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“Gawd, can you believe she’s still farting? How much did you eat to get this gassy? Tsk tsk, isn’t that rude?” laughed one, nuzzling his face between her plumping cheeks to get an up-close whiff of her rumbling flatulence. Another waiter pushed him out of the way and Caitlin soon realized that they were lining up to literally huff her farts. She couldn’t take it, this was all so embarrassing! How could she have put herself in this position?! She should have known better… she never should have come here, she never should have eaten all that pie… but now there was nothing to do except see this adventure through to the end. She only hoped that all the waiters and waitresses might have mercy on her! Even worse, the feeling of all those hands rubbing her backside, faces pressing into her crack… she was so horny now that she was certain she was going to pass out if she didn’t cum soon! She was too round, too huge to do anything – she couldn’t reach her pussy by a mile! Gawd, if only these waiters would rub her down there, maybe she could at least cum before she burst! But she didn’t dare ask. She knew they would just laugh and tease her even more if they knew what a horny gasbag she was turning into!

Eager hands shoved her again, and Caitlin went tumbling across the room again, rolling like a ball, until a second group of waiters at the opposite end of the dining room caught her. Her head was spinning! Caitlin was too dizzy and disoriented from her most recent trip to really pay attention as the waiters rolled her over onto her back. But then, before she knew it, they were offering her yet more pie. She didn’t have the presence of mind to worry anymore. What difference did it make how much pie she ate, when she was already the size of a small moon? She opened her mouth without question and accepted everything that they put in her, chomping and smacking and dribbling sticky blue pie filling down her cheeks. Her body creaked and groaned as she began to swell again – her moon-sized sphere of a body was rapidly going to approach planet size if these new slices of pie accelerated her growth at the same pace as the previous ones! How big could she get? She had a sudden vivid mental image of herself as the biggest, ripest blueberry possible, a blue orb as big as the earth—no! As big as Jupiter, as big as the sun, as big as the universe! What were the limits? Would she get so big that eventually when she finally detonated it would literally be like the big bang, the start of a whole new cosmos? 

People were gathered around Caitlin’s face, plying her with yet more pie, as if they couldn’t tell the exquisite danger that this overbloated cutie was in—she couldn’t possibly hold even a single ounce more of juice in her gargantuanly, grotesquely bloated form! But the pie kept coming. Caitlin didn’t even blink as she heard a waiter unzip his fly and suddenly she saw a big, hard dick pop into her vision and heard an amused, horny chuckle from its owner. “This big blueberry slut sure likes having stuff put in her mouth! Let’s see if she’ll really eat anything!”

Caitlin licked her lips. She wasn’t picky at all! She was so absurdly horny that she couldn’t resist and she took the dick in her mouth, running her tongue over the head and down the shaft, and started to slurp slurp slurp, cooing in the back of her throat as she felt the dick swell to full turgidity under her expert pillowy dick-sucking lips.

The buttons on Caitlin's outfit grew tighter and tighter, gaps forming between then and growing wider and wider until the golden button at the very summit of her impossibly vast midsection couldn’t take the pressure anymore. It shot off with a loud ping, ricocheting against the ceiling. The remaining gaps continued to grow, the rest of her buttons quivering and shivering under the strain as they struggled to hold her blimping form in check. It was no use, they were on borrowed time because Caitlin was just growing bigger and rounder and wider and tighter every second! Bang! A second button burst. Bang! Bang! Bang! One by one, the remaining buttons flew from their moorings in rapid succession. Her pants split wide open with a jagged tearing sound, exposing her overinflated crotch in her overstretched panties. The shock of her bursting clothes startled Caitlin so much that she let loose another volcanic eruption of flatulence, letting the waiters laugh again at her lack of control.

“Gawd, that’s so incredibly rude! How unladylike! But then, she’s not a lady at all anymore, is she?  She’s nothing but a big bloated blueberry!” The waiters laughed again. She could feel waiters touching her all over, leaning in close to sniff at her violently gassy ass. “She reeks! All that pie must really be wrecking havoc on her digestion, because these farts are absolutely rank! Damn, I don’t know how she can bear to show her face after this!”

Caitlin whimpered, so incredibly ashamed of her predicament but too horny to say anything.  Her clothes ripped and tore around her, bursting into shreds as she ballooned to sizes previously thought unimaginable, and leaving her in nothing but her underwear. It was hard to imagine that her blue-stained bra and panties had managed to survive longer than her clothes, especially considering that her bra straps cut deeply into her shoulders as her breasts swelled upon her chest like two hot air balloons.

She was a helpless plaything for all these horny waiters now, but, Gawd, the truth was that Caitlin loved it! Every moment was ecstasy and she was so out of her mind with bliss that it was almost agony to be teased so! Some waiters played around with her face and intimately inspected her eyes, mouth, and chubby cheeks. 

“You think this girl is a big fart slut? I’ll be the judge of that! Step aside, boys!” The waiters laughed as a curvy waitress sauntered forward, her wide hips and perky bottom perfectly showcased in her snug overalls, and, with a mischievous glint in her eye, plopped her thick rear right onto Caitlin’s face. Caitlin was so surprised that she couldn’t say anything, even if she didn’t have her face smothered into this woman’s ass crack! The waitress grunted with exertion and suddenly let loose, blasting a fart right into her face!  Caitlin couldn’t help herself. She inhaled deeply, taking it all into her; she was naturally submissive and this extra display of dominance was super hot! Gawd, it was almost intoxicating. 

“Thank you,” mumbled Caitlin, her eyes vacant and dreamy with lust. 

“Ha ha! She said ‘thank you!’ I farted in her face and she liked it! What an absolute horny little… er, big slut!”

The growth continued unabated and she could feel her expanding blue breasts pressing against the cups of her bra harder and harder, the hooks unwinding, the stitches tearing and then finally – fwoomp!! Her brassiere ruptured with a snap and flew off of her, her massive mammaries bouncing free and spraying blueberry juice from her nipples. Moments later, the seams in her knickers finally gave up the ghost and Caitlin was left absolutely bare! She didn’t think that this whole situation could get any more embarrassing, but her face went warm as she fell to new depths of degradation, the crowd laughing even harder at this new shame.

Now she felt waiters climbing onto her body again and once again she was rolled back and forth across the floor. Her sunken feet wiggled and her hands flapped in excitement as felt waiters walking all over her breasts, belly, pussy, and ass. She gasped as she felt them jump up and down on her belly as if it was a trampoline, forcing additional farts to blow from her ass every time that they landed. 

“I can’t believe how huge she’s gotten!” whispered one of the other customers, who was watching with rapt attention. “And she just keeps farting! You would think that she’s entirely filled with gas instead of juice!”

“And can you believe it? She’s still eating! And I swear I saw her sucking one of the waiters’ dicks! She really is a huge slut! Gawd, wish that was me, though. I’d love to stick my dick in that blueberry!”

“Hmmm, same! I’d fuck her so hard!”

Suddenly, a familiar voice cut through the chatter of the assembled crowd.

“Ma’am? Ma’am?”

Caitlin looked up, eyes bleary, and saw the smiling face of the maître d.

“Ma’am? Are you listening? I’m sorry to tell you, it looks like you really blew it… ha ha, or perhaps I should say ‘you really BLUE it!’ It looks like you won’t be getting the full all-expenses paid trip to the Wonka factory!”

“Huh? What? What did I do?” Caitlien struggled to understand. What did she do wrong? She had let the waiters do anything that they wanted to her, playing along with everything even as they humiliated and degraded her to new depths of depravity! Whether she was sucking dick or letting them fart in her face, nothing was too low! But now she’d lost the big prize?! What gives??

“But don’t worry! You won’t be leaving empty handed. As a consolation prize, you’ll be receiving a free endless supply of blueberry pie! Isn’t that great? I can tell how much you love our blueberry pie!”

Caitlin moaned as her body pulsed with extreme fullness, her taut skin billowing over an cean of blueberry juice barely held in check.

“And, even better, you’ll be publicly used as an enormous blueberry fuck blimp for the rest of your life! I can tell that you like that even more!”


“No… no…” said Caitlin softly, but her body betrayed her. Her fat pussy was ridiculously wet between her now useless feet, dripping wet with blueberry juice.

The maître d clapped her hands to attract the crowd’s attention.

“Good news, ladies and gentlemen! You’ve all enjoyed this fine show that Caitlin’s put on for us, now we invite you to participate! Caitlin here is just starting her new role as a public fuck blimp and I’m sure she’d be ever so grateful if you all could come and help break her in! We have to get you used to your new position, don’t we, Caitlin? And all these nice people are so eager to help out!” She shouted to the crows: “Come one down and give Caitlin a good squeeze.. or a fuck! Whatever you want! Nothing is off limits!”

Caitlin could sense even more people gather around her, touching and rubbing her enormous blueberry body. She broke out into a sweat, suddenly realizing the utter helplessness of her position. What were these people going to do to her? She was powerless to stop them! She bit her lip in a combination of dread and excitement. The idea that dozens of people were about to have their way with her and there was absolutely nothing that she could do to stop them! It made her tingle even more between the thighs!

Dozens of people were coming forward, climbing up onto her and sitting on her large round belly, playing with her huge ballooned breasts, laughing as they played with her nipples until they sprayed juice. She could feel someone rubbing her pussy and playing with her swollen vagina, the pleasure building until she had to whimper and sigh. Other people were pressing their faces into her ass and huffing the constant stream of methane, coming out of her in bigger and louder bursts. Men lined up with their cocks out and Caitlin took every one, sucking with all her heart until they blasted their cum down her throat. She slurped it up like the slutty glutton she was and opened her mouth for more. Between the men, women would up to her, shoving their pussies in her face for her to eat out or else just straddling her and ripping farts on her face. In minutes, Caitlin was a sticky mess, her jaw and tongue aching from all the work, but she was eager for more. Every insult, every jab, every degradation just made her all the hungrier for more!

“Hungry for more, ma’am?” said the maître d with a sly chuckle. She clapped her hands again – two brisk, efficient, business-like claps, one, two. A simple gesture but one that filled Caitlin with a deep and unknowable terror, a fear deeper than anything she had ever known in her life before! What terrible series of events was she setting into motion with that deceptively simple little move?  Caitline shuddered – her entire overfilled body bubbled and sloshed – to think! But she didn’t have to wonder for long, because almost immediately the kitchen doors swung open and a veritable parade of waiters and waitresses, all still dressed in identical Oompa Loompa uniforms, came marching out, each one carrying a platter loaded with yet more blueberry pie. No, no, no! There was no way! They had to be joking! A single pie had ballooned her up to the size of a Volkswagen, the additional pies had blown her up to the size of a house… and here was an infinite supply of yet more pie? There was no way that this whole affair wasn’t going to end with an enormous bang… and yet Caitlin found herself opening her mouth and silently begging for pie despite herself.

And, oh God, did she get pie!

The pie was coming so fast and furious that Caitlin could barely keep up – each waiter rushed past, dumping whole pies into her mouth. She was a sloppy eater by necessity now, blueberry filling staining her chubby cheeks and double chin, crumbs spilling from her mouth. She chewed and swallowed, chewed and swallowed, gulping it down as fast as she could humanly manage.  She dared to sneak a peek at the kitchen door as she ate and almost moaned out loud in despair as she saw that there were still dozens of waiters lining up with yet more pie!

“She’s too slow! We gotta find a way to pump up this bluberry bitch even faster!”

Caitlin yelped through a mouthful of sickly sweet pie as she felt dozens of hands probing her flanks, slapping her sides, deftly cleaving her cheeks – and then she felt hands something hot and wet and gooey squishing up against her pussy and into her and filling her up and up and up! They were filling her up with pie at both ends, she thought with sudden terror! They were shoving pie up her ass too – and it was a constant battle between the flatulence desperate to escape and the waiters desperate to fill her up even more. Her farts were sputtery and juicy, spraying a miasma of aerated blueberry juice, but they didn’t stop.

It's too much! Too much! thought Caitlin, but her mouth was too full to do anything but murmur. She was bombarded by sensation. Too many hands were groping her, too much pie barreling down her throat! People were humping her – she could feel erect dicks rubbing against her belly and wet pussies sliding over her sides. People were losing all inhibition, drawn by the incredible attraction of this monstrous blueberry sphere in their midst, still growing, still swelling, the subtle glug glug glug of unfolding juice still barely audible over the cacophony of the impromptu orgy.

Please… I’m so tight… don’t puncture me… I’ll pop… Caitlin’s mind was racing. She was so tight, overpumped and overstuffed to the point that she was as fragile as a soap bubble and she feared that an overeager lover might thrust too hard and poke his erect cock right through her – and what would happen then?  She could feel herself ballooning as they piled pie into her, her naked blue body becoming impossibly huge and round, bloating to fill the entire room, she could feel herself touch the ceiling, the walls, there was no way that she was this big, it just wasn’t possible… and yet… and yet she kept growing! She was certain that at any moment she was going to outgrow this building –either she would burst through the walls and cause the whole structure to collapse so that she could keep blowing up bigger and bigger or else the pressure of the walls squeezing against her really would be enough to make her rupture. Tables and chairs flipped as her body expanded, covering the floor of the restaurant and pushing people out of the way. People were climbing her sides and jumping on top of her, even though her rapidly tightening body no longer had the given necessary for effective bouncing. People were shouting and yelling as she grew, she could feel people falling under her, crushed by the inexorable tidal wave of her blue flesh as she filled up everything… she was going to fill up the whole building, then the city, the country, the world… she was going to grow until she filled the entire universe with her bulk, until the very bounds of reality weren’t enough to contain her blueberrific majesty and even then she wasn’t going to stop! More, more, more! She wanted more, she needed more! Her ass and pussy were filled with pipe, her face was filled with pie, her eyes were rolling back in her head from an excess of pleasure and all she could do was keep eating! She didn’t care how big she got, she didn’t care if she got so infinitely vast that everyone in the world could see her. She imagined what that would look like – an entire world of people, all pointing and laughing and joking about the gigantic blueberry girl billowing on the horizon! Everyone was going to make fun of her so bad and there was nothing she could do about it! Her humiliation wouldn’t just be confined to this restaurant and the lucky few diners who happened to be here tonight to witness her blueberrification! Everyone that she knew was going to know that she was nothing but a flatulent juice blimp!

She felt like she was going to pass out from the intense pleasure of that fantasy!

“Watch out, people, this juicy gal’s getting a little too juicy! The room’s not gonna be able to contain her much longer!” cried the maître d. 

“Not much… longer… gonna… gonna…” gasped Caitlin, carely able to form words with her pumped up pillow lips, her head sunk deep into a divot as her body welled up around her face. She was sinking deeper and deeper into her own body and pretty soon she was going to smother herself if this kept up! She felt her sides connect with the walls and her massive fat ass push against the ceiling. The moment that she had both dreaded and anticipated was finally happening! She was literally outgrowing the building. She tensed, waiting the moment when she would know – was she destined for eternal growth or was this it? Her body creaked and groaned, the sound of stretching skin barely audible over the sloshing of an infinite supply of blueberry juice inside her. The orgy was slowly coming to an end as the horniest diners found themselves smothered under her spreading body or pushed up against the walls, the air crushed from their lungs.  A low rumble ran through the building and Caitlin wondered whether it was the building’s structure… or was it coming from her?

Again she heard another loud creaking sound, followed by a low rumble sound as the pressure continued to build and build. Suddenly, the vibe in the room shifted – all the ecstatic people, waiters and waitresses and diners, once so eager to touch her and feed her and be close to her, seemed to suddenly realize just how dangerously huge and tight she was. She was cosmically huge at this point, so gargantuan that you could barely parse her to look at her: if you tried, all you would see was an endless wall of blue. 

“That’s too much!” cried the maître d. “She’s starting to shudder! She can’t hold all that juice! She’s gonna blow!” 

Caitlin wanted to shout, wanted to yell, wanted to say something, anything, but her mouth was still too full of pie, her cheeks bulging. She dimly wondered if it was worth swallowing this last mouthful. Surely she was going to burst no matter what she did at this point, she could feel herself coming apart under the strain and was certain at any moment she was going to detonate like a nuclear bomb, letting loose a tsunami of juice.  What the hell, she thought. Caitlin swallowed, gulping the last mouthful into her unfathomably overstuffed belly. It was worth it! She cooed to herself, reveling in the sensation of being filled to the absolute limit, pas the limit. Simultanouesly, she let loose the biggest, longest, loudedst fart ever produced – a hurricane of reeking methane, the sound reverberating through the rafters and only dampened slightly by the fact that her bulbous ass was pressed so snugly against the ceiling. Juice exploded from her tits like two fire hoses turned to full blast and sprayed from her pussy.  Caitlin moaned, a moan of sexual release that turned to a scream as the mother of all orgasms finally – finally!!! – crashed over her body, sending her into paroxysms of pleasure. Her body, bloated to the point that movement was absolutely impossible, could barely wiggle in response to the mind-blowing sensations flowing through every inch of Caitlin’s monstrously overstretched skin and then… KABOOM!!!

Caitlin gasped, sitting bolt upright in bed.  It took a moment for her to remember where she was, as her eyes adjusted to the gloom. She was home, in her bed.  The poor girl sighed, her chest heaving with the intensity of the dream. What a nightmare! Or was it?  She shifted in bed, pulling the sheets away and noticing that her mattress was soaked. She could feel the squishiness between her legs, knowing that her panties were soaked with her own arousal.  There was a suspiciously dank smell in the room that Caitlin quickly recognized, to her own chagrin, as her own flatulence. As she pushed herself out of bed, her belly gurgled and another fart quietly squeaked out of her bottom.

“Oof, I guess I gotta watch what I eat before bed,” muttered Caitlin, waving her hand in front of her face to dissipate the foul smell. Her cheeks were warm despite the fact that no one was here to see her in this disgraceful state! The reality was that Caitlin’s dream disturbed her, in the way that dreams only can when they force one to confront oneself. For too long, Caitlin had struggled to deny the truth of her kink, that she loved being humiliated in public, that she loved the feeling of gas roiling around in her guts, and she mostly loved when people mocked her for her oh-so-unladylike farts. She hardly dared admit the truth of that to herself. But this dream? Well, it seemed like her subconscious had something it wanted to tell her! 

Regardless, she couldn’t just sit around and wonder about her repressed kinks all day. She had to get the day started! She pulled on a bathrobe and padded down to the kitchen, ready to start the day. As the coffee bubbled in the coffeemaker, she scooped up the morning mail on the floor by the mail slot and started to sort through it. Her eyes bugged out of her head and she nearly dropped the letters when suddenly she recognized a peculiar gold-colored piece of paper among the junk mail. No way! There was just no way this could be real! But there it was, plain as day, in her hand. It was an ad for a new Wonka themed restaurant that had just opened up; the golden ticket was a coupon for a free meal! Caitlin stared at it in shock for several minutes.

There was just no way. It couldn’t be real.

Then again…

Maybe her subconscious WAS telling her something.

She smiled to herself and went to the closet to get dressed. She had a certain outfit that she only wore on special occasions, when she was in the mood, when she could freely indulge herself in her secret vices without anyone knowing. But maybe it was time for people to know. After all, it was just the perfect outfit to wear to a free meal at a Wonka-themed restaurant.

Oh yeah, this was going to be fun!
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