveRYou refexactly, where yougbelong. iThey:reltoojheavy®
Vou;relthelcenterdof{thelworld® |

3,

BuuEEuurghpp!fififeel>| | feel like I'm made of
clouds iSolsoft:.1solendless.

4
Voujrelperfecti¥ouveloutgrownleverythingjimyllove}lEven
yourdownfexpectations?
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L The growth reaches its climax. Mathilda has
poe T\ achieved a size that defies the limits of the
'/ Q AN ) room. She is taller, wider, and fatter than
! ’ she ever dreamed possible. Her silhouette
a massive, looming shadow that dominates

the space. Her belly has settled into a vast,

heavy dome that rests on the bed between

her legs, its surface shimmering with sweat

and milk.




She sits in the wreckage of hundreds
donuts, a goddess of the bottomless pit, her
eyes finally closing in a daze of total, bliss-
ful satiety, as she mindlessly chews through
the few remaining donuts.

. ‘bml : »
| | , . (\Yet another mass.'ve burp that: rattles thelwin-

3 ‘ e . | dowpanes) e d
| J < BIUUUJUU[UTAYAYATAYAYAYA R G Kl H A i -

HPPPPP!!!'IMphmm.
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The air in the bedroom is a physical weight,
thick with the scent of ozone from the black
latex and the cloying sweetness of Mathilda’s
high-velocity milk. Lucia is no longer just the
feeder; she has become a vessel of consump-
tion in her own right. Perched on Mathilda’s
massive, shifting thigh, Lucia latches onto a
distended nipple, drinking with a desperate,
{ rhythmic greed. The milk is unnaturally rich,
(Muffled] asfshe, packed with the thousands of liquid calories
swallows) Mathilda has processed. As Lucia gulps, her
Mmmasiorphodnnghs own body begins to react to the surge. The

%!ﬂi@@ﬂxg?mm black latex over her hips begins to whine,
, the shimmering material stretching to its ab-
It}s¥sokthick™Ilcanfifeelimylownlhipsiget:

tinglheavier®

solute limit as her ass expands, widening and
thickening with a visible, heavy force.

2]

(Henvoice a low, heavy rumble that vibrates through Lu-

@EBSEY,
Drinklit... HicCC! It’s all... urrap... it’s all for you.

a.
(Alwet¥needy moan)

~ Good\Grow with me. You'll have to grow with me if you plan on
‘beingimylfeeder. | don’t wanna get too big for you to handle.

v -
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The growth is a silent, surging tide. Lucia’s
thighs, encased in the black latex, begin to
thicken into dense pillars of soft flesh. The
seams of the leggings, reinforced for fashion
but not for this level of biological upheaval,
start to white out. A sharp *r-r-rip* sounds
as the latex finally fails, a jagged tear open-
ing up along Lucia’s outer thigh, exposing

B G the pale, burgeoning skin beneath. She is

gasp : : :
‘t |] rippedYMy)lleg> growing taller as well, her spine lengthening
- t-hey'rjeus (3 o L as she drinks, her head rising until she has to

crane her neck to stay attached to Mathil-

(Gropmgw.'denmg ips) . da’s breast.
Iim 9&) widevIfcankfeelkthelfat: settlmg YourdmilR:ZNit)s!
mahmg mejso! fuching

2]

(Alloud, vibrating burp)
Buuuurp! Finally. | was... mmmph... | was
waiting for that.

é

(Grabbing another donut with her mouth, her eyes

glazed)
HicCC! Don’t stop. There’'s still so much left.

Eilllyourself up.

L
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The expansion continues with a relentless,

heavy momentum. Lucia’s ass has become
a vast, soft weight that sinks deep into the
0 mattress alongside Mathilda’s. Every swal-

lefha(qy)ﬁ R low of the rich, sweet milk adds another
Mmm;ﬁ,:zlz’;;;g sAla. It layer of lush fat to her frame. Her breasts,
. ' too, are swelling. The room is filled with the
_ sounds of wet drinking and the occasional
(Massaginglherfownlexpanding N ;
(UESEETe | . pop of a latex fiber.
ingfjustifordyou®

»

3
(A gutteral vibration)
Nnnngh™9stay on me... | want to feel... HicCC...

feelfevery, new pound.

4

\ (A\wet, heavy sigh)
‘ BuuEEuurghpp! We’re... we’re a pair
\ of/pigs now.

'Y
\ \ We're going to be too big for this bed by
morning.
/-

:
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The growth for Lucia reaches a peak of
iJ shimmering, black-clad excess. She is now
wbratmgofsatfet) :. a significantly larger version of the woman

Babgﬁ‘! can feel my'skin: who walked into the room hours ago. Her
stretching. - thighs are striped with the remnants of her
3 ripphed Ieggdinhgs, Eer lt:sshis a wide, geavy
AN heavy, againstMathilda’s anchor, and her height has increased too.
Idon'tg %M% \‘\ They are two giants locked in a cycle of
had[offyour; -- production and consumption, the milk flow-
ing as fast as the fat settles. The bedframe
moans under them, the steel struts bowing

toward the floor.

N

23
(Affinal, wet burp that rattles the empty boxes)

HicCC! You’'re beautiful. So much... urrap... so much
morejof you to love.

é

(Closmg her eyes)
Good. That's where it
belongs.




The marathon of gluttony finally hits an ex-
ternal wall. After five hours of relentless
consumption, after nearly four thousand
donuts have been reduced to sugar and fat,
the supply has finally run dry. The restau-
rant’s delivery drivers have stopped arriv-
ing; the kitchens are empty of flour and
yeast. Mathilda sits in the center of the
bed, a monument of absolute decadence.
She is holding the final donut, a strawber-
ry-frosted ring that looks like a toy in her
massive, grease-stained mouth. She is in a
deep food coma, her eyes squeezed shut,
her jaw moving with a mindless, mechan-
ical rhythm. The pink frosting leaks from
the corners of her mouth, dripping onto her
vast, distended belly.

U
(AYlow¥slurredfmoanibarelyfcod
herent),
Wmm

(@Ghewing'slowly?herheadlolling to the

Urrap® 1®91Fcould still...
mmmph®

.q_
s
o
w

€ e TSR,
That;s one; nan ate,___
thelwholelisland;sfsupply}
4
(Watching|thelfinalfswallow)

||know}youlcouldButijyouiveldonelenoughylim[so}
&n&m%m

She’slhalfasleeplandfstillltryingfto¥swallowiMy/beautiful,
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The clock on the wall reads 5:00 AM. The
room is a battlefield of empty boxes, plastic
shards, and the lingering scent of warm milk.
Mathilda is too far gone to finish the last

bite; she is drifting into a deep, sugar-heavy
sleep, her jaw stalling mid-chew. Lucia, her-
self bloated and heavy with milk, reaches
over with a shaking hand to help and shove
the final piece of the donut into Mathilda’s

N, , mouth. Lucia is burping uncontrollably, the

9 4 mﬂﬁ&%ﬂw wet, vibrating sounds echoing in the quiet
long, wetvibrating|burpjthatimakes|her, | loveIyou®:: room as her eyes roll back and cross from
f?:r? T L urg A the sheer intensity of her own overstuffed

BUUUUUAAAAARGHHHHHPPR!!INGOR i - ‘ul g state. They are far too exhausted, far too
god... HicCC! g 4 - heavy, and far too messy to even think of
- § | the shower. They collapse together on the

(KissingMathilda’s chocolate-stained cheek?hereyes reinforced mattress, Smhl_ng deep into the
_ | memory foam, two massive, sugar-coated
Sleepipiggy3We!ll=Nurrap:.. wellweighlyou ! giants falling into a coma of pure, unadul-
injthelmorning. " r terated gluttony and pleasure.
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The Mediterranean sun beats down on the

terrace, but it feels like a different world

than it did a month ago. The mansion is a
shell of its former self, the air filled with the
rhythmic thud of hammers and the scream

. of saws as crews work frantically to widen

doorways and reinforce flooring. Mathil-
da and Lucia have outgrown the architec-
ture of their old lives; they now reside by
the massive house pool, living outdoors.
Nicolette, a sharp-featured woman with
a neck-length bob of jet-black hair and a
surprisingly heavy bust for her wiry, thin
frame, adjust her camera lens. She looks
like a fragile doll standing near the edge
of the water, her shadow dwarfed by the

(Squinting through the viewfinder, her voice chmca!prec;se)l - - _
Lucia, honey, | need you to shift anotherdthreelfeet to the left. ma;"swe' sun' drenched forms of the women
Your left breast is catching too much glarefandlit’s cutting, off _ she’s been hired to document.
half the background.
o

3 L _
| know, darling, but the contrastiisiwhat sells. The way you’re;
looming over... it’s iconic. e

-

. N

-

( Waddhng slowlx her massive h.'ps ca usmg the pool t.'!es
] | !' 'l"

. ! '-..

- - L
-'q-‘.‘-! ‘_‘.._- o
&- .
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Through the high-definition viewfinder of
Nicolette’s camera, the world is reduced to

2 L e textures of excess. The lens tilts downward,
(Henqvorce%ggw ‘heavy,vibration)). . focusing first on the ground where Lucia
HicCC! I’'m| not moving| anywhere fast, Nico. My legs feel like stands. Her feet have transformed into
they're made °fi‘”e°°"‘[ite' today I wide, heavy pads of flesh, her toes looking

2l S like sausages buried in the swelling of her

insteps. The ankles are gone, replaced by
thick, shimmering ‘cankles’ that flow seam-
lessly into calves the size of tree trunks. As
Nicolette pans up, the frame is swallowed
by the sheer, hanging weight of Lucia’s
lower belly—a vast, sun-warmed expanse
of soft skin that ripples with every labored
breath she takes.

1
(Muttermg as she adjusts the focus, her finger trembling slightly)

God Lucia... the way’ the Ilght hits these rolls. It’s like a
mountaln range. Don’t move.

That! perfect It looks expensive. It looks... heavy.

Just!s rlght there.
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GROW ME BIGGER 2

2!
theupper curve of herfownlbreast)

mﬂﬁm dlfofith latelyNifthinkltheyre
' aimi their own latelyMiithi
uuuunl*lal:fo;r own lately in

4

AllowIgutteral|gigg! makes|her,chest/heave)
wmmwmmm
eels.’. |ii|ii|ii|:“bm

amazing.

[ can]feeljthelheatitrapped fortress of soft, heavy,milk:

EIR BT

4

o

|
0 e :
(Aisharp intake of breath) | A
=« -, o Ci et l_,gg;y_s;_"_L'_Eitiqii\%uﬁchest... they’re literally takin

Ml
|

- o 5 B Ce ntof "'i':'hels_l.wt. I've never seen anything like i
~ (Stepping back to try and find a wider angle) | ¢,

- It’sthe money shot, honey. Your fans are/goingjto lose their minds.

You look like you're carrying the weightlofithe world right there.
~,

.

r+

Nicolette clicks the dial, tilting the camera
upward to capture the full, staggering real-
ity of Lucia’s new silhouette. The belly is a
massive, protruding globe, but even its im-
mense girth is dwarfed by the astronomical
growth of her breasts. They have become a
localized weather system—five times their
previous size, a pair of heavy, soft plan-
ets that seem to have claimed the entirety
of her torso. The fat distribution has been
biased, funneling every calorie into her chest
until her tits are nearly the size of the bean-
bag chairs they used to use in the house.

g up eighty per-



-‘

4

1

(Smiling as the shutter clicks)

o

3

(A heavy:sighithatends in a burp)

|

/ Make sure you|get the height, Nico. | want C{M&Dmmm

I’ue%grown since last week.

BuuEEuurghpp! That woman mm hisfwo

HicCC...

this woman is not!

4,

2

Maintaining this level of biological expan-
sion has transcended a mere fetish; it is now
a high-stakes corporate operation. With
Mathilda’s caloric requirements costing tens
of thousands of dollars a day, both women
have turned their bodies into the ultimate
sensation. Lucia looms at nearly seven feet
tall, a golden monument of soft, heavy
marble, posing against a thick pillar while
her hand sinks into the deep, shimmering
canyon of her hip. Behind the lens is Nico-
lette—hired specifically for her high-fashion
eye and her ability to handle the “unusual”
scale of the shoot. Nicolette is a sharp, skele-
tal contrast to her subjects, her neck-length
black hair framing a face that is constantly
twitching with professional focus. She has a
surprisingly large bust for her wiry frame,
but she moves with a silent grace, capturing
the visceral hunger in Lucia’s eyes and the
vast, growing landscape of Mathilda’s form.
Both women are now icons of the weight
gain community, their every burp and every
new stretch mark monetized to fuel the bot-
tomless pit of their needs.

Got it. You're practically a titan. It’s hard to believe you’re the

"~ same woman from the modeling catalogs all those years ago.

'/And} profltable Your last clip paid for three catering trucks.

Mathilda is going to be very happy.
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ﬂ ey ‘-' ‘ *.;
(A whisper her; hovering, just

inchesjaway).
%ﬂm can| || touch them?AThey!look"so

’: ;
o

-.l "
e H

3

(Sinking|henfingers|intoithelsoft; warm mass)
Ohjgod... c{m@ gamﬁ[m, Its” llhe

| feel ?lhe U@Iﬂﬂ | e a0l
just[disappearjinsidelyou: |

‘ . | ~ (Lookin

' _how heavy they’ve

‘ f.
t4

' "'_,’t--mlr{d sharmg her/feeder.

‘I.

touches ‘me™ I
1 : f r'
'L ' _-I ,’

A " 4
. N
- » 'ﬁ',.-' ’

‘lft]__lght If you’refinoticareful. But don’t worry... Mathilda

Lucia detaches herself from the pillar, her
heavy footsteps making the pool water
ripple in tiny, rhythmic waves. She wad-
dles closer to Nicolette, her massive frame
casting a shadow that engulfs the skinny
photographer. Nicolette looks like a frag-
ile insect in comparison—barely reaching
Lucia’s neck, her entire body dwarfed by
a single one of Lucia’s planetary breasts.
The air between them is thick with the
scent of luxury sunblock and the musk of
Lucia’s growing body. Nicolette reaches
out, her small, pale hand looking like a
doll’s against the vast, shimmering surface
of Lucia’s chest.

Of course you can, honey I'm a (!JEI@ generous girl. Feel

~ She’s softmy I could hold her,with' one hand. [ love how she shakes when she
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The intimate moment is broken by a voice
that doesn’t just cut through the air—it vi-
brates through the ground. Mathilda is in
the pool, the water displaced so much that
the overflow system is screaming to keep
up. A massive, looming presence that cre-
ates a deep, resonant gravity in the garden.
Nicolette and Lucia both turn their heads
~ toward the water, their gazes shifting from

.. each other to the giantess whose current
size is unfathomable.

nervo:is h:glp_-gft%hed laugh)
just ‘checking/the! lighting, Mathilda!

now, how it

. (Gfgghng, her. hand stilllon|Nicolette’s hand)

o | HicCC! Somebody ammib -l?_m}, Don’t worry, baby, there’s
4 \
ﬂ e ‘. 1
(Avoice like a low-frequency rumble) |
Mmmph sirrrph! You glrls CIC awfully cozy
over there without me. _
’ ,
4 & \
(A long, wet burp that makes the pool water sloshloverthesides) JR—
BUUUUUA&AAAARGHHHHHPP'Come M[ﬂgj@ﬁmmm
bored... an&ﬁ’#ﬁstarumg |

ey
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Mathilda begins to rise from the pool, a
geological event that takes minutes to
complete. As she displaces the water, the
sheer, impossible scale of her becomes ap-
parent. She has achieved a size that defies
all human classification—a real-life Godzil-
la-sized giantess. Lucia, at seven feet tall,
barely reaches the height of Mathilda’s
knees. Each slow, ponderous step Mathilda
takes sends a shockwave through the man-
sion’s foundation, the marble tiles cracking
under a weight that can no longer be mea-
sured in pounds, but in tons. They've aban-
doned traditional scales; Lucia has ordered
an industrial elephant scale from a special-
ty manufacturer, though even that feels
like a toy compared to the eighty or a hun-
dred thousand pounds of soft, shimmering
mass Mathilda now carries.

U

(WheezingSherbreath|like a heavy wind)
Urrapt.fgod .. it!siso much... HicCC... harder to move in

thelairithanlinithe water.
M ﬂ'

4
, % .y
’ A F
I’..’ F o *- 4



Lucia leads Nicolette toward the base of
Mathilda’s towering form. Lucia stands
against the massive, swaying wall of Mathil-
da’s belly—a surface so vast and shimmer-
ing it looks like a truck-sized drum of soft
marble. Mathilda is completely occupied,
her attention narrowed down to the two in-
dustrial-sized cans of whipped cream she
holds in her gargantuan hands. She sprays
them directly into her mouth, a constant,
thick stream of white sweetness that disap-
pears into the black hole of her appetite.
She doesn’t listen to Nicolette’s instructions;
the need to consume has become an all-en-
compassing biological imperative that never

= sleeps, even during the night when she is
———— hooked to high-flow feeding pumps.

3

(Restinglher;small'hand onjthelvastiwarmislope ofithe
Belly) _
She’s not listeningjiNico¥ShesslinlthefzoneYlust

takejthe picture!

(Muffledfsounds; andfheavy,
swallowing)

Nnnngh=slrrrph%.




(A long, vibrating

two cans)

moanlasfshelemptiesfthelfirsy

3

HicCC! Need™
more... slrrrph...

2

tall bottomless pit.

She’s a bottomless pit,

Mathilda is a whale of a woman, her back
a complex landscape of triple-stacked back
rolls and love handles so immense they look
like heavy sandbags draped over her frame.
Her ass is a gargantuan, shimmering conti-
nent that could literally crush a luxury vehi-
cle under its weight without Mathilda even
noticing the resistance. Every time she shifts
to spray more cream into her mouth, the fat
on her back ripples and folds with a heavy,
wet sound. She is a vision of total, uncon-
tained excess, a creature made entirely of
desire and calories.

(Llooking|back at the vast expanse of Mathilda’s rear)
Lookiatjher. She’s getting wider every second. | can practically
hear, thelfat cells multiplying.

Nico. A beautiful, four-sto-



Her face has been swallowed by soft, over-
lapping chins—a triple set that flows into a
neck so wide it matches her shoulders. Her
fingers, looking like thick, greasy sausages,
grip the whipped cream cans with a primal
intensity. The white foam leaks from the
corners of her mouth, dripping down her
throat and into the canyon of her chest.
Whipped cream has become her water, her
lifeblood; she consumes hundreds of cans a
day just to maintain her astronomical base-
line, alongside enough solid food to feed an
entire town.

VaYseriesiof.small,

I, rapi

2
(Whispering as she watches the cream disappear)
1t} __ she’s inhaling it. She’s not even tasting it anymore...
shelsljust... absorbing it.

=

é)

(MassagingjthelundersidelofiMathilda’s]lowestichin)
ThatjslitbabyGetlitfallfdown}yYou;refsuch
albigiigreedyIgirl




Nicolette finally lowers the camera, her arms

T aching from the effort of trying to frame

; | the impossible. No matter how far back
I heuete got vou o wider Iy e et Tora s ’ she walks, Mathilda always seems to fill the
satellite. _ > W ey, - viewfinder from end to end, a wall of soft,
3 TR 2 s shimmering flesh that denies any attempt at
Arow vibraling auch) . SRS SRS 4 mr | containment. Lucia walks over, her heavy
helsihiungrydansiisheldim|ne: i J VAV QN hips swaying, and looks at the digital dis-

| }‘Tomecamera) _ _ play. She sees the frustration on Nicolette’s
Switch to videollwantithe]world|to]seelher;bt ) | face and smiles—a slow, possessive expres-

| *"i:' thel ‘-‘°““" Gﬁ@ _ — sion. She reaches out and begins to massage
¥ N the peak of Mathilda’s truck-sized belly, her

hand looking like a tiny speck on the vast
horizon.

=N

llve EIQEG?EIEHD anything I:he this® n video® [i}b not {IE)
looklreal§Peoplelare going tosthink CGI:

'
i
i
7

;.



The air around the pool is heavy, vibrating
with the low-frequency hum of Mathilda’s
labored breathing. She shakes the two in-
dustrial cans of whipped cream, the hollow
rattle of the mixing balls echoing against the
marble. White foam streaks her triple chins
and pools in the deep, sweaty valley of her
. collarbones. Lucia stands at the base of the
: mountain, her hands looking like tiny toys
as she slaps the taut, sun-warmed curve of
Mathiclldu’s upper bellg. ?(il:h smhachdp;oduc-
es a deep, wet sound, like a han itting
ﬂ% - a massive drum of soft marble. Mathilda
MQMW@ - looks down, a slow, knowing smirk spread-
: ing across her grease-slicked face as she feels
Sfappmg the’shimmering| muundof@gw:tharhythmrc thwack) —_ , | m[il!ﬁﬁﬂicl.fﬂ@_ reaches Ehe late na hideth cnmblng s thcaat.

OhXherefitlcomesYi[can]feellitlbubbling right{under,the surfuce » g e =
Vou're packed[tolthelbrim! aren;tiyou,{piggy? e T = < herjaw)

Nnnngh'-Sgetf ready "l its) a bl,_g__,

T

(Gnnnmg upatithe/four-story-tall/giantess)
Donjtlhold|back{l[wantitoifeel l:he
tolseelexactlylwhat]kind/of/goddessishe’s




1.,,-‘ J: - — "
..-'"'.'-'F" -"lf_¢ L5 [——] ‘F-_“_ ‘:.‘l. = S 7 ) = = A
= y i 'I e ¥ 5 s s e W R 2l |l e - 0 | o s i W Wy B [

Mathilda unleashes. It is an absolutely gi-
gantic burp, a concussive blast of air that

U transcends sound and becomes a physical
(Aldeatening,jgeclogicallroarithativibratesithrough shockwave. The force of it erupts from her

thejfloor) throat, a wet, multi-tonal roar that sends
UUUUUU] il ’ : :
BUUUUUUUUAAAAAAARGH a visible gust of wind down in front of her.

Lucia immediately covers her head with her
arm as the wind-gust of the burp catches
her hair, sending the golden strands flying
forward. The very water in the pool ripples
outward in a concentric circle of displace-
> ~ - | ment, the force of the giantess’s release rat-
tling the glass of the nearby sliding doors.

ﬂh@ Yher, arm sh.'eldmg

-

FiahLehit! .
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Nicolette is caught in the blast of the shock-
: : \ wave. Her neck-length black hair is whipped
L 9, ¢ 3 - back from her face, the wind of the burp
lova o Xnw - ‘ : hitting her with enough force to make her
(Whispering, her voice lost in'the wind) - stagger. She grips her high-end camera
with white-knuckled intensity, her kRnuck-
les popping as she fights to keep the expen-
sive equipment from being blown out of her
hands. She stares up, frozen like a statue,
her eyes wide with a mix of professional awe
and primal terror. Standing at the base of a
woman who has become a living mountain,
the sheer scale of Mathilda’s power is finally,
viscerally clear.

& ] L)
L

Is she... is she even human anymore? | felt that in
my teeth. '

e
-.-:‘pr

2 a
(A series of smaller, yet still booming burps)
Urrap... urrap... urrap... mmmph.

The tiny ph otdgrapﬁ?ﬁ lookshkeshe@abo ut.to bLOW away. | love the way.
she trembles.
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T
w‘fH. ;.;'-"I' :

b ( Tappmg her.chest, her voice thick{andjwet),
" Excuse'me... Buuuurp! My goodnessi&that{was*3HicCC®™that{was)

qwte the internal pressure.

—
F\ '\ A ]
o e,

i '_'_,

3 A
(Check."ng ﬁh@ playbacE

Wi th

Yl it bt
gy barely camera
- Aalmostlflew, out"rof
ﬂl’f—.) myMhandsland’ into

[mxdln The stublll-
zation]isfscreaming:

((Turning to Nfco!ette herichestiheaving)

Didlyou catchithat?ATellfmelthellensiwas! ope.n. |
forithat onef

> (Laughmg, allow; possess.'ve sound)
" That!s [ii{p girl® bigffordtechz
< nologyltolhandle®

3

(— i

'''''

__________

L,
-

T W -

Mathilda taps her vast, shimmering chest
with a hand the size of a dinner platter, the
sound a dull ‘thud’ against her flesh. A series
of smaller, echoing burps follow, each one
loud enough to rattle a normal person’s rib-
cage but sounding like whispers compared
to the geological event from seconds before.
She looks down at the two women at her
feet, her expression dazed and sated. Lucia
is already smoothing her hair back, her eyes
glowing with the high of the spectacle.



& T sy  \ W - The post-burp relief is short-lived; the bot-
Jran Ny No. no- moavou stayhere honi Voulve sotneteve Il tomless pit of Mathilda’s appetite is already
demanding a new sacrifice. She shifts her
weight, her massive thighs rubbing together
with a heavy, wet sound, and looks toward
| R | the catering area. The twenty-minute gap
-~ {?:ﬁ‘g’gﬂggw since her last donut has begun to feel like a

GROW ME BIGGER 2 © GTSX—3D APR 2026 — ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

but Lucia quickly intervenes. The dynamic
is shifting; the multi-millionaire model isn’t

- ready to let her photographer play the role
of the feeder just yet.

- truck and— g p!'lysicul void. Nicolette, sensing an opportu-
& " (Lookinglupatithe mountain of softiwarm nity to be useful, offers to fetch the supplies,

(looking/down at:Nicolette, a'slow, heavy.smile on her.face) |
Yeahj let/Lucialgrab the cans. It!s'quite a lot of weight to push
around, W@m Vhy'don’t youjust joinimejin the

Ny S S
%ahl accidentally fall'on you... unless
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Nicolette doesn’t hesitate. She kicks off her
short denim shorts, revealing a tiny pink
bikini that looks like a few scraps of silk
against her thin, wiry frame. She sets the
- camera carefully on the cool marble floor
and walks to the edge of the infinity pool.
She expects the water to be refreshing, but

S E—
That S qll SO) ge s ‘ v
ﬁl&ﬁmﬂhm - \xa‘* \\ ”f‘/

| --I 1

& s f‘fﬂ"

y N z((Gaspmg &Bﬁh@@mm@

gl lowiwetigrunt) ‘ sltisfsolwarm! Ilhe alhot

dlaxa? then' tibefshy R INdon;tibite™ Spring h_e_.re_ | as she dips her feet in, she’s met with a star-

&EEEIEB & 3 :Iing, heavy heat. The pool has been trans-

PTG | . (Wading closer, the water reachinglherwaist)) ormed into a massive bath, the thousands

IShellooks]likelallittle]bird/in[my;bath¥Solsmall*¥soldelicate | Ican feel it vibrating. Thelwhole}pool ‘ of gallons of water warmed to a tropical

temperature by the sheer, radiating body

heat of the giantess standing in the center.

Nicolette descends the steps, feeling the

‘ warm, liquid weight close around her as she
moves toward Mathilda.

. it’s hummmg




g,

Y
it

Nicolette reaches the center of the pool,

standing directly in front of Mathilda. The

(Hervorceow seducnverumble contrast is staggering; Mathilda is a tower-

V°“ mm Nicolettedllikelthe ing wall of soft, shimmering flesh that seems

= to cover the entire sky, her presence so im-

mense that Nicolette is completely plunged

into shadow. Mathilda looks down, her triple

chins resting against her massive chest as she

s takes in the tiny photographer. Her “gay-

"; | = o - dar"—honed over years of observation—is

PP TR e — - pinging loudly. She sees the way Nicolette’s

pupils dilate, the way her breath catches as

she stares up at the vast, cellulite-dimpled
landscape of Mathilda’s thighs and belly.

e
-;p3

e (Chuck!mg, henbelly/shakingland(creatinglalwavelthatipushes|Nicolettelback) B y
~ Mmmph®5sirrrphlllithink]itisimorelthanjthatyMylgaydariisipretty .;,i.f- v
ones? / /
#}.«

i

good: &'jtagﬁm intofjwomenyhoneyAOrImaybeljust{giant

(Leanmg forward¥herishadow/deepeningloverthejtiny,woman)

b Goodlllike]bi @'ﬂb [iilIE{b moretadventurousYAndilim
y a verylbigladventure®

lcanfseelthelhungerinlherfeyesiShe'siterrifiedlbutishe’sfalsolsofsolwetdifcan;
adllizemlae

a | .‘
(Blushinglaldeeplrediher, vo.'cea%ésh y"ﬁvﬁﬁ'sper)
I=yveah?

0 [Hi'ﬂm, uctually |But/ I 0 I’ue never




\

- (Gulping, her eyes fixed on Mathildas'massiveXshimmering breasts)
l... | think they're beautiful. The. wayyou take LIEJ:ip'ﬂCE.-.. the. way
you don't’care whojsees/you eatlt}sYit}s admirable:

A \ \ 4
(Blinking) ™ \ .f

Huh? Up... up where?

.
ey
A

Waslit

I.' h."a‘-:‘

Mathilda begins to lower herself, her move-
ments slow and ponderous. As she drops to
her knees, the displacement of her massive
frame sends a tidal wave of warm water
surging over the sides of the pool, leaving
the water level significantly lower. Despite
the lack of water, Mathilda’s sheer volume
causes the remaining liquid to rise back to
the top. She is now at a level where Nico-
lette can see her face, the giantess loom-
ing over her like a soft, warm mountain.
Mathilda leans in, her breath smelling of
strawberry cream and heat, as she begins
to probe Nicolette’s motivations.

A\ (Her.voice a vibrating, wet purr)
Be honest with me, Nicolette. Why did you really take this job?
just for,the portfolio... or do you have a thing for fat girls?

(E’E'F}nnfng, heriteeth flashing)

"-_"""_'-‘f.."-'_I-\'glﬁm"i__rable? Mmmph... slrrrph... You're a smooth
~* ‘talker..Comejon up here.

5

(Pattingthe massive, soft expanse of her belly)
Closer. Come closer. | want you to climb up. | want to feel
you/on/ me.

S o L | She’sihesitating, but | can feel her heart hammer from here. She’s
= going|to/do it
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Nicolette agrees, her hands shaking as she
reaches out to touch the vast, sun-warmed
surface of Mathilda’'s midsection. She feels
like she’s standing at the base of a literal
mountain of flesh. She reaches up, her small

% hands sinking into the soft, heavy weight
of Mathilda’s lower breasts for leverage.
EES '(Gaspmg o, - S She plants a foot against the shimmering,

sweat-slicked dome of Mathilda’s belly and

vou're soMouire sogsoftaltisgliRe... 4 . - : begins to push herself upward. Every move-

- I'm sinking in¥ =L - e R ment is a struggle against the sheer scale of

- YW | the giantess; the flesh is soft and yielding,

making it feel like she’s climbing a wall of
warm, breathing marshmallows.

8 « R
-f;;"(gtrugging to find a grip, heﬁbikfﬁf top/shifting) .
It;sgsol hard to get a hold!gYou;refso™™¥so

ﬁgmﬂh@ so big.

N &5

(Allow]gutteral as Nicolette climbs)
Nnnngh®jthat}slit)lhoneyUse your feet. Don’t be shy. I'm built
tolhandlela [I‘H!Itafr_essure.

(AlheavyAvibrating chuckle)
HicCCWlustjkeep going. I've got you.

| lovelthelfeeling of her tiny feet on me. She’s like a little kitten trying to

scale'alhill®




>
=

U

%
sofsmall’ @Iﬂtlﬂ!ﬁh mmmph®

m again.

Bnngmg Nicoletteslfacelinchesifromlheriown), -
And[my), hunger isfeven]bigger” %I!] eing handled like this®
don;tlyou?dBeingfallittleltoyiforfalbigifatigirl?

%
ol

heart racmg agamst WYEGRES
you re'so strong. %ﬂ? hand is..

Y
w

Wh.'spermg, her pupfls?lgj'o‘wn

w.'de)
tjyoultellfalready?

Nicolette’s climb falters as she slips on
the film of sweat and pool water covering
Mathilda’s skin. Realizing the struggle,
Mathilda reaches down with a hand that
could comfortably hold a basketball. She
grabs Nicolette by her tiny, wiry ass, her
fingers easily wrapping around the entire-
ty of the woman’s backside. With a slow,
deliberate motion, she hoists Nicolette
upward, pushing her body forward toward
her towering face. The sexual tension be-
tween them is a physical weight now, thick
enough to choke on, as the tiny photogra-
pher is brought level with the giantess’s
half-lidded, hungry eyes.
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Mathilda stares at Nicolette, her teeth
biting into her own lower lip, which is still
smeared with the white, sugary remnants
of the whipped cream. The heat radiating
between them is immense, the pool water
practically simmering around them. Mathil-
da doesn’t believe in subtlety; she is a crea-
ture of pure appetite, and right now, she’s

é

(AlsoftAshaky,moanlas sh_._e-_.nds franti-

i) 7 o L ' ’ found something she wants even more than
VesNOkay? God...'-‘y_{s. | a donut. She looks at Nicolette’s flushed

&\ face and doesn’t hesitate, her voice a deep,
| commanding rumble that leaves no room
for refusal.

o~ whisper)l
-~ Youlknow... \welwaitifor/Lucia to bring back the donuts... |
| think|llwantitoleatlyou/out]instead.

E)

Nfettes ass tightening)
youlhavela better idea. You said you like how | take up
space:.Jwell, I;mjaboutito take up yours.




The catering cart rattles over the tiles, laden
with a small mountain of blue cardboard
boxes and a rhythmic clinking of dozens of
industrial-sized whipped cream cans. Lucia
pushes it with a slow, heavy waddle. As she
nears the pool area, the air changes—it’s
thicker, humining with a low-frequency vi-
bration that isn’t just the construction in
the distance. A moan, sharp and desperate,
echoes off the water, rising in pitch with
every heavy step Lucia takes. A slow, know-
ing smile spreads across Lucia’s face, her
own heavy breasts bouncing with the effort
of the push.

.I .'

(Allow; gutterallchucklelthatiendslintalburp)
HicCC!WelI™it{sounds]likelsomeonelfound a way to pass the
‘timelwithout]theldonut's

" 2in
(Pu§rncart throughlthelsteam rising from the warm pool)
Illeavelfordtenminutesfandfthe pool turns into a bou-
doir: Greedy} girls™

& .
"" -

B, | S
N a mix of jealousy and dark lust)

e B (Eyesfshiningjwith]
. slirrph.... | hope you saved some of that energy
yfordthelsugariMathilda.

é
(Stopping at the edge, the cart’s wheels

locking)
ITet:s¥see what kind of mess you’ve

madelnow.
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Lucia rounds the corner of the foliage and
stops dead, the cart vibrating as she releas-
es the handle. Her mouth falls open, a small
trail of saliva catching the Mediterranean
light as she stares. The sight before her is a
masterpiece of erotic scale, a vision of ab-
solute dominance that makes her own sev-
en-foot frame feel like a doll. She is mesmer-
ized, her heart hammering against her chest
(A hushed, breathless gasp), : as she takes in the staggering, impossible ge-
Oh my god... ometry of the two women in the water.
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", The tableau in the center of the pool is
staggering. Mathilda is on her knees, her
massive, truck-sized thighs anchored in

w ‘\ the shallow water, her belly a vast, shim-
™~ mering dome that breaks the surface like
a rising continent. Nicolette is completely

\ naked, her wiry, pale frame looking like
a porcelain doll against Mathilda’s heavy,
sun-warmed tits. Nicolette’s legs are spread
wide, each foot resting on one of Mathil-
- da’s towering, soft shoulders for balance,
| while her hands are pressed firmly against
the giantess’s broad forehead. Mathilda’s
face is buried in Nicolette’s lap, her giant
tongue—still coated in a thick, white film
» < of whipped cream—Ilashing out with a slow,
rhythmic power. Nicolette is undone, her

—

'_f

< eyes rolled back until only the whites show,
\ her head tossing from side to side as she

moans into the open shky.
| ﬂhhh' Mathilda! Your tongue... it’s so
ig... it’s euerywhere' :

_: gl ..~ **

(Her ﬁngers d.'ggmg into,Mathilda’s brow)
Oh godﬂv hep domg that... don’t stop...
m... I!m gonn t

lette’s th.'ghs)
Mmm-slrrph gh...
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Nicolette is lost in a haze of sensory over-
load, her voice echoing off the mansion
walls as she directs the giantess with desper-
ate, shaky commands. Mathilda looks up
for a split second, her half-lidded eyes dark
with a new, weight-induced horniness that
seems to have multiplied with her girth.
She stares directly at Nicolette’s surprising-
ly large breasts, watching them bounce with
every thrust of her tongue. The added ton-
nage hasn’'t just made Mathilda fatter; it
has turned her into an engine of pure, un-
adulterated lust, her appetite for sex now
rivaling her appetite for food.

(Gasping, lheribreath coming in ragged hitches)
Rightithere™yes! Deeper... lick it deeper!

Mmmph®sirrrph...

2
Illove]it... oh god, yes... 've never felt any-

thing]so... so huge...



Mathilda redoubles her efforts, her massive

jaw opening wide as she shoves her tongue

deep inside Nicolette. The contrast is viscer-

al—the tiny, pink vagina of the photogra-

" m pher being filled by the gargantuan, sug-

= :"“ft';'r;; ar-coated tongue muscle of the giantess.
3 Nicolette’s moans turn into wordless, gut-

3
mqmﬂm tural cries, her body arching off Mathilda’s
out) shoulders as she’s impaled by the rhythmic

pressure. Mathilda’s belly waves and ripples
Mmmmmmmlfacke with every movement, the displacement
of the water creating a constant, lapping

sound against the marble edge.

@E@%Mﬂ as| she puHs back gpi@yes :
inlagain) . :

Mmm-glph )slrrrph




Lucia can no longer stand to be a mere spec-
tator. Driven by a surge of possessive lust,
a she begins to load herself up for the climb.
Y IookinGLove g athilda syforeheadhemrace, PhiicCC! She slings several boxes of donuts over her
shed)] & K4 back, secures multiple cans of whipped
lucia!fOhKgod=>ghurry*ilineedfyou B o cream between the heavy, sweating valley
too! of her planetary breasts, and steps into the
warm, vibrating water. She approaches
Mathilda from behind, her eyes locked on
the vast, stacked topography of Mathilda’s
back. The giantess’s back rolls and love han-
dles, now triple-stacked and shimmering
with moisture, serve as a literal staircase.
Lucia begins to climb, her high heels aban-
doned on the deck as her bare feet sink into
the soft, yielding fat of Mathilda’s rear, scal-
ing the mountain of her girlfriend to join the
frenzy at the top.

|

i

. herhand into a deep roll of fat for lev-
< racc) I

2

(Feeling the weight, her back rolls shifting'and/stacking)
Urrap! Lucia? Is that you/back there? Mmmph...
watch the donuts...
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Lucia reaches the upper plateau of Mathil-
da’s shoulders, her breathing ragged from
the effort of moving her own increased
mass. She reaches a hand forward,bher fin-
gers trembling slightly as she seeks balance.
{ii?;?)mg O.Ut__her fingers lockinoluithy Nicolette, still pinned beneath Mathilda’s
,—l’ue got you'HCome on.. mg([[a face and ﬂrChing through the remnants of
_dghere!" a climax, reaches out a sweat-slicked hand
to meet her. The tiny photographer acts
as a bridge, her small frame the only thing
connecting the two growing giants as Lucia
prepares to haul herself over the final crest
of Mathilda’s neck.

el

' blades)

@mma hand®.

oK
N (Pullmg herselfiupitheldonutsirattlinglinjthelboxeslonlherback)) 0’ ~Ea |\ |
Almost there™god! Mqthllda shoulders t ol 3]
&< hmg “sized Amattresses .' .' i (A from

below)

mdm care:




0

(Henvoiceathick;wetwhisperin Mathilda's

I’m|herefibaby¥And|lbroughtievery-

thinglyoullike®

4

\

Lucia hauls herself up, her planetary tits
squeezing hard against Mathilda's broad,
sweat-slicked back. The cans of whipped
cream are pinned precariously between
them, the pressure making the metal hiss.
Mathilda provides a steadying counter-
weight, leaning her massive head forward
to accommodate Lucia’s arrival without dis-
lodging Nicolette. It is a precarious, fleshy
dance of physics—Nicolette balanced on
Mathilda’s brow, Lucia scaling her spine,
and the giantess in the center, never once
stopping the rhythmic lashing of her tongue.



Lucia finally achieves her position, sitting
astride Mathilda’s thick, fat neck with her
legs spread wide, each of her own massive

(SprayingRaRthickconstantf¥streamBofAwhite] ’ thighs resting on one of Mathilda’s shoulders.
She is the crown on a mountain of fat. Lucia

g‘%&mmwa@ﬂ{m reaches for the whipped cream cans she had
comesjthelsugart secured between her breasts, her fingers slick
3 | ‘ with sweat. She shakes them violently, the
(Laughing[asithelcreamismearsfovergMathilZ | p—3 ;attle of the cans competing with Nicolette’s
dﬁﬁ% ading moans. With a triumphant grin, Lucia
%@m&m itidown!}§Biggirls begins to spray the white, pressurized foam
directly toward Mathilda’s upturned mouth,
the cream arcing through the air like a
sweet, sugary fountain.

L

\

3
N(RullingRherdiface pussy, her

Ymouthlagape)

S Mmmp hesIrrrph! BUU UUUU UAAAAAAARGH -

. —




Things quickly dissolve into a true feeding

h Sy |-~ frenzy. Nicolette, having come down from
Gwngmree onutslinfationce) her high, shifts her position to become a
Eﬂmmw functional part of the machine. She slides
working! T a ,4/* A down onto the vast, soft plateau of Mathil-

: (Watchingjtheldonuts dfsaﬁear) — o da’s left breast, using the heavy curve as a

seat. Nicolette takes up a large funnel, hold-
ing it steady over Mathilda’s mouth, while
Lucia—still perched on the neck—sprays the
whipped cream directly into the top of the
funnel. The cream melts and flows in a thick,
white river down Mathilda’s throat. Mean-
while, Lucia’s fingers are adorned with rings
of donuts, shoving them into the giantess’s
mouth between bursts of cream. Mathilda is
lost to the surge, her jaw working mindlessly
as she gorges on the combined offerings of
her two feeders.

Youjre 6:%@] greedy girl§baby? Eut for

us? (Holding the funnel steady(, her hands’covered|inlcream),

Keep it coming, Lucia! She’s swallowing itlasifast

>

@‘3 rhythmfcgroanmg sound as| she &, s ——

swallows)
Mmm_zglph®™jughn'® sl_rrph...




- p The logistics of the frenzy are a testament
~ i] | | to Mathilda’s staggering scale. Lucia re-
(5 praying]morelcreamlintolthel B i * ~. - mains seated on her shoulders, her legs
wm Wejneedjtolhit! . © 5 , .., spread wide to balance the boxes of donuts
Thisfonelhasistrawberry filling! Open up, blg s AR scattered across Mathilda’s upper chest
girl’ ' % 7  and neck. Nicolette is anchored between
4 ‘ the mountainous swell of Mathilda’s tits,
one knee buried in the soft flesh of the left
breast while her other leg provides balance
in the deep, sweaty cleavage. They are a
single, multi-limbed organism of gluttony,
the air filled with the hiss of aerosol, the
wet sound of chewing, and the constant,
heavy wheezing of the giantess as she ex-
~ pands under their ministrations.

h vibrating moan w&w =5
nm:a) , --
mmm -




2! The growth begins with a terrifying, heavy

(Gaspmg momentum. As the sugar and fat hit Mathil-
God Mathilda!lBYou!re gettmg sofwide!lRYou're

faRing upjthelwhole]pool!

da’s system, her body reacts with a local-
ized surge of expansion. Her ass, already
. vast enough to fill the shallow end of the
&nﬂwﬂ:@ hungryNarenitiyou?lfook pool, begins to swell further, the soft, cellu-
Omp'ete'v Wu“e” lite-dimpled flesh pushing outward against

VoL the walls until the stone itself begins to hair-
line-fracture. Every calorie is a brick, build-
ing her higher and wider, her presence be-
coming a literal physical threat to the struc-
ture of the mansion.

» “~ - (A Iow; vibrationlthat ripples through the water)
= Urrrgh®™SiBjust}felt™. my hips. They’re... HicCC...
= - ~ - they’relagrowingfagain.

~ ~ . R TR e e B o e (A wet, heavy burpithat rattles the gold cart)
- T . =5 P TR S kg T R L S L Y BUUUUUAAAAARGHHHP! I'm a mountain... I'm a real...
- - — 2SRk et 1 : ._ urrap... realffucking mountain.
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(Shoving]moreldonutsiin)
B :m[goingftofmakelyoufsolbiglthelcloudsiwilllhave]
ftolmoveYaroundfyou?®
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fuckinglhousebaby!

I@'n’t b'élieue‘it! You're

(Clingingto,the funnel as ﬂathi!da’s chest-swells)

3
(A long, needy;moan)

The expansion moves upward into her back,
the triple-stacked rolls thickening and merg-
ing into a single, massive wall of shimmering
flesh. Lucia is hoisted upward by the surge,
her own golden frame looking like a child’s
as Mathilda’s frame lengthens and widens.
The love handles at her waist expand into
heavy, soft sacks of fat that drape owver
her hips, their surface shimmering with the
sweat of her internal furnace. She is a land-
scape of soft, heavy marble, her presence ex-
panding to fill every cubic inch of the air,
the scent of her growth a heady mix of musk
and vanilla.

(Wheezing¥heribreath like a heavy wind)
Mmmph%xsirrrph... I’'m getting... I’'m

'gettingfsoltall®..

Nnnngh... more... keep feeding... make me... make me bigger...

BIGGER! MAKE ME FUCKING BI-BUAAAAARGHP-BIGGER!



(lookingldown]thelvasticliffiofiMathilda’sfstomach)
forfthelwaterdtolhold
BABYIMOREHYOPEN

e COseEs
fanymore!|BIGGER

ingithelnewjrollslonIMathilda’slshoulders)
You'relbeautiful’gSoImuch™Jurrap3sojmuch
more of§youltollove

udyvibrating grunt)

(Alloua,
 Urrap!

Mathilda’s belly, the engine of her trans-
formation, surges forward with a violent,
slow-motion grace. The double-belly crease
deepens into a dark, sweaty canyon as the
upper and lower mounds of fat compete for
space. The weight of her midsection is now
so immense it has pushed all the water out
of the shallow end, the marble floor groan-
ing under the concentrated tonnage. She is
a vision of gluttonous ruin, her body a fac-
tory of fat that never stops production.

fucia... | think... | think | just... HicCC... I'm starting

s
-
-y -
-
-
.- -
-l e
P -
-~
T

~Mtojbreak through the floor!

(Awet, sloppy;sound as she swallows the tenth donut

In a ronv)
e

glph... ughn... sirrrph...

Mmm




The growth sequence reaches a point of
absolute, world-bending physics. Mathil-
da’s thighs have become gargantuan pil-
lars of soft flesh, the skin wrapping around
her knees and calves in heavy, shimmer-
ing folds. Her ass has achieved a size that
denies all human classification, a shimmer-
ing continent of fat that dominates the
entire pool area. She is a titan of the binge,
her presence so immense that Lucia and Ni-
colette look like tiny insects crawling over
a sun-drenched hill. The air is thick with
the scent of sugar and raw, growing wom-
anhood.

2]
You;re!
Mathilda

|

e long, ragged moan of pure satiety)
“ s ‘MiFcan’t... | can’t/ even feel the ground under me any-
R more... only my own fat ass...

3

= (Another, massive burp that rattles the windowpanes of the
- - . . bt .
e . iR in ) . mansion)
rd g Sl SRS s i E 2 BUUUUUUAAAAAAARGHHHHHHHPPPPP!!!!
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Mathilda slumps back, her gargantuan
frame settling into the floor of the pool
with a heavy thud. She is a vision of total,
decadent ruin—barefoot and half-naked.
Her belly is a massive, taut dome that dom-
inates her entire silhouette, her presence
so immense that the pool looks like a small
bowl beneath her. Lucia and Nicolette,
themselves messy with cream and sweat,
lean against her vast, warm thighs, lost in
the shadow of the goddess they are actively
building.



»
1 -
(Gasping, her handsjcovered in frostingfasfshefshoves three.
more donuts in)

7 P |.She's taking) the cuns!dﬁgthilda! SlowXdownfyou're
’

= W = : "

: __‘2{«/‘ :f going to—!
4 / 3

X, (ngking back atsthe empty boxes'scatteredfacross Mathil-

2 da’s tits)

Ifcan’t kReep up! Lucia, she’s clearingfthem faster,
than | can open them!

g

- 4

o

-

2!
(Aimuffledfpressurizedlhi

swallow)
Mmmphzsirrrph!{Nngh!!

é

(AYlowAvibratingfgruntiherdhandreachingfrordthe]
nexticrate)
Urnap!iDonit™don tfstopmore™s

The air in the pool area is thick enough to
chew, a humid fog of sugar and raw, lac-
tating heat. Nicolette is a blur of motion,
her tiny frame looking like an insect as
she scrambles over Mathilda’s mountain-
ous chest. She clears box after box, shoving
handfuls of glazed dough into Mathilda’s
waiting maw. Mathilda’s jaw works with a
mechanical, predatory rhythm, her teeth
bared and slick with strawberry frosting.
Eventually, the pace of the hand-feeding
isn’'t enough to satisfy the black hole of
her appetite. Mathilda’s eyes glaze owver
with a terrifying, primal greed. She reaches
out, her fingers like thick, greasy bolsters,
and begins to snatch the industrial cans
of whipped cream directly from the cart,
bypassing the funnel entirely. She showves
entire bottles into her mouth, swallowing
the pressurized cream in great, rhythmic
gulps, her throat bulging as she acts as a
living, breathing dispenser machine.



ME BIGGE

over the donuts)

llcad}}eﬁﬁra?ﬂsmﬁha
closelherimouth¥She}slco
o Iyfstuffed!

(Squeezing/Mathilda’sineck),
ThatsHit"NGulpHlit!
ShowNmeNhowMmuchNa
goddessfcanjhold® |

@ﬂ}m

thelmass)
Mmm-glph®fughn®"

(Murediwetigroaningyherjawssirainingjtolcontainihem

(RushingjthellastofialbakersidozenlpastiMathil-

CEB)
mmmﬁz all!

-~

Nicolette redoubles her efforts. She stuffs
Mathilda’s mouth with a dozen donuts at
once, the dough stacking behind Mathil-
da’s teeth until her cheeks puff out. Lucia,
perched on the neck, continues the filling
from above, spraying a constant stream of
whipped cream over the heap of donuts in
Mathilda’s mouth. Mathilda is silenced by
the sheer volume of the intake, her eyes
rolling back as she tries to process the mas-
sive bolus of sugar. Her breathing is a series
of wet, labored wheezes, the displacement
of her lungs making her vast chest heave
4 with a heavy, rhythmic groan.
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The growth resumes with a terrifying, silent

i surge. As the thousands of liquid and solid

thabrfpplegtheenﬁre calories hit her SVStem, Mathilda’s bOdy re-

SuireYacttinaltalisr Vaa raXoatoranin p00l) sponds with a localized explosion of mass.
thelmansionjibat Nnnngh®™Yohlgod™l:m®™;m[stretching! Her frame lengthens, her head rising into
\ & the air as her hips spread with a violent,

slow-motion grace.
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The expansion moves into her midsection.
Mathilda’s belly surges forward and down-
ward, a massive, shimmering dome of fat
that reaches the far edge of the pool. The

water is displaced in a single, violent wave
that almost clears the deck entirely.

2 \
(A  wet, heavy
\burp)}

Buuuurp!
!p\



GROW ME
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Her thighs thicken into gargantuan pillars
of soft, dimpled flesh, the skin stretching to
a polished sheen. Each new inch of growth
is accompanied by the sound of shifting

marble and cracking tiles as her weight set-
tles into the earth.

(Meézfng, her breath a hot gale)
HicCC! | feel... | feel so heavy...

sojpowerful.

\
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2 The double-belly crease deepens into a
i canyon, her navel disappearing into the

4

sweaty, dark depths of her own expansion.
Her presence is no an obese giantess in a
pool; it is a landscape.

U A 1

(Allong, needy moan)

More... I'm still... mmmph...
stilligrowing...

\
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The growth sequence reaches a peak of im-
possible physics. Mathilda’s silhouette dom-
inates the entire estate, her shadow stretch-
ing across the island as she achieves a size
that dwarfs the surrounding trees. She is a
titan of fat and sugar, a soft, shimmering
mountain of pure appetite.

U

(AYmassive); wet burp that shakes the
house) '

BUUUUUAAAAARGHHHP!




Inside the wet, dark cavern of Mathilda’s
mouth, a war is being waged. Dozens of
donuts are crushed together into a single,
massive bolus of dough and cream. She is
, : -~ | no longer chewing; her teeth simply act as
2| | v S - R 4 a gateway as she gulps the mass whole.
(Wateh.fng o SN B > The strawberry frosting coats her tongue,
Shegsinotfevenlchewing!§She;sijust-she sjjust]{in- I F ] < B the sugar molecules screaming against her
halinglthem]likelair! ", 1 over-stimulated taste buds as the rich, fatty
dough slides down her throat. Her lips, now
packed with new, lush fat, have swollen to
- - twice their size, looking like heavy pillows

’ -4

that struggle to contain the surge.
g" =0
~ (Aldeepiwetsslurplasishe swallows the mass

Mmmzsirrph®¥nngh...
4

(Allong,
More®™tdon it urrap...

dontfstop*:-

S | i
(Rubbing]Mathilda’sjswollen lips)" =55
& 'ooklatlher;mouth®It’s so big... |

S \solgreedy? - f e

S Y » 1 e ©




" As the last few donuts are forced past her

é swollen lips, the atmosphere shifts. Mathil-
her@heart da’s expression bof gluttonc;us bliss is sud-
racing denly replaced by a look of sharp, visceral
&Em OkaVz worry. Her brow furrows into heavy rolls of
skin, and her breathing hitches. She feels

something deep within her core—not just

the pressure of the food, but a fundamen-

tal shift in her own body. The sheer, astro-

- AR RS 2 | - ¥ - nomical volume of her growth is reaching a
- | L. critical mass.

1 | / -..'-T _(_

ers \voicelallow ¥ panicked
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— | " Lucia and Nicolette scramble away, slipping

- o on the sugar-slicked fatness as they retreat

into the shallow remnants of the pool. Nico-

lette stands knee-deep in the warm, milky

- water, staring up at the towering silhouette

- of the giantess. A deep, resonant rumbling

- begins to emanate from Mathilda’s core—a

sound like tectonic plates grinding together.

Mathilda’s hands are clutched to her chest,

her face a mask of panic as she moans, the
sound vibrating through the very earth.

high-pitched! moan
gh@ ahh!/It] hurts'.. it| feels) so)

good chCC'

4;{{ /il
1

(Whispering, her. eyes thelmassiveyshim-
- _mering bel!y@’
Do. you hear that?f1t:s""Jlit!sicoming] from

mndE‘her 7

_.2_ ,
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- - (Crmgmg dfshakes)
< | Shellooks
= tolexplode:

likel'she sV about




A3 The Mediterranean sun is high in the sky,

' yet the pool area is suddenly plunged into

T an unnatural twilight. Mathilda is expand-

- o ing with such violent speed that she is cre-

e Y ating her own eclipse. Her hips spread out-

T i ward, her shoulders widen, and her height

t 2 .5'?, surges upward until the sky itself is blocked

- by the vast, shimmering landscape of her
flesh. Nicolette is engulfed by the shadow,
the darkness closing in as she stares up. Her
pupils dilate, her head tilting further and
further back until she's staring wvertically

N into the dark, mountainous vista of Mathil-
N da’s underbelly and breasts.

1

(A low, gutteral roar of pure, expanding power)
Nnnnngh... sirrrph...
BUUUUUUAAAAAAARGHHHHHPP!!!!
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The darkness deepens, the pool area now
completely shadowed by the astronomical
scale of Mathilda’s growth. The sounds of
her pleasure—a mix of panicked moans and
power-drunk laughter—echo like thunder.
For the first time, a flicker of genuine worry
crosses Lucia’s face. She has spent weeks

~ molding this appetite, but the speed of this

spurt is beyond her control. She stands in the
dark, looking up at the towering shadow
that used to be her girlfriend, feeling the

| wind-gusts of Mathilda’s breath hit her like
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1

(A muffled, distant-sounding groan)
Mmmph... slrrrph... everything
is so tight...

Lucia retreats further, her feet splashing
in the dark water as she moves toward the
rear of the pool. But there is no escape.
Mathilda’s ass, a continent of soft, heavy
flesh, is expanding backward with a crush-
ing momentum. It moves like a slow-motion
avalanche, claiming every inch of the pool’s
surface area. Lucia finds herself pinned
against the wall, the shadow of Mathilda’s
rear engulfing her entirely. The shimmering,
cellulite-dimpled wall of fat begins to brush
against Lucia’s face, a warm, soft pressure
that threatens to suffocate her as the space
vanishes.
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(A deep, resonant vibration)
BUUUUUAAAAARGHHHHHPP!

0
(Worried
Baby wln
itfeasy™

The growth sequence at the rear of the pool
is relentless. Lucia is almost entirely sub-
merged in the soft, cascading rolls of Mathil-
da’s expanding hips and buttocks. The dark-
ness is absolute here, the scent of Mathil-
da’s musk and sweat overwhelming Lucia’s
senses. The fat is warm, vibrating with the
internal engine of the giantess’s digestion.
Lucia pushes back with all her strength, but
it’s like trying to move a mountain of warm
marshmallows; her hands simply sink into
the deep, yielding mass.



The expansion continues until the shallow

2 end of the pool is no longer water—it is
Mmmph... | feel so... urrap... into the corner, the marble cracking under

the tonnage. Lucia is trapped in the narrow
space between the pool walls and the giant-
ess, the soft weight of Mathilda’s buttcheeks
pressing against her like airbags. The air is
hot and thin, the only sound the rhythmic,
wet thumping of Mathilda’s heart.

Baby... Careful!llim

—
—




Mathilda feels the resistance behind her, the
frantic pulse of Lucia trapped against the

g ﬁaﬁ W - crushing weight of her ass. With a heave that

i G i shakes the foundations of the island, she

R 8 1o fcamit st pushes herself upward, rising onto her gar-

- A gantuan legs to avoid flattening her lover.

| v é Her height surges to a new, impossible peak.

. < She reaches out with her fat hands to main-

V’ﬁ’:ﬁﬁ”) tain her balance. Her right arm slams onto

SIrrrph S > the rooftop of the mansion, the tiles shatter-

9 . | i S & ing like glass under her palm, while her left
walten [ Gomela, faast; iy - arm grips the reinforced stone wall of the
g;{:;ft ol \ 4 S outer gate. She is a bridge of shimmering,

Nnnnngh®asIrrrph® 3 HicCC! _, SfigeS heavy flesh, her body spanning the entire
' \5- A estate as she continues to expand uncontrol-
lably.

2!
(Thesound|ofistonelcrumbling

weight)
BuuEEuurghpp!
small!

urrap..-3so,




The expansion is now a violent conflict be-
tween Mathilda and the architecture. Her

(AllongAvibrating|roar, of expansion) = ass, wide and heavy as a city block, slams
BUUUUUAAAAARGHHHHHPPQ Nl A - against the balcony walls, the stone snap-
2 # ’ ' ping and falling in jagged fragments to the
(Thesoundofherskmigubbmg agamstthestone;waﬂs) | pool below. She is growing wider than the

I y -Pr'r » »
Urrapliit; S‘““»lt s'tight... I'm t°° space between the wings of the mansion.

/,

3]
(IncoherentAwetigurgling)
Mmmzsirrph&nngh™s




| G A S The growth reaches a terminal wvelocity.

04 R0V &8 Mathilda’s frame is now a solid mass of soft,

& (Wheezinggherichestiheaving as shelexpands further) i 4 shimmering fat that has wedged itself into
ANy HicCClil'ucia®JNicolette... sjwherelarelvou J the very heart of the estate. Her hips are
R W e oN s oA ibration) ¢ < i locked between the rooftop and the outer
f_'qi; I'm stuck! ; | gate, the pressure so intense that the walls
NG 3 S | . St ﬂre bowing outwm;:ld. She is a grisoner of
‘ : ) | _ 4 ke er own mass, a goddess trapped in a cage
ﬁ bigger 4 made of her former home. The air is filled
thanjthelhouse ™ | _ P with the sound of snapping timber and fall-

a R 7 ing masonry as she continues to thicken,
(Alfinallmassivelgruntorexpansion)) 4 her skin stretched to a polished, iridescent

Urrap!BEBUUUUUUAAAAAR- | sheen.
GHHHHHPP!! i - |




|
(AYlowJwetwheezeXherdvoicelstrugglinglto
fing

Eﬁ&mﬁﬂnﬁﬁ soJgassyy

o
(AYseriesfofgsmall, thatfsound]likelmas

chineggunifire)
Urrapzurrapgurrapsymmmph!

8
(Henbelly,swayingitheldoublezbelly,creaselrubbinglagainstthe

pool*edge)
Mmmzgiph™ughn™¥sinrrp h®

4

(Staring up.from the dark water, petrified)
She!s... she’s not stopping. She’s going to fill
the whole valley.

-
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The transformation enters its final, most
monstrous stage. Mathilda’s waist expands
until it fills the entire backyard. Her face
has been swallowed by soft, overlapping
rolls of fat, her jaw disappearing into her
neck, her eyes becoming dark slits in the
vast, shimmering landscape of her cheeks.
Her arms, once pillars, are now massive,
soft sacks of flesh that drape over the roof-
tops. She is a vision of total, uncontained
gluttony, her presence an active, growing
threat to the island’s stability.



HEEPPPRRIT

(A iong, ma?

G]F:"Em

Mathilda is now officially wedged. Her hips
are jammed between the rooftop of the
guest wing and the primary gatehouse, the
stone groaning and crumbling under the
concentrated tonnage. She can no longer
move her legs; they are buried in her own
expanding mass, the fat of her thighs and
ass merging into a single, vast horizon of
flesh. She stands there, a titan in chains
made of her own gluttony, her breathing a
ragged, heavy labor. The darkness beneath
her is absolute, a sanctuary of shadow cre-
ated by her own staggering girth.
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voicellikelaldistantistorm)
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2]
({Trying butsfallinglintolaldaze)
1y M urra ps

é

(Alfinalfc
BquEuurghpp mg

3

(Staring at the vast, shimmering expanse)
She!s wedged.

The growth finally plateaus, leaving Mathil-
da as a permanent fixture of the landscape.
She is a shimmering mountain of woman-
hood, her presence having completely con-
sumed the backyard and half the mansion.
Her tits are like soft hills resting on the
rubble, her belly a vast plains of fat that
slopes down into the pool. The air is silent,
save for the rhythmic, heavy wheezing of
the giantes. Nicolette stands in the shadow
of the goddess, looking up at the impossible
scale of what they have created.
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The growth spurt finally comes to a heavy,

Al shivering halt. Mathilda is completely stuck,
ow, struggling wheeze) ; :

N e RN i cCOMBasia R S e can 1 a prisoner of her own staggering mass. Any

urrap.. .1 can’t move. attempt to move results in the terrifying

| ! : -
(Gasping fora.'r heritriplelchins quivering) s?und of _the mansion’s foundations snap
Everything... everythinglisisolsmall. My hands... my tits... ping; she is wedged between the walls and
theyire=jBuuuurRRRGHP! 2 pillars. She stares down at the vast, shim-

mering landscape of her own body, her
breath coming in short, shallow hitches.
Even the simple act of forming a sentence
is an exhausting labor. She is shocked, pet-
rified by the reality of her own scale.

3]
(Staringlatihefownlbelly),
how il am %
urrapegsoifat?
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Lucia manages to squeeze her way through

9 the narrow space between the crumbling
[‘L@?m@m wall and Mathilda’s hip, emerging into the

%M@nmm@m@ﬂ | front alongside Nicolette. They stand to-

that gether at the base of the mountain, looking

(Hervo:ceadeep, resonant rumblejthatishakes]theirfbones) up at the staggering, sun-drenched vista of

4But=,you know... now that I 'thinklaboutfit™*:I{don;tithinkIdonuts! Mathilda’s midsection. They are tiny specks
Zﬂre going to cut /it anymore. of color against the vast, pale horizon of her

i fat. Lucia reaches out, her hand disappear-

6/
?ﬁ low, power-drunk ing into the soft, warm depth of Mathilda’s
| r}gfggle) belly rolls, and begins to massage the shim-

| f"Vou | want you.

mering flesh. They look up with expressions
of pure, unadulterated worship, the pow-
er-dynamic having finally shifted into its ul-
timate, monstrous form.

[TO BE CONTINUED]

2 . 4
;f#j“{ P Y
(Her vo.'ce a Iow ‘reverent wh is- ' Z

. per) —== f/ | -ff

Look " at! you. You’l re our _
goddeﬁ

\

R7

~ (Her eyes W.'denmg as she stares up mto;the shadow)-

- What... what do you mean, bqby? g
*_-'_! . o (Kneelmg in the"*shadow herleyesifixed on the massive belly)

- | A goddess who deservesitolbe worshipped. Not just by

E-Ip{{b:g whole world"

8
d (Lookmg up, breathless)

——
'—'f' A'nythmg, Mathilda. iWe will bring you anything. Just
- tell‘us what you want.
—
—
-
oY
-
->



