

Trisha’s Girl by T.F. Wright

© 2014. Cover Design by Kelvintang. This is a work of fiction

Prologue

I’ll be honest, I’m the last person I ever would have expected to attend Porn-Con – sorry, the ‘Adult Film Festival.’ Sure, as the typical red-blooded American male, I loved my porn, but in the privacy of my own home, not in a big hall with a bunch of strangers.

So, when the unsolicited email landed in my inbox, I was ready to delete it immediately. In fact, my cursor was poised right over the delete button when I read the second half of the subject line, “featuring actress of the year, Trisha Melon.”

My heart skipped a beat when I read that. I confess, I had a full on crush on Trisha. I’d seen every movie she’d ever been in, and she’d been in quite a few – her “actress of the year” accolade was well earned. 

It sounds weird, I know, but even before we met, I felt like I had gone through so much with Trisha. She was my conduit to sexuality as a frustrated teenager who couldn’t get a relationship. When I did land a girlfriend, Trisha was the one who broke us up. When my GF was using my computer, she found my huge stash of Trisha features.

“This is gross,” I remember her saying. “Is that how you want me to look?” My ex was as skinny as they come and flat as a board, while Trisha is a thick girl with knockers that ought to knock down a world record. I didn’t need to offer an answer to my girlfriend – my burning red face was answer enough for her.

I knew if I went to the convention, I’d just be another horndog in an ocean of horny Trisha fans. I wasn’t under any illusion that I could sweep her off her feet. I didn’t have looks, money, or charm. 

Still, I thought, seeing her in person would be something. The memory of the event would serve as thrill on those lonely nights when I didn’t have my laptop with me. My eyes bulged when I saw the cost of a ticket, but I thought back to all the money I’d spent over the past 10 years on Trisha videos. It was an investment, I decided, an investment in a large helping of joy for one day, and maybe a little bit extra later when I looked back on it. 

Imagine what I would have thought if someone told me what the returns on that investment would really look like.

Chapter One

Once I logged onto the website to buy my ticket, I found out that while Trisha would be receiving an award in front of everyone, only those with a VIP pass got to stand in the meet and greet line and get an autograph. I figured, in for a penny, in for a pound and bought the top-tier ticket.

Since I was paying a king’s ransom to get in, I figured I might as well get there early and see if the place had anything else to offer. There was quite a line waiting for me at the door, despite arriving two and a half hours early. Waiting in line was an eye-opening experience. I figured almost all attendees would be desperate looking men. Quite a few women showed up – a minority, sure but a sizable minority. And many of them were young and very hot. There was a separate line for industry people who were attending the convention as employees or vendors, so I knew these women weren’t porn stars. 

I was always a shy person by nature, so I didn’t have the courage to go up to these women and ask them why they were here. But I could always speculate. Perhaps some of them were here because they were with a boyfriend who wanted to go. Others, I thought, might be women looking to break into the industry in some way and make contacts. Some might even want to be there simply because they enjoy watching porn.

And, I thought, a few of those might even be Trisha fans. Trisha specialized in girl-on-girl action, and it was exciting to think there might be some lesbian or bisexual women who were just as turned on by the thought of sucking Trisha’s massive tits as I was. Perhaps they dreamed of one day starring in a film opposite her. That would be the thrill of a lifetime!

Once we were admitted into the main convention hall, there was a whole lot of nothing to do. There were little kiosks where people could view excerpts from “local talent” trying to “break into the business.” I guess that might be fine for those who get off on amateurs, but it didn’t do anything for me. There were exhibits for people who wanted to know more about cameras and computers – in other words, boredom central. 

One lone man in the corner wanted to sell screenplay printouts and discuss “the craft of writing” in adult films. This piqued my interest, and I told him I’d done some writing for few local TV specials. I asked him he he’d ever written anything for Trisha. He said that he had, and I couldn’t help but look at him with a little envy.

Finally, the time came for Trisha to get her award. They really made us wait – dragging the ceremony out with one minor award after another. A big part of this convention, I realized, was the people who worked on adult films who weren’t on screen getting a chance to pat themselves on the back.

The last award went to Trisha. I had lined up early, so I had a seat in the front row, but the stage was so high I had trouble getting a clear angle. As soon as Trisha stepped onstage, a million cameras seemed to flash, the lights lowered, and a big screen played an excerpt of one of her films I’d seen a million times. The result was I could barely make out her outline. I could see her grab the award, which was a big phallic symbol (and irony in and of itself, since Trisha had earned that award by handling pussy, not dick,) waved a little, and then made a quick exit.

I would have felt cheated if it wasn’t for the VIP ticket I was now tightly clutching in my pocket. When the ceremony was over, those of us fortunate enough to have those tickets were herded into a backroom to wait for Trisha.

It was amazing to see her walk into the room. I know I had just seen her a few minutes before, but that was only a hazy blur. The giant video of Trisha was larger and easier to see than the real person. 

Of course, I’d always known Trisha was a real person. In my mind, though, she’d always lived halfway between sunny California and my hard drive. I’d seen her flesh a thousand times, but seeing her in the flesh was more exhilarating than I could have imagined. 

The line moved quickly. Most of the guys didn’t have much to say, staring slack jawed the yawning chasm that was her cleavage and then shuffling away. A few of them tried to offer up cheesy on liners – obscene boasts about how big their dick was, or how they’d be the one to turn her straight – but Trisha didn’t respond. There were a handful of women in line, and they seemed to be a lot bolder than the guys. When their turn came up, many brazenly asked for a hug. Trisha complied with every such request, and it was heaven seeing them get squeezed by Trisha’s massive rack.

Were some people here just because they liked Trisha’s big tits? Undoubtedly. Not me, though – Trisha really was a perfect woman in my eyes. As I got closer in line, I could see she was even more beautiful in person than she was on camera. Part of me thought that all those camera crews and computer whizzes might be prettying her up for her videos – that she might look old or that her boobs might not be quite as big in real life.

Instead, I saw a vision of beauty. Her golden, curly tresses gorgeously framed her heart shaped face. Her blue eyes sparkled, her smile shown, and her glam makeup was stunning. Trisha’s breasts (though partially obscured by her dress) were indeed massive.

I wanted to think of something to say to Trisha, though I felt a lump in my throat as I approached. When it was my turn, I blurted out “Do you like your work?”

“Hmm…” she said, and I couldn’t help but notice the similarity of that noise to one of her famous groans of pleasure. “It has its moments,” she said as she signed a photo of herself for me.

“Well, I wish you happiness,” I said, and then promptly began to worry that it sounded to corny. She finished writing on the picture and handed it to me. I shuffled off to the side, and Trisha began signing for a tall, balding man who was bragging about the size of his balls.

I left the convention and began driving home, feeling a little down. It was all the worse to me that Trisha had been so gorgeous – how could any woman I’d hope to date measure up? 

It wasn’t until I got back and began to put away my things that I looked at the picture Trisha had signed for me. And, even then, my brain didn’t register what was on it until I did a triple-take. Under her name, I found a phone number.

Chapter Two

“Well, hey there handsome,” came the voice on the other end. It had taken a great deal of courage and a small amount of bourbon for me to make this call, and hearing her honeyed voice made me weak in the knees. And she thought I was handsome? Holy Hell!

“Hi,” I replied.

“Glad to get you call, I was hoping to hear from you,” said Trisha. “Are you available?” 

“Yeah,” I said, a little too quickly.

“That’s good to hear. I’m going to stay in town for a few weeks. I’d love to chat with you about your thoughts for my newest script,” she said.

“Sure,” I replied, my heart pounding ever faster. She wanted to meet me!

“I heard you’re quite an accomplished writer for television,” she added. My heart sank. She wanted for my professional advice, advice I wasn’t qualified to give. There was probably some crossed wires with the screenplay guy, I thought.

Still, selfishly, I couldn’t tell her I wasn’t really an accomplished writer. That might mean I wouldn’t get to see her again. Feeling guilty, I agreed to meet and wrote down her address.

When I drove to the place, I expected to find a hotel. Or maybe a bed and breakfast, I thought, revising my expectations as the road became more and more rural. Finally I reached a long, dirt road, leading up to a large gothic mansion on a hill, next to a forest.

Trisha answered the giant door wearing a skimpy robe. “Won’t you come in,” she offered, and I stepped into her magnificent foyer. The interior of the house was a little dark, but I could see the walls were decorated with ornate carving patterns. The rug on the floor looked like a huge blanket, made from the softest fabric imaginable.

“Wow, porn must pay well, huh?” I asked, a little dumbfounded by such opulent extravagance.

“Oh, no,” Trisha said with a giggle. “I inherited this place. I actually don’t ask for a salary when I do porn, just that they donate what they would have paid me to charity. They can use it as a tax write off. Probably explains why the industry likes me so much.”

“Why do it then, if you’re already rich?” I asked, hoping I wasn’t getting too personal.

“Just because I like sharing my sexuality with the world. It does have its downsides, though,” she added. “But please, let me make you comfortable, so you can take a look at that screenplay.” 

We walked a few feet towards another room. There were no chairs, just a giant, circular cushion to sit on. I took off my shoes, and then headed for the middle of the cushion. Stepping onto the thing was like falling into quicksand, but it wasn’t altogether unpleasant. 

I took the script from Trisha with trembling hands. She stood next to the cushion, rather than sitting on it as I read. In the script, Trisha was going to get with a pregnant BBW with a large ass, who had never been with another girl before. Sounded hot, I thought. Still, I felt the guilt building up. I couldn’t comment on this without telling her the truth.

“I have a confession to make,” both Trisha and I said at the same moment. Our eyes met, and we laughed a little.

“You go first, I insist,” Trisha said. Knowing she had something to fess up to as well eased my nerves considerably, though I couldn’t imagine what it was she had to say.

“I’m not really an accomplished screenwriter, never said I was,” I admitted. “The script looks good to me, but I’m not qualified to…” I stopped when I felt a finger placed against my lips. Trisha had leaned in to silence me, and I couldn’t help taking an extended gander and her cleavage.

“I never wanted your professional opinion,” Trisha said. “I thought you were cute, so I just wanted to see you again.”

“Why me?” I squeaked out, as my heart began racing again.

“Honestly? I’ve met thousands of my fans. You’re the only one that wanted to know something about me other than my measurements or how many partners I’d had. Like I said, porn has its downsides,” she said, casting her eyes towards the floor for a moment, and then back up at me. “You’re the only one who’d wished me well. And I could tell just from looking in your eyes you weren’t just filled with lust – you looked as though you really cared for me.”

“I…I do,” I said, my teeth practically chattering. “I know we’d never met, but felt such a strong connection to you from the moment I saw your first video.”

Trisha crawled onto the cushion, and I could feel it – and myself – shift a little bit with her weight. She crawled behind me and let her delicate hands start working on my shoulders. Despite the intensity of feeling her touch, I couldn’t help but feel relaxed.

“That’s so sweet. Do you remember what you were thinking when you first saw me perform?” she asked, her hot breath streaming into my ear and causing me to shiver.

“Yeah,” I said. “There was this girl who was sucking on your tits, and I thought I’d give anything to be her and be with you.”

“That’s such a sweet wish,” she said. “I’d love to make it come true,” she added, as her hands shifted around to my torso and began rubbing my chest. 

Trisha pushed me on my back, and I felt myself sinking into the cushion further still.

“This sure is soft,” I said, knowing I sounded dumb and obvious not unable to think of anything else to say.

“Yeah, I love it,” she said, flopping down beside me. “It’s like the cushion about to consume me. I hope you don’t mind,” Trisha said as she climbed over me.

“Mind?” I asked, staring up at Trisha’s voluptuous frame. Her golden locks were hanging down, just long enough to grace my face.

“Yeah. I know I tend to move a little fast,” she said. “But hey, why wait, right?”

“Right,” I agreed. The situation seemed increasingly surreal. Trisha Melon, the woman who had starred in my wet dreams, was fawning all over me! Did Trisha even like men, I wondered? I couldn’t remember ever seeing her look at a man the way she was looking at me.

“Let’s get you out of those clothes,” she said. I quickly removed my shirt and jeans, revealing my pale, scrawny form. I felt so vulnerable exposing myself to someone so amazing.

“You’re so cute,” she said. “So pretty,” added, batting her eyelashes.

“Uh…thanks,” I said. It wouldn’t have been the compliment I would have asked for, but I wasn’t turning it down.

I’ll never forget how I felt when Trisha pulled down her robe and took her top off. I’d seen those tits a thousand times, of course, but seeing them in person was a whole different animal. Knowing they were right there in front of me to touch, and knowing she had taken them out for me to touch…

“Come on,” she said. “Don’t be shy,” she added, wriggling her shoulders for me. The motion caused her breasts to shake provocatively. 

My hands felt like they were on fire as I touched those massive mammaries. They were soft and giving, my greedy fingers sinking into their warmness. Before long, Trisha had her hands placed firmly behind my head. She guided my face towards her tits, and I wrapped my mouth around one of her famous, large nipples. Nothing could be more natural or more wondrous. I felt Trisha’s delicate hands stroking the sides of my face as I suckled, and I was in heaven.

Soon, I could feel her fingers travelling south, and then pulling down the elastic band of my underwear. I opened my eyes as Trisha’s nipple popped free from my mouth, and I got to take a look at her nude body. Everything was perfect, from her plump dimpled cheeks, to her gently rounded shoulders, her taped, thickened waist, the slight outward curvature of her tummy, her mildly flared hips…

Trisha leaned forwards, straddling me. It was something out of a dream to physically join with the woman of my dreams. We rocked back and forth for a short while, and then I came, groaning and gasping.

“Sorry,” I sputtered when I had my breath back.

“For what, my darling?” Trisha said, still gazing into my eyes languidly.

“For not lasting too long,” I said.

“Don’t worry about that,” she said, laughing a little. “I knew you were really excited, and I’m flattered about that. And you know, with time, I think we’ll be better and better together.”

How right she was about that.

Chapter Three

Trisha insisted I stay overnight, and I had no trouble falling asleep quickly.

The next morning, I awoke to the smell of something sweet. Trisha wasn’t around and didn’t respond when I called for her, so I tried to follow my nose like some hunger-obsessed cartoon character. Pulling myself out of bed felt a little strange, as though my muscles weren’t quite in the right places. I got lost in a few bathrooms, all of which I noticed didn’t have any mirrors.

When I finally made my way through the labyrinth that was her massive house, I found Trisha cooking up a fancy breakfast in the kitchen. Seeing her wearing an apron made her look so homey, so out of place compared to the sexualized roles she had played in porn. It felt so intimate, like I was seeing a side of her no one else could.

“Hope you’re hungry,” Trisha said, “I’ve cooked up quite a feast.”

That turned out to be the understatement of the century. After I took a seat, Trisha brought out a plate of pancakes, as well as waffles. As soon as she took a seat, the oven beeped and she hopped up to bring out a batch of freshly made muffins. 

The breakfast was fantastic – as good as a cherished childhood memory of mine eating at my grandmothers – but I felt full pretty quickly.

“What did you put in these?” I said, pointing towards the stack of pancakes that seemed to stretch towards the ceiling.

“Buttermilk,” she said. “Helps a girl maintain her figure,” she added as she dug in. “I’m sure you wouldn’t want me to fade away into a waif.”

“Heck no,” I replied. “You’re perfect just the way you are.”

“You’re such as sweetie,” she said, patting my head. “Now, eat up.”

~

“I’m so full,” I said after two waffles and three pancakes, pulling up my shirt and slapping my stomach for effect.

“You haven’t even tried my muffins yet,” she said, looking a little hurt. “They’re orange and cranberry.”

“My favorite, how’d you know?” I said. She just smiled and blushed.

“Alright, I’ll have a muffin,” I agreed.

“Good,” she said, cutting one in half and then smothering it butter.

“Not too much butter,” I said. 

“Good point, let’s save some room for jam.” 

“Really, I’m fine…” I began.

“No, no, no, I insist!” she said, jumping up from the table and flouncing toward the cabinet, I stared at her and said nothing. Seeing her feminine, exaggerated walk and the effect it had on her breasts would have been enough to silence my objection eating anything. 

She brought out a jar of marmalade, placed it on the counter, and tried to open it. That was more difficult than she anticipated, and she grunted with effort as her arm strained. Finally, with a loud popping sound, the lid was free. The sudden movement caused her arm to leap forward a little, and her breasts to pop out of her tight tube top.

“Ooops,” she said, and tried to squeeze her ample assets back into her top. They didn’t quite fit, giving her an obscene amount of cleavage. My eyes were mesmerized as she placed the muffin at on my plate, heaped with jam.

“Enjoy,” she said. I took a small bite and was overwhelmed with the sweet richness of the flavors.

“Fantastic,” I said, with my mouth full.

“More,” she insisted. “Eat it all. In fact, let me get you another,” she said, cutting another muffin in half and plying that one with butter and jam as well.

“Really, I’m full!” I insisted.

“Let me give you a little incentive” Trisha said, scooting her chair closer to mine and running her hand up my thigh. She twirled her pinky finger inside my bellybutton, and then made her way inside my underwear.

I took another bite, and was rewarded with Trisha’s hand stroking me. As soon as I swallowed, her hand went still.

“What the Hell,” I thought, grabbing the muffin and forcing the largest bite I could into my mouth. If she wanted me to eat, I’d eat my heart out. 

The pain of my stomach quickly faded, and soon I only could feel the intense pleasure of Trisha’s hands. She was amazing, and as the hand job went on, it felt like she was getting better and better at it. I knew it was impossible, but it felt as though her hands were growing larger, as if she could hold more and more of me in her palm with every stroke.

When I came, I saw five muffin wrappers in front of me. I looked down and the size of my gut really surprised me. It was far bigger than I’d ever seen it, even larger than after that Thanksgiving dinner three years ago when most of my family got snowed in.

“I hate to break up the party, but I do have work today,” I said. “Can I see you tomorrow?”

“Call in sick!” she said, sounding distressed.

“Alright, alright,” I agreed. I had a strange feeling come over me when I reached my boss’s voicemail. It was as if, somehow, I knew I’d never see him again. I left an unconvincing excuse, and then turned back to Trisha.

“Do you like your job?” she asked.

“No,” I said with a snort. “Who does?” 

“I do,” she said. “And I’d hate for you to have to do something you dislike just for money.”

“What’s my alternative?” I asked.

“I’m sure I could find something for you in the industry,” she said with a sly grin.

“Like, as a writer?” I asked.

“Sure, whatever,” she said, taking me by the hand and leaving me to the bathroom. 

“Hey, where are all the mirrors?” I asked, as we walked in and saw yet another empty hook on the wall

“Uh…earthquake,” she said. “Broke ‘em all. Come on, let’s take a shower together.”

She didn’t need to tell me twice. The water was pleasantly warm, and tingled against my skin. Trisha grabbed a soap shaped like a flower and began to lather up, causing her body to jiggle a little.

“Where’d you get that soap?” I asked. “I like the design.”

“It’s from Thailand,” she said. “Very expensive to import, but there’s no better moisturizer for perfectly smooth skin. Let me do you,” she said, reaching her soapy fingers towards me.

“I wouldn’t want you to waste it one me, I’m sure regular soap will do,” I protested.

“Nonsense, you deserve skin every bit as smooth as mine,” she said, running her hands over me. I had to admit it felt fantastic. Feeling her lather me up was so relaxing; I closed my eyes and felt as though I was being carried away to the clouds. 

We got out of the shower and returned to bed, cuddling for I don’t know how long. 

“Ever had a blowjob before?” she asked, with a town just as casual as if she was asking if I’d ever owned a pickup truck.

“Erm…no,” I admitted. 

“Would you like one?” she asked.

“Yeah.” I could already feel myself getting hard again.

“Good,” she cooed, and then began scooting herself down. I could feel her lips tenderly scrape against me and I shivered with pleasure. At first, she took me into her mouth and twirled her tongue around me. I don’t know what was more intense – her skill at fellatio or the satisfaction of seeing Trisha’s golden mop bob up and down my crotch. 

As I grew closer to cumming, I could feel her start to play with my balls as well. She pushed and prodded them a little, and I could feel them pulling tightly up against my body in anticipation of my orgasm. Trisha’s tongue technique had changed – instead of bobbing above my crotch and twirling her tongue, her head was lower and she was making lapping motion. The sensations were even more pleasurable, although they felt different, as though her expert mouth was re-wiring every nerve in my body.

“I’m almost there,” I said.

“That’s right,” she said, stopping for a moment. “You are,” she added, looking up at me with a mischievous glint in her eye.

“Don’t stop,” I begged. 

“You want me to finish you off?” she teased.

“Yes, please,” I gasped. “Finish me.” She resumed her tonguing, and I climaxed immediately.

I groaned as I came, my moans becoming high pitched with each breath. I felt dizzy with pleasure, and I couldn’t keep my eyes open.

Chapter Four

Trisha never asked me to quit my job, nor did she ever ask me to move in with her. But I didn’t once return to my workplace or my apartment in the next month. Trisha and I spent all our time together. Sometimes we’d cook, sometimes we’d get lazy and just have junk food delivered. I’d never felt so hungry in my life – Trisha said it was because of all the sex I was having. For the first time in my life, I felt truly alive, and I never wanted it to stop. This was my new life, and I was ready to commit to it fully.

I’d never felt happier. Trisha was a goddess, and my soul mate. I sure didn’t know what she saw in me, but I didn’t care. 

I finally found out about four weeks later. I was lounging in the indoor hot tub, while Trisha was in the bathroom.

“When will you make another film?” I called out to her.

“Soon!” she said. “Really soon! I have news for you!”

“What?” I asked. She came out of the bathroom holding up a sleep of paper with a blue line on it. “We’re pregnant!”

“What?” I asked. My heart was pounding, but I felt like I was ready to be a father, if it was with her. “Really! You’re pregnant?”

“No…” she said. “You are.”

“Wait, what?” I asked. “Is today April Fool’s or something?”

“Nope. You’re pregnant!” Trisha repeated. 

“Huh?” I asked. 

“Honey, I think it’s time I explained some things,” she said. “To be honest, I’m not sure how you didn’t notice something was up.”

She pulled out a makeup mirror from her purse and showed me my face. A stranger was staring back at me! My stubble didn’t exist, and my features looked far more feminine.

“What…what’s going on?” I asked, feeling my throat clam up with panic. My voice was high, like a woman’s, I realized.

“Remember how you said the first time you saw me, you wanted to be a woman and star in a movie with me?” she asked. “Well, I wanted to grant your wish!”

“But…how?” I asked. 

“How isn’t important,” she said. “I just need to know that you’re ok. Are you upset? Are you angry with me for not asking first?”

I couldn’t see my body through the water, so I stood up. I looked down, and as if I was being freed from a trance. Suddenly, I was aware of how different I looked. Trisha grew closer to me, her hands tracing across my skin. 

“So smooth,” Trisha cooed. “You look great,” she added. My body hair seemed to have greatly receded, while my muscle tone had faded. “Look at the breasts you’re developing,” she said, massaging my pectorals. They had swollen, and my nipples were larger too. They really were looking like a pair of tits. What was happening was bizarre, but also quite a turn on. 

I couldn’t see past my bulging belly, and so Trisha reached her hands and touched between my legs. Was my cock really gone? I imagine most guys would react to that possibility with horror, but I felt myself just getting warmer. 

“Tell me, how did you do this?” I asked, my heart fluttering.

“Sex,” Trisha explained with a whisper. “Every time we made love, you became a little feminized.” It didn’t make any sense, but I felt even more switched on.

“So, I don’t have a cock anymore?” I asked.

“Nope,” she said. “Didn’t you notice we haven’t had intercourse since the first night?”

“What…what happened to it?” I asked. I felt weak in the knees, and plunged my new, feminine body back into the bubbling water. My skin seemed to burn from the heat.

Trisha joined me in the tub and placed her fingers on my thighs. “Do you remember the first time I gave you oral?” 

“Yeah, I’ll never forget,” I said.

“That was when it happened,” she explained, her face growing excited. It was as if she was describing a caterpillar’s metamorphosis, rather than her taking my manhood. “I sucked and sucked, and with each twirl of my tongue, you shrank a little. Until it was just the head, and with a few laps, that melted into your clit,” she said, her finger rubbing on it. Hearing about the process only made it more exciting.

“And…my balls?” I asked.

“Pushed ‘em up on inside,” she explained. “I imagine they turned into ovaries. And then you got pregnant! You’re going to be a mom!” she said.

“Wow,” I said, partly because of what she said, and partly from her touch. I tensed my muscles defensively. I knew if she gave me another orgasm, she’d be transforming me even further. I’d lose what little I had left of my maleness. 

Should I get up and run as fast as I could?

No.

I wanted this. I needed this.

My body stopped fighting and I sat perfectly still. Trisha’s hands dutifully worked on my new equipment and I was engulfed in bliss.

“You know,” she began, “now that you’re pregnant, I’m going to start taking milk thistle. Do you know what that is?”

“No,” I said.

“It’s an herb that induces lactation. It’ll sure come in handy when the baby arrives,” she said, rubbing me harder.

“That’s generous of you,” I said, my eyes closed.

“Of course, we don’t have to wait that long. I’m sure I’ll give you a few sips, when my tits are ready,” she promised.

“Yeah?” I said. Damn, that would be hot.

“Yeah,” she said. “Now, cum for me, my good little girl,” she said. It ought to feel degrading but to me it felt like the sweetest compliment. “Who’s your Mommy?”

“You are,” I said.

“You’re taking this so well,” she said, her fingers penetrating me as her thumb continued to rub. “I can’t wait ‘till you’re ready for camera. One or two more sessions ought to do it,” she said. 

That set me over the edge. I came, screaming and whimpering as my hungry insides clamped down around her hand. 

“Look,” she said, and pulled my chin down. I could see my breasts becoming further engorged, my nipples puffing up. She firmly pinched one of the growing nipples, causing a burst of pain and pleasure and causing it to swell ever further in size.

“Come on,” she said, pulling herself out of the hot tub. “Let’s get you measured.”

“Measured?” I asked.

“Yeah. I want to keep track so we can measure your pregnancy progress. And see if you are in shape enough be in the movie,” Trisha said. We walked into the bathroom together, and Trisha held up a cloth measuring tape.

“Let’s see…38, 34, 42. Wow, look at that ass!” she said, giving my butt a hard smack. “Bigger than mine, girlfriend!”

“It is?” 

“Of course,” Trisha said. She pulled out her phone and took a picture, then showed me. My butt was amazing! It was the kind of ass I would have drooled over. It stuck out from my hips, jutting forward in all its wide glory.

“Almost ready,” Trisha concluded with a sigh.

“Almost?” I said.

“Yeah. A junk food binge tonight ought to help you get there,” she said.

“You want me to get bigger?” I asked.

“Of course, silly,” she said. “Can you imagine how much the world is going to love seeing me pound your fat ass?” 

Chapter Five

That night, Trisha prepared a real feast. She started by cooking a big pot of mashed potatoes. I loved watching her soften the ‘taters; seeing her arm pump up and down gave her tits a great shake. 

“I’m sorry I can’t be more help in the kitchen,” I said.

“I’m sure you could offer relief in other ways,” she said with a wink as she motioned me to come closer. When I was by her side, she pushed me by my head downwards. I understood what she wanted me to do. I crawled under her apron, and quickly discovered that not only wasn’t she wearing pants, she wasn’t wearing underwear either.

I buried my face in her pussy, licking at her with relish. I loved knowing that as I gave her pleasure, she was working hard to fatten me up for our porno.

After I finished eating her out, she told me we were ready to eat. Trisha had loaded up the massive vat of mashed potatoes with cheddar cheese, sour cream, chives, bacon bits, and (of course) butter. Instead of serving it, she brought the huge black pot over to the table. It made a loud thud as she put it down, and caused the glasses and utensils to shake a little.

“Bon Appétit,” she said as she handed me the mixing spoon to use as my utensil. “I need to go pick dinner.”

“Dinner?” I asked, flabbergasted. “What’s this, then?”

“The appetizer, of course. Sorry I don’t have the energy for more cooking, but you really tuckered me ought with that tongue of yours,” Trisha said as she playfully messed up my hair.

When Trisha returned, I had just barely made a dent in my mashed potatoes. Trisha arrived with six bags of burgers and fries, as well as two deep-dish pizzas.

“You don’t expect me to eat all this…” I began. To my eyes, the food was overwhelming, but my stomach growled greedily.

“Of course not,” Trisha said with a giggle. “I’m not going to go hungry over here.”

Trisha, however, had only a small cup of mashed potatoes, a burger, and a slice of pizza, leaving the bulk of the feast for me.

“You gotta give me more help than that,” I groaned.

“Hey, keep in mind, you’re eating for two now,” Trisha reminded me. “Our baby, and me being the two people” she said as she stepped behind me. Trisha provocatively rubbed my tummy. “Come on, eat up, my growing girl. I can’t wait to measure you tomorrow, and see how much you’ve grown.”

Somehow, I managed to eat most of what was left and was able to keep the food down. I felt so stuffed that I never wanted to think about eating again. When I was done, I rolled onto the giant cushion, feeling like a beached whale.

“Just think,” Trisha said, crawling onto it after me, “soon, all this food will make its way to the rest of your body. They say a moment on the lips, forever on the hips. How great is that?” she asked, slapping my plump butt.

~

The next day, Trisha brought me to the bathroom and pulled out the measuring tape. Not quite good enough, she told me. And so three more weeks passed, with Trisha stuffing me so full of junk food I thought I’d burst. 

“It’s so exciting,” she said, as she rolled me into bed. “You’re almost ripe,” she said, the night before Trisha finally declared I was ready to appear on camera.

When she measured me that next morning, I “passed inspection” as it were.

“42…40…48!” Trisha shrieked. “I think we’re ready.”

I couldn’t believe how much I’d grown in such a short time. My breasts, though still nowhere as big as Trisha’s had swollen another cup size, and were starting to hang a little lower on my pregnant belly. I wasn’t sure how much of my belly growth was due to fat and how much was due to the baby, but that sure looked big. Trisha diligently rubbed cocoa butter on it every night, to prevent stretch marks she said. 

My ass, though, was my pride and glory. It was so big that it distorted my walk, forcing me to sway a little with every step. A single smack from Trisha seemed to give it a jiggle for hours. 

Everything about me was different, I realized as I stared into the mirror. Trisha had put them all back, and it turned out the earthquake story was just a ruse so I wouldn’t worry about what she was doing to me. How silly that was – why would I ever complain about the wonderful gift she had bestowed upon me?

My hair was longer, having grown out far faster than it did normally. I could even made a little ponytail now. My eyelashes looked far more prominent, too, I realized as I batted them at myself. 

“You’re stopping my heart over here,” Trisha said. “Those lashes are amazing. I’m so jealous.” 

Trisha? Jealous of my beauty? No higher praise was possible.

“Come on, let’s get you ready,” Trisha said.

“For what?” I asked

“For your big day. We’re shooting,” she said.

“Shooting what? The movie?” I asked. “What’s the setup?”

“You’ve seen the script, remember?” Trisha said with a wink.

“You mean…” I began. “The script you showed me when I first arrived. So you planned for me to be in that movie from the moment you handed it to me.”

“Correction: I knew I wanted you to be in it from the moment I wrote my number on that picture for you,” Trisha said.

I turned to face her, and our lips met in a passionate kiss. Knowing that my fate was in the palm of her hand all along…it was enough to bring tears of joy to my eyes.

“Come on, we can’t get too distracted,” Trisha said, breaking our lip lock. “Let me pretty you up.” She French braided my hair, and I stood still while she painstakingly painted me with makeup. 

It was quite a thrill to see Trisha – the mistress of glam – decorate my face like a pro, as if I deserved to look every bit as gorgeous and sexy as she did. The amount of blush she rubbed on my cheeks made me look perpetually embarrassed, which she said everyone would love. The mascara made my already large lashes “pop” even more, Trisha explained.

When I was finished being “done up,” the doorbell rang, and Trisha was letting camera crews into the house.

“We’re ready for you,” said the lead camerawoman.

Chapter Six

“When’s the baby due?” Trisha asked me, her hand rubbing my belly through my blouse.

“Oh, not for seven months! I’ve just been gaining so much baby weight…” I said, looking down at my feet.

“Aww, don’t look embarrassed,” Trisha replied. “You look fantastic.”

“I do?” I said.

“Yeah. I hope you’re not scared about being a mom.”

“A little,” I replied. “There’s so much to it. Night feeding, changing, breast feeding…”

“Well, you know, I might be able to give you a few pointers on that last one,” Trisha replied. “You know, as a friend.”

“Really? That’s awfully nice of you,” I said. “What should I do?”

“Well, why don’t I show you?” Trisha said, pulling down her top and revealing her breasts. They were larger than I’d ever seen them. “Go ahead…touch them.”

“Trisha!” I protested. “I’m not sure about this…I’m not a lesbian.”

“It’s purely educational,” Trisha assured me, guiding my hands closer to her breasts.

“Wow…so soft…” I said. The massive mounds on her chest always seemed quite out of proportion for Trisha. Even with her thick frame, they seemed large beyond belief, as if they had bee photoshopped onto her real life body. Their soft texture, however, confirmed their authenticity.

“Now, lean your head in,” she said, pulling me by my doughy chin. “That’s it. Good girl,” she said, as my lips touched her nipple. “Just do what comes naturally.”

My mouth quickly went to work, and soon I was suckling her like a baby. Before I knew it, creamy milk was flowing into my mouth. Those herbs Trisha was taking must have finally kicked in!

“Drink up,” she said, as a little dribble of milk made its way down my chin. “Mama will help you grow up nice and big,” she said, patting my back.

“Amazing,” I said, as I came up for air. “I’ve never tasted anything sweeter.” I was delivering a line, sure, but it was also the truth.

“I’m glad you like the taste of me,” Trisha replied coyly.

“I love the taste of you!” I exclaimed. Trisha began to lovingly stroke the side of my face.

“You’re so pretty. Has anyone ever told you how beautiful you are?” Trisha asked.

“No, not before you,” I said. The dialogue was starting to feel so real that it was getting difficult to distinguish the performance from reality.

Trisha leaned in, and gently traced the outside of my lips her tongue. Then, she deftly parted my lips and she invaded me. Like a pink serpent, I could feel her tongue devouring me. I was breathless when the kiss ended.

“I’ve never been with another girl before,” I said.

“I’m glad I can be your first,” Trisha said. She started to pull off my blouse, her eyes focusing on my body intently. “So luscious, so ripe,” she said, her hands tracing the edges of my breasts and my belly. I could feel my nipples rise and my skin break into goosebumps by her touch.

She pulled down my skirt and exposed my underwear, which was straining against the heavy load of my thick thunder thighs and my wide, soon to be child birthing hips. With some effort, she managed to push me over, exposing my rump.

“I knew I had to have this the moment I saw it,” she said, giving it a playful squeeze. With a slow deliberation I knew she had developed from years making porn, Trisha pulled down my underwear inch by inch. When it was fully exposed, she leaned down and let her teeth gently make a mark on the flesh of my butt cheek.

Then, without any warning, she gave my rump a firm spank. I yelped, and I could feel my immense booty shaking violently.

“Did you like that?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said, hanging my head in mock shame.

“Good, I’ll be pounding it a lot harder in a bit,” she said. She pulled down her skirt as well, and reached into her purse. She pulled out a strap on dildo, with three penetration prongs. One was facing inwards, while two others faced towards me.

“That looks a bit frightening,” I said. “Will it hurt?”

“No pain, no gain,” Trisha said. “Now be a good girl and bend over.”

I leaned over, shifting the weight between my hips and my shoulders to cause my weight to ripple a little. I’d seen Trisha do it enough times in her movies. Trisha’s eyes bulged in lusty approval.

“Spread you legs for me,” Trisha said, positioning herself behind me. The woman with the camera stepped a little closer, and I knew in just a few seconds, Trisha penetrating me would be seen around the world. Thousands of lonely, horny people – people who were just like I used to be – would watch as Trisha fully consummated our relationship.

“Are you ready?” Trisha asked.

“Do it to me,” I begged. I didn’t need to wait long before I could feel the warm plastic entering my ass and my pussy. There was a small amount of pain and resistance at first, but as I concentrated on relaxing my muscles, I became surprised by how pliant and accommodating my flesh was. When she was fully inside, Trisha gave me another hearty spank. This one actually stung my flesh, and was hard enough that I could feel the strap on actually reverberating within my body.

“You like?” Trisha asked.

“Yes,” I squealed.

“You want me to keep going?” she teased.

“Please,” I said, wiggling my butt in a vain attempt to create friction.

“Beg me to make you my girl,” Trisha said. That particular line was a double entendre only we would understand.

“Trisha, make me your girl, forever,” I begged.

“Your wish is my command,” she said, fondling my fat ass cheeks with her hands. Slowly, she resumed moving back and forth, and I could feel the sweet pleasure of becoming Trisha’s: forever and officially, for the whole world to see.

I shrieked and squirmed as I came, but Trisha just kept going. I looked over my shoulder and saw her squeezing her own tits for the camera as her hips kept bucking into mine. They were so large now that she could actually bring a nipple to her mouth. It was amazing to see Trisha drink of her own nectar.

I came for a second time, and this time so did Trisha. Her loud, throaty wails perfectly complimented by girlish shrieks, as though we were singing a duet of pleasure. We collapsed on the bed and Trisha spooned me as we cuddled.

“Cut!” the camera woman said, though I didn’t break character. I was that character, and I knew I’d always be.

Chapter Seven

The next morning, I awoke feeling a little sore – and ravenously hungry. Trisha was still sleeping, so I gingerly crawled out of bed and headed for the kitchen. 

Leftovers abounded in the refrigerator, but I didn’t quite feel hungry for them. Instead, I got out a couple of slices of french bread and started making myself a sandwich. I slathered both sides of the bread in peanut butter, and then reached for the jam. But as I was about to grab it, I hesitated. My hand shook, as though it wasn’t completely under my own control, and instead I grabbed a jar of dill pickles. After laying several down on my sandwich, I took the biggest bite my jaws could manage.

“How do those pickles taste?” I heard Trisha say, a few moments before she walked into the room.

My mouth was too full to reply. Instead, I just gazed at Trisha while vigorously chewing. Even sans makeup and with a bad case of bed hair, she was gorgeous.

“How’d you know what I was eating?” I asked, when I finished swallowing. “Hidden camera?”

“Why would I need one when I can hear you crunching on those pickles from halfway down the stairs?” she said with a giggle. “Go on, eat up, I’ll stop teasing you. You’re entitled to satiate your pregnancy cravings.”

“Pregnancy craving?” I asked. She was right – pickles and peanut butter was an old stereotype. 

“Whatever your belly desires, she’s gonna get,” Trisha promised, leaning down and rubbing it. “Want a milkshake?”

“Sure,” I agreed. I continued to noisily munch on my sandwich as she poured pure cream into the blender, followed by generous scoops of apple flavored ice cream. I stretched and yawned for a moment, and out of the corner of my eye I could see her adding a brown powder to the mixture.

“What’s that” I asked, pointing to the bag of powder that Trisha was in the process of trying to hide behind the blender.

“Oh, uh…cinnamon,” she said. 

“Doesn’t smell like cinnamon,” I said, after a few curious sniffs. “And I ought to know, women who are pregnant have a heightened sense of smell.”

“You just read that on the internet last night,” Trisha said.

“So?” I said, giggling a little. She walked behind me, running her hands over my belly as she grinded her breasts against my back.

“Really, tell me what this is,” I insisted, holding up the bag.

“Maca root,” she said, pouting a little. “I didn’t want you to worry your pretty little head about it.”

“Maca root?” I asked. “What’s it do?”

“It’s also known as Booty Dust,” Trisha explained. “Butt Batter. Trunk Junker. Bodacious…” 

“I get it,” I said. “So you want to keep my behind in peak condition?”

“That’s one way of putting it,” she said slyly. “I just want your measurements to match.”

“Match?” I asked.

“I want your ass to grow just as much as your belly…and I’ve heard Maca Root helps you grow a plump rump,” Trisha said, licking her lips.

“You couldn’t resist getting in one more phrase, could you?” I asked.

“Nope, I can never resist anything I want” Trisha said. “I have absolutely no willpower whatsoever,” she said, as the blender roared to life. 

“Oops,” she said, turning it off. “There’s one last thing I forgot to add.” She removed pulled down her nightie past her shoulders, exposing her braless breasts. Then she pulled herself onto the counter, pulled off the lid to the blender and leaned over it. Her right breast nearly fell in, and Trisha grabbed her nipple, pinching and pulling at it with one hand while she massaged the breast with the other. 

Soon, a thin trickle of breast milk made its way into the frothy mixture below. “There we are,” she said, and resembled blending. “Now, where were we?”

“No willpower,” I reminded her.

“Ah, that’s right. What if I wanted to see you chug this?” Trisha said, lifting the thick mixture to my lips. “Would you oblige, or would I have to tie you down and force it down you?” 

“I think I could manage it,” I said, lifting the pitcher. It tasted rich and heavenly, though very cold. My teeth and my lips seemed to ache a little, and they didn’t get a chance to thaw because more and more of the stuff just kept flowing in. I imagined my tongue was like a lost hiker being buried in a snowy avalanche.

I couldn’t see her face, but, out of the corner of my eye I could see Trisha’s legs splayed and her hand in between them. 

About halfway through the frosty drink, my stomach started to gurgle. My mouth had long since gone numb from the cold, but the pain in my gut was getting worse and worse. I figured Trisha might be distracted playing with herself, so I stopped drinking for a moment to catch my breath. 

Boy, that was a big mistake. As soon as Trisha saw that I wasn’t drinking, she immediately scooted closer to me on the counter. She wrapped her legs around my swollen midsection, and then grabbed the back of my head with one hand and the pitcher with the other. She tilted it back, forcing the cold, gooey stuff down me.

I coughed and spat a little, and little rivulets of milkshake dribbled out of my mouth and onto my neck, shoulders, and down to my breasts. My tits were already milky, and I wasn’t even lactating yet, I thought. Soon I regained my composure and found a way to swallow as much as I could. 

Finally, Trisha took the pitcher away. “I told you I always get what I want,” she said as she hugged me, my face mashing up against her bare breasts. “Come on, you liked it.”

I had to admit, it was exciting to have her take charge. Honestly, I wouldn’t have minded if Trisha placed my lips up to her other nipple and forced me to drink even more. 

“Let’s get you cleaned up,” she said, noticing the milkshake that had spilled over my body. “Up for a shower?”

“I’m always up for a shower with you,” I said, and she hopped down from the counter, causing her breasts to shake pretty good. 

“Time to measure,” Trisha said.

“But we just measured yesterday!” I protested. Not that I didn’t enjoy her measuring my curves, but I didn’t want her to be disappointed if I failed to grow bigger in 24 hours.

“42 bust,” she said. The same as yesterday. “I can’t wait to start measuring your cup size when you start lacting,” Trisha added. “I think you might even give me a run for your money.”

“44 waist.” I’d gained a couple of inches, but I knew that was just from my milkshake binge.

“50!” Trisha exclaimed, excitedly holding up the measuring tape. “You’ve got a fifty inch booty!”

“Wait, how’s that possible?” I asked. “Maca root can’t work that quickly…can it?”

“Who knows? I’m not going to question a good thing,” Trisha said. “Come on, it’s time to celebrate!”

“Come on where?” I asked, feeling confused.

“Into the shower, silly,” she said, taking off her nightie and tossing into a crumpled pile in the corner. I did the same with my own pajamas, and we hopped in.

“It feels so good to be naked with you,” I said. 

“Well, maybe you should do it more often,” Trisha said, smacking my butt as I turned to grab the soap. “I’d love to see you lounge around, nude for no reason in particular.”

“I might have to take you up on that,” I said as I fondled Trisha’s soaped up tits. I squeezed the left one a little too hard, and I could actually see a little stream of milk come from her nipple. 

“Sorry,” I said. “I didn’t mean to waste it.”

“Don’t worry ,there’ll always be more,” she said. “And besides,” she added, fondling my own rack, “you’ll be lactating soon yourself.”

“I suppose,” I said, looking down at my breasts. It felt so surreal to possess a pair of tits that I would have gawked at a few months ago. 

“Feeling a bit sore from yesterday?” she asked, her eyes glinting with lust.

“A tad,” I admitted. “But, in a good way. I’m glad you rode for all I was worth.”

“I’m glad too,” Trisha said, as she walked closer to me. “I’ll try to be gentle,” she said, whispering in my ear as her fingers began to run up my thigh. When her thumb reached my clit, I felt myself crumple to the shower floor. Trisha bent her knees and fell with me. I could feel her nipples digging into my shoulder, hardening as she rubbed faster.

With her free hand, she began to pinch and flick at my nipples. My nerves still felt frayed from yesterday, but I knew if Trisha was determined to bring me over the edge, then she’d find a way.

“I can’t wait until these are full of milk,” she said, as she twisted at my nipple while pulling at it. “Just think…our baby on one nipple, me on the other,” she whispered, her tongue dancing across my earlobe as she spoke.

That did the trick, and soon was flailing and whimpering in the throes of orgasm. I felt so drained, it was effort just to pull myself to my feet, but with Trisha’s help, I managed. Well, after I repaid the favor to Trisha, of course. I couldn’t see her face as she came – my face was buried between her legs – but I imagined her expression was just like it was in her movies.

“Oh, I just remembered…stay right there!” Trisha said excitedly as we stepped out of the shower together. “I got ordered some T shirts I wanted you to try on. Are you a medium?”

“Not anymore,” I said, looking down at my increasingly portly body.

“Great. I wanted it to be too small, so it rides up on your tummy,” she said, returning with an armful of shirts. “How about this one?”

“Bun in the oven. Oh, also. I’m pregnant,” it read, showing a bun in an actual oven. “Funny, I guess…” 

“How about this one?” Trisha said, throwing the shirt to the ground and holding up the next one.

“We’re hungry,” I read. “Well, cute, not exactly accurate. I did have a big breakfast earlier…” 

Trisha rapidly flipped through more shirts. “The all amazing baby maker…Pregzilla…Keep calm, I’m pregnant,” they read. 

“Wait, stop, that’s perfect!” I said, pointing to the “Future MILF,” shirt.

“I thought you’d like that one,” Trisha said. “Put it on, we have a guest coming in a few minutes.”

“A guest?” I asked. “Who is it?”

“An old friend of mine who owes me a favor,” Trisha said. “I’m sure she’ll get a kick out of seeing you in that shirt.”

“Ok. Can you toss me a bra?” I asked.

“Why would you wear a bra?” Trisha laughed, as though it was the silliest idea she’d ever heard. Trisha still hadn’t dressed yet, and her laughter caused her own breasts to sway.

“What about a skirt?” I asked.

“No way,” Trisha said. “I’m not going to have you cover up that fine ass of yours. You’ve worked so hard for it.” 

“I didn’t work hard,” I said. “I’ve just been stuffing my face.”

“And that’s hard work, right?” Trisha asked. “Here, you can wear this thong,” she said, tossing the pink thing to me.

“This is yours,” I said. “I don’t think it’s going to fit me.”

“Just wear it,” Trisha said, rolling her eyes. I shrugged and did as I was told. It was an extremely tight fit – it dug into my sides, and rode up into my pussy and the crack of my ass. Looking in the mirror, it seemed like it had been reduced to a thin, pink string.

The doorbell rang, and we made our way downstairs to meet with Trisha’s friend. On the last step, I lost my balance a little – my centers of gravity were totally out of whack. I managed to grab the rail to steady myself, but the swift motion caused my butt to snap forward. I could feel the thong digging itself even deeper into my flesh and then – just as Trisha was opening the door – the poor garment nosily rent itself in two.

I wanted to turn and run back upstairs, but I knew there wasn’t enough time to head up there before I was seen. I couldn’t imagine walking back upstairs while Trisha’s friend walked in, my bare bottom jiggling all the way up. Instead, I just sat down in the middle of the staircase, my head in my hands.

Trisha’s friend – a petite, mousy haired girl with a prominent nose piercing and colorful tattoo sleeves – stepped inside, and Trisha bounded up the stairs after me. Seeing her body bounce as she came towards me lifted my spirits a little. Placing her hand on my knee, she asked me what was wrong.

“I’m getting too fat,” I fretted. “I broke your thong just coming down the stairs!”

“No need to worry about that,” she said. “And don’t feel shy about being naked in front of my friend. That’s what she’s here for.”

“Is she a photographer?” I asked.

“No, a tattoo artist,” she said.

“You’re getting a tattoo?” 

“No, silly, you are,” Trisha said as she grabbed my hand. “Come on down, it won’t hurt.”

I followed her, and Trisha led me to the giant cushion on which so many life changing experiences had occurred. “Lie face down,” she said, and I didn’t hesitate.

I heard the distinctive buzzing sound of the electric tattoo needle being activated. I tried to look around over my shoulder at what the artist was doing, but I couldn’t see. A few moments later, I felt a stabbing pain on my left butt cheek.

“It’s ok,” Trisha said, walking around the cushion to face me as I yelped. “You’re a very brave girl. I’m proud of you.” My lips were still trembling, and Trisha calmed them with a delicate kiss. We’d kissed every day for months, but the feeling never lost its magic. I lost track of time as we gently made out, and before I knew it, the needle had stopped.

“What’s the tattoo?” I asked, as our lips parted.

“Why don’t you see for yourself?” she asked, bringing out a mirror from her purse. 

My enormous, bloated left butt cheek now had two words written on them in ornate cursive: “Trisha’s Girl.”

I certainly was.

Chapter Eight

“Rise and shine, sleepyhead,” came Trisha’s honeyed voice in my ear. “We’ve got a visitor.” 

“Don’t tell me I’m due for another tattoo already. My ass is killing me,” I said, moaning a little and rubbing the tender, bandaged spot where the ink was healing.

“No, no, don’t worry. No more tattoos. At least, not for a while,” Trisha said, giggling a little. “I’ve brought a doctor to see you.”

“A doctor?” I said, pulling myself out of bed and trying to get presentable. “Is something wrong with me?”

“No, no, of course not, I just want to make sure our baby is healthy” Trisha said, playfully messing with my hair as I tried to brush it.

“Cut it out,” I said, playfully swatting her hand away.

“I like it when your hair is messy. It’s like we were just rolling around in bed together,” Trisha said. I gave up trying to comb it, put on a loose fitting T shirt and sweatpants, and headed downstairs.

The doctor was a dead ringer for Trisha – same hair, same gorgeous tits. She wore a lab coat a few sizes to small to accentuate them, too. 

“This is my cousin, Lilly Mae. Lilly Mae, meet the love of my life,” Trisha said. No wonder there was such a resemblance, I thought. 

“Charmed,” Lilly Mae said, and asked me to pull up my shirt. Before long, she was slathering my bulging belly in jelly, and then pressing a metal tong against me. “Look at the laptop,” she said to Trisha. 

“Aww….” Trisha cooed. “So cute…”

“Let me see!” I cried, but Trisha shut the screen. 

“Now that we know everything’s fine in the baby making department, we can move on to the real reason why I asked you here,” Trisha said. 

“And that would be?” Lilly Mae asked.

“Just look at my darling, she’s practically wasting away,” Trisha said, clutching my ample curves.

“I am?” I said. “I thought I was gaining weight.”

“Well, maybe a little, but not nearly enough. You’re pregnant, you’re supposed to gain weight! Lilly Mae, she’s got such a fast metabolism that she’s only 42-44-50!” 

“And only a DD cup,” Lilly Mae added, grasping my chest. “Hmm…you’d like her to gain more then, is that right?” the doctor added, reaching into her leather purse. “Have her take two of these pills, and within three weeks, I bet you’ll see an improvement.” I didn’t say anything, but I was curious why she happened to have weight gain pills on hand.

“Three weeks? Lilly Mae, I am not a patient woman,” Trisha said. “We need something that will work now.” 

“Well, I do have this new serum,” she said, pulling out a long syringe. “It will just about kill her metabolism, plus increase hunger pangs.”

“Perfect,” Trisha said. The needle looked scary, and the description of the serum was a little intimidating, but I’d do anything to look pretty for Trisha.

“Bend over, darling,” Trisha said, and I complied. I expected a pat on the ass, but instead, I felt a sharp, stabbing pain in my right butt cheek.

“Ow!” I cried out.

“Sorry, darling, but it’s gotta be administered there,” Lilly Mae explained. “At least, it’s gotta be when Trisha insists on it.”

The doctor packed up her supplies, and headed out the door. Trisha began to follow her.

“You’re leaving?” I asked.

“I’ll be back in a bit, just going on a donut run for you, babe,” she said. 

~

Waiting for Trisha felt like torture. That shot starting kicking in fast, and I was nearly doubled over with hunger in no time. The pain was so bad that I couldn’t even get up and fix a snack. I just lay down on the big cushion in the main room, clutching my big pregnant gut as it emitted a symphony of gurgles. The ceiling started to spin when I mercifully heard the door swing open.

“Trisha!” I exhaled, as her blurry outline made its way towards me. “Feed me…” I said meekly.

“As I’ve said before, your wish is my command,” Trisha said, tussling my hair. “You’re so cute when you’re lying down like that,” she said. “So helpless…”

“Don’t tease me,” I said. “Just feed me,” I begged.

“Ah, yes, can’t wait to be fattened up?” Trisha said. “Don’t worry, I’ve got a whole bunch of goodies for you,” she added, holding up a plastic bag and a huge pink box.

Trisha hopped up on the cushion, and opened the box, and pulled out a long cinnamon twist. She leaned over me, extending her arm towards my gaping mouth. I’ll be honest, I couldn’t say which was a sweeter view: Trisha’s sweet bod, or the sight of sweets headed towards my mouth. I’d never been so hungry in my life.

I chewed eagerly, the fried and sugar-coated treat tasting magnificently. As fast I was able to scarf it down, though, Trisha was pushing it down my throat even faster. The sexual symbolism of me nearly gagging as Trisha forced the phallic-shaped thing into my mouth wasn’t lost on me, and I could feel myself getting a little wet.

“Looks tasty,” Trisha said. My mouth was full, so all I could do was nod in agreement. “I want some,” she said, and then invaded my maw with a kiss. I could feel her stealing some of the food, and our tongues battled it out for what was left. It was certainly the hungriest kiss I’d ever experienced.

“I’m gonna make something fancy for you now,” Trisha said, when our lips parted. She opened up the box and pulled out a chocolate donut with sprinkles. Seemed ordinary enough, I thought. Then, she pulled out a huge jar of chocolate sauce from the plastic bag. With some effort, she opened it, causing her huge breasts to slosh pleasantly. Then, Trisha dipped the chocolate donut into the cause, obliterating any trace of the sprinkles. 

I thought she was done, but then she pulled out a bag of sprinkles! She carefully rested the dipped donut on the lid from the sauce, and then pulled apart the big bag. Then, she dragged the donut through the sprinkles, coating it for a second time.

“Double chocolate, double sprinkles donut,” Trisha announced proudly. “My own invention.”

Trisha slowly extended her arm towards me, and then, without any warning, leapt the rest of the way. The donut was sweet and crunchy tasting, and soon Trisha was hard at work dunking and dipping more of the donuts into the sauce and sprinkles. She worked so quickly that bits of sauce and sugar began to fly everywhere. 

After my fifth or sixth donut, my gut was beginning to get full, but thanks to Trisha’s encouragement, I kept on eating anyway. Her tongue was in my ear, and she alternated between licking it and murmuring words of praise. “Good girl, eat it all,” she said, “grow nice and big for me,” she added, massaging my engorged belly. When the box was finished, I started lapping at Trisha’s exposed skin, eager to lick up every last errant sprinkle or smear of sauce.

Trisha had her hands on my massive rear, massaging it gently as I buried my face between her breasts to look for sprinkles, like a pig rooting for truffles. When there were no more to find, I pulled down her frilly bra and locked my lips around her puffy nipple, and suckled as much of her sweet milk as I could. Trisha jiggled and played with my butt with one hand, and rubbed between my legs with another. Having an orgasm only made me suckle with more force, and I drained every drop from both her huge boobs before I drifted off to sleep on top of them.

Chapter Nine

Three Weeks Later

I woke up to find Trisha staring down at me, a lusty glint in her sparkling eyes. 

“You’ve made amazing progress in such a short time,” Trisha said. “I can’t wait ‘till Lilly Mae gets here, and can she what she helped make.”

“She’s coming back?” I said, yawning a little. “Maybe she can stay for breakfast.”

“You’re so cute, I love how you’re thinking about food so often,” Trisha said, pinching a handful of flab on the side of my stomach. 

Trisha’s cousin arrived a few minutes later, and Trisha’s hands were shaking with anticipation when she brought out the measuring tape. 

“Let’s see…” she said. “44 bust, and you’re now an E cup!” the doctor said. “Congratulations. You’ll be lactating soon, you know. That ought to be good for at least another cup size.” 

“That’s going to be one well-fed baby between the two of us,” Trisha said.

“48 waist,” Lilly Mae noted. “Wow – four inches in three weeks!” she said, her grin beginning to resemble Trisha’s.

“Now, for the pride and glory…” Trisha said, slapping my ass.

“55 inches!” Lilly Mae said. “Even with the baby, the butt is growing even faster than the belly…”

“Whatever you cooked up certainly is doing the trick,” Trisha said. “You should see her in action.”

“Oh, may I?” Lilly Mae gushed. 

“Of course!” Trisha said. She turned to me and said. “Go on, underwear off,” she said.

After being seen by untold Trisha fans on pay per view, it was hard to feel shy. I took of my undies – new ones, as Trisha had to keep ordering new sizes to keep up with my growing derriere. She then brought us over to the breakfast table, and placed a banana cream pie on it. 

“I need a fork,” I protested.

“No you don’t,” Trisha corrected me. “Just bend over and eat it with your face.”

I did as I was told, making sure to wiggle my rear for my audience as I greedily lapped up the rich contents of the pie. I cast a glance behind my back once, and saw Lilly Mae’s hand in her pants. Meanwhile, Trisha was busy takes pictures. I beamed with pride, and then resumed eating.

“You know, this gives me an idea…” Trisha began, and started whispering to her cousin. “When she’s big enough, of course,” was the only phrase I could make out clearly.

~

Three Months Later

“Doctor, doctor!” Trisha shrieked. “You have to help me, I don’t know what else to do with her!”

“Calm down,” Lilly Mae said. “What, exactly, is the problem?”

“She’s out of control, she’s an eating machine. And just look how big she’s become!” 

“Hmm…” Lilly Mae said, gazing down at me. I was hard at work gorging myself on a package of raw hot dogs. “She is pregnant, correct? Perhaps it is just pregnancy cravings.”

“Measure her! You’ll see what I mean, she’s grown huge!”

Trisha and her cousin tried to roll me over to get a good measurement as I slurped up the last of the hot dogs from the plastic package. Trisha lost her footing, landing on top of me, face first on my huge breasts.

I pulled off my blouse, making sure to wriggle my body a little for the camera as I did so, and Trisha and Lilly Mae measured me. “48 inches, F cup. Almost a G, she’ll probably get there when she gives birth. Quite an increase, indeed.” As Trisha pulled the measuring tape tighter, I could feel a little bit of milk leaking out of my boobs. It had started happening a lot lately, though I didn’t mind. 

“55 waist,” Lilly Mae said. “I’m hoping most of that is fat. Or else you’re going to have one big baby,” she said, giggling a little.

“That’s nothing, you should see her butt!” Trisha said. 

“60 inches,” she said, nearly running out of measuring tape. “That is something.” It truly was. My ass was now so wide it and so soft that it quivered at the slightest touch, and nearly got stuck in narrow door frames. “Have you tried aversion therapy?”

“What’s that?” Trisha asked. Her expression of feigned ignorance was so cute, I thought.

“A punishment, to help coerce her into the desired behavior. For example, you could administer a light spanking if you catch her overeating,” Lilly Mae suggested.

“Hmm, let’s test that idea,” Trisha said, heading to the kitchen, and returning a moment later with a colossal silver bowl brimming with chocolate pudding. “I’m going to place this pudding near your mouth, but no eating. If you eat, you get a spanking, got it?”

I wasted no time pressing my face into the pudding bowl and slurping it up noisily.

“You brought this on yourself,” Trisha said, swatting my butt playfully. The corpulent flesh jiggled, but I didn’t slow down.

“Try removing her underwear, so you have skin to skin contact,” Lilly Mae suggested.

“Great idea!” Trisha said, pulling down my huge underwear and swatting my butt harder. I moaned a little, but kept eating.

“She’s got so much padding, I don’t think your hand is going to cut it,” Lilly Mae said. “Perhaps this wooden paddle?” 

“Thanks! Glad you just happen to have one of those on hand,” Trisha said, and gave me a firm whap.

This time, I let out a genuine cry of pain. I stopped for a moment, and Trisha didn’t hit me again.

“Finally learned your lesson?” Trisha asked. I shook my head, and resumed eating from trough-like silver bowl. “Alright, you asked for it!”

She continued to paddle my butt, harder and harder each time. I kept eating – not because I was hungry, and not because the cameras were rolling. It was because I wanted the spanking to continue.

“You want more of this?” she said, putting both arms into it.

“Yes! Yes!” I cried, whimpering through my bites.

“Careful, you don’t want to tear the skin,” Lilly Mae warned, and Trisha stopped.

“Oh, my baby!” Trisha said, examining my rump. “Little red marks…I was too hard on you.”

“More, more!” I cried out, miserable that my masochistic bliss had ceased.

“You want more pudding?” Trisha said. “I’ll get you all the pudding you want.

“Perhaps you should rub some massage oil to ease the swelling,” Lilly Mae suggested.

“Great Idea!” Trisha said, and soon I was in heaven as my doughy flesh was kneaded with warm, slippery, goodness. “You know, now that you’re all oiled up, I think it’s time for your booty to get another beating.” 

This time, though, it wasn’t with the paddle. I turned around and saw her putting on a strap on, the biggest one I’d ever seen. She used her finger to swirl some of the oil into my butt whole, then slowly slid herself inside me. I resumed eating the pudding as she rammed my ass, so hard I felt I might split in two. I lost track how many orgasms I had before passing out and resting my head in the last faceful of the pudding.   

Epilogue

Shortly before the release of the latest video, I went into labor. Lilly Mae ended up assisting in the home birth. And I was in for a surprise – I was the mother of not one, but two beautiful baby girls. I don’t know how it’s possible, but both of them look just like Trisha!

I can’t even imagine a better happily ever after.

~~~

If you enjoyed this story, then check out my site, My Transformations, where you can read more of my work and find out about new projects. Also, consider reading the following stories…

The Transformation Mall (Various, Including Weight Gain and Gender Change)

The first ever crowdfunded transformation ebook, The Transformation Mall contains 11 vignettes and short stories, brimming with all manner of transformations as fantasy meets reality. Visit a fattening sandwich shop, a gym with a "Role Reversal" special, a clothing store with a gender-swap and weight gain surprise, a comic book store that turns cheerleaders into fat lesbian nerds, and much, much more. Most of the stories contain weight gain.

PunkerBell (Punk/Goth, Weight Gain, Lesbian, Various)  
Marion Falls is a conservative small town, where everyone is the same - at least, until PunkerBell grants the wish of a frustrated teenager named Cynthia, who just wanted to have a smoke without her mom nagging her. This is a lighthearted, transformation-description heavy story. It contains lots of body type changes, personality changes, sexuality changes, and more.

From Nathan to Nanako: Changed into a Cheerleader (Gender Change, Race Change, Lesbian)

Nathan's an awkward, gentle giant: a big, shy, oaf of a man who crushes hard on the head cheerleader at his school, Daniella. Nathan tries out for the football team to impress her, but even though he doesn't make the cut, he manages to get invited to one of Daniella's famous parties. Little does he suspect that it's a party for two, and Daniella is bent on satisfying her gender-bending, exotic tastes... 
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