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People used to wonder what it was that John saw in Helen. He had everything to offer and surely he could have had any woman. A successful salesman and former high school football player, the jovial and likable John was stood at six foot two, his biceps and chest still bulging and firm from his days as a student athlete. But the first day that he saw Helen, he knew he had to possess her. He was out with the guys, celebrating the close of a successful deal and another great day of business, hanging out at the bar, when he spied her walk through the doors. She was a cute little short stack, long red hair pulled back into a flowing pony tail, beautiful hazel eyes, freckles splashed across her chubby cheeks, and a thick rolling waddle because, goddamn, did that little mama fill out her yoga pants to the absolute limit! Even from the front, John could see her monster bubble butt wobbling from side to side as she moved and he was dying to check her out from behind. When he got his first glimpse of that delectable derriere, he was not disappointed. Her billowing buns arched out a good two feet behind her, two perfect lobes of quivering booty flesh that stretched the stitches of her gray cotton-blend stretch pants so that the rear seam perfectly bisected that perfect posterior. He was in love.

The thing about an alpha male like John was that he always got what he wanted, so it was no surprise that he had no trouble wooing this delicious little snack of a booty queen. It was a whirlwind romance and the two lovebirds were married before you knew it. Helen couldn’t believe her good fortune. She was well aware that she wasn’t a traditional beauty. She was far from the leggy, willowy waif that most men preferred. She had spent years trying to mold her body into something it wasn’t with diet and exercise, but the results were always the same. Her fat ass just refused to shrink! If anything, it just kept growing. By the time that she met John, at the ripe old maid age of 25, she had resigned herself to the idea that she would probably be an old maid. Who could ever want a woman shaped like an overripe bijou pear?

It took her a while to accept that John not only accepted her shape, he actually liked it! She was determined that she wasn’t going to lose her man once she snagged him, so she set to work on a strict exercise routine the moment that the couple returned from their honeymoon.

“What the heck are you doing, baby?” asked John when he caught her doing jumping jacks in front of the mirror. His eyes instantly went to her protruding bubble butt, still as round and plump as ever encased in spandex exercise shorts that were rapidly disappearing up her deep crack with every jump.

“I’m just trying to stay in shape and lose some of this poundage!” huffed Helen, still jumping. “I gotta get trim for my man!”

“Baby, why are you doing that? You know I like you just how you are! If I didn’t, I wouldn’t have married you! Don’t you ever lose a single pound! I love every delicious inch of my little booty babe.”

“You don’t mean that, John! You’re just being nice because you’re my husband.”

“I would never lie to you. C’mon, why wouldn’t I love all this good stuff? You’re my perfect pear!” he cooed, creeping up behind his wife and massaging her firm, spongy buns through her shorts. She closed her eyes and sighed. It felt so good to have her husband touch her like that, but she hardly dared hope that he was telling the truth!

“You really like my big butt? You really mean that?”

“Baby, I love it. But you know, it would be even better… if it was bigger.”

“Now I know that you’re pulling my leg! You can’t be serious! My butt’s already huge! I can barely even zip up any pants with this fat ass and forget about skirts – this shelf butt just sticks out too far, so everyone just gets a free glimpse of my underwear! And also… OMG, are you getting hard?” Helen laughed as she felt her husband’s erection poking into the soft flesh of her backside. 

“How can I help it when you talk all sexy like that?” he said, rubbing her padded shoulders.

“You really ARE telling the truth!” said Helen in amazement. “You really do want to see me with a bigger butt?”

Helen’s mind reeled with the possibilities. She couldn’t believe her luck! All her life she had struggled to lose inches from her rear, but now she was married to a man who wanted to see her bigger! This was great! Helen loved to eat (hence her thick curves), but she had always struggled with her waistline. John was pretty much giving her a blank check to finally indulge to her heart’s desire and his excitement would only grow more intense as her ass grew fatter and fatter. 

Poor John! He really had no idea that he was making a monster. But once unleashed, Helen’s hunger could not be contained.

***

At first, John was overjoyed to find that his chubby honey had give up her diet. No longer content to starve herself with paltry breakfasts of unflavored oatmeal and simple fruit, she chowed down on massive platters of sizzling bacon and scrambled eggs. For lunch, she gobbled gigantic hoagies, plates of sausages, double-stuffed pizzas. Her dinners included T-bone steaks, buttered mashed potatoes, oodles of fatty carbonara pasta… And, of course, she never skipped dessert, downing ice cream and pie and cookies by the dozen. There was no treat that she denied herself and John was only too happy to supply his growing wife with a constant stream of food. He nearly squealed in delight as he watched Helen’s waistline expand by the day, her new tummy bulging over the waistbands of her relaxed fit jeans, her fleshy fupa swelling by the day until she had to leave her pants unbuttoned, her breasts filling out her blouses with new insistence until her buttons gasped for release. She was turning into a bouncy little ball of blubber and John loved every moment of it. Helen barely seemed to notice her own growth, too deeply emersed in the pleasure of the feast. She never left the table until it was absolutely cleared, every plate licked clean, her belly so full and tight that she looked like a beach ball pumped to its utmost limit.

“If I keep eating like this, I might pop,” sighed Helen as John helped her to her feet after yet another belly-bursting meal, her chubby cheeks splattered with sauce and her head reeling with over-indulgence. “I might get so big that I just pop.”

“I don’t see you saying no, though,” chuckled John, putting her arm over his shoulder and helping her waddle to bed. Hmm. This was strange. John used to have to bend down to help his wife, but it seemed like she wasn’t nearly the short stack that she used to be. In fact, she was almost as tall as he was! He couldn’t understand it. Could her out-of-control eating be fueling a new growth spurt, so that his weighty wifey was growing taller as well as wider? He decided not to worry about it. As long as that backside was blossoming into the world’s thickest ghetto booty, John was in ass lover’s heaven!

Helen’s transformation continued. As expected, her greedy ass absorbed the lion’s share of the calories that she ate and Helen grew more and more pear-shaped, her butt as big and round as twin beach balls, her hips so wide that she could barely squeeze through doorways. Her rotund belly sagged in front of her, her bloated new breasts resting atop her gut like a display shelf. She was growing monstrously fat, so fat that she was outgrowing the house, so fat that she could only wear stretchy spandex and sweat suits without splitting seams, but her face still remained just as chubby as when they first met. In her portraits, you might be mistaken for thinking that the pudgy little woman hadn’t gained a pounds since her first meeting with John – but the reality was she was inflating into a real blimp!

But along with the extra pounds, Helen found that she really enjoyed John’s constant pampering. At first, she thought that she couldn’t possibly deserve such fine treatment. What had she done that she should have this stud at her beck and call, constantly plying her with all the delicious food that she always wanted?

“Oh, John, I couldn’t possibly eat all this! You treat me so well. You treat me TOO well!”

“Nothing’s too good for my honey. You just eat up and let me worry about the rest.”

Of course, Helen eventually came to accept the good treatment and understand that she did deserve it. In fact, it was her due. In fact, if you really thought about it, didn’t she deserve even more? Shouldn’t John be doing even more to make sure that his wife was happy?

The change was subtle at first, but once the idea lodged in her head it didn’t take long before shy sweet little Helen slowly started to change her attitude.

“C’mon, John, hurry up! I’m starving!” bellowed Helen at the dinner table, pounding her chubby fists against the table top so that the cutlery bounced. Only a few years into their marriage and Helen was huge – she needed two chairs to support her gargantuan ass, which still spilled over the sides, splitting the over-stretched fabric of her black yoga pants. John couldn’t help but feel weak in the knees looking at those pale bubbles of flesh bursting through her seams. But he was also running himself ragged trying to keep up with Helen’s demands! His wife only grew hungrier and hungrier as her weight sky-rocketed and she was so demanding now that John barely had a moment’s peace.  Every moment that he wasn’t at work, he was working to fulfill his wife’s constant demands for food – shopping and cooking and cleaning! And, boy, he was exhausted!

“I’m working as fast as I can, babe,” he said, ferrying a gigantic dish of lasagna to the table. Helen didn’t both to serve herself, instead eating directly from the serving tray like a pig gorging at the trough.

“Well, work faster! Gawd, I’m just wasting away! Look at me! I’m practically skin and bones!” Helen moaned, raising her fat-laden arms for emphasis. “You can’t expect me to carry on like this! John, you need to do more to keep your wife happy!”

John frowned, but truth be told… he was a little nervous to say anything! Helen was being completely ridiculous. She was obviously well-fed, more than well-fed, but she was only getting bossier and more demanding the more well-fed she became. Not to mention taller! She now towered a foot over John, so that on the rare occasions when they went out together people had a hard time believing that John used to be the big one. His chubby short stack was now a bossy bitch of an amazon and John was finding that a bossy bitch required a lot more work!

When they went out together with friends, John’s friends were shocked at the transformation. Helen was a gigantic blob of wobbling lard, her ponderous ass jiggling wildly with every plodding step, forcing the fraying waistband of her stretch pants to slide further down with every wobble and reveal more and more of her ample full moon. John raced along behind her, desperately grabbing at her elastic waistband trying to tug it back up over her rump as she berated him.

“Ugh, John, I need to get some new clothes? Why don’t you ever get me anything nice? A real husband should provide for his wife!”

“But dear, I—”

“And furthermore, why do you always pick restaurants with such ridiculous narrow doorways? You know a woman of my stature needs more room!” 

“But I-“

“You should be treating me like the goddess I am, John, and instead you’re making me work like a slave! Pathetic! Help me through the door. Push harder! Ugh, you’re such a weakling!”

John’s friends, already gathered at the table inside the restaurant, watched in stunned confusion as Helen lodged herself in the doorway, her head bumping the door jamb, her flaring hips jammed between the sides and her copious bum far too round to make it through. John was trapped outside, unable to do anything but push on his whale of a wife’s titanic tushie in the futile hope that he could dislodge her. He struggled in vain, his hands and shoulders sinking into her blubber, while she continued to shout insults at the poor guy. It was only after several waiters were forced to join in that they were able to pull Helen through the door, her vast bum making a sound like a cork popping as it burst free.

“Ugh, what terrible service here!” moaned Helen as she approached the table, every foot step making the walls shake. She waved a pudgy hand to indicate that the other people at the table should make room for her. Waiters quickly ran up with extra chairs, so that Helen could settle her rump across not just two but now THREE chairs. She was growing out of control, but she was only eating more as she got bigger. It was anyone’s guess where this would all end!

“Wow, Helen, you’ve, uh, put on a little weight since last we saw you?” said Karen, the wife of John’s friend Al.

“Hmm, well, of course I have, that’s the married life for you!” said Helen, smiling smugly. “What can I say? I do enjoy the finer things in life. And nothing is finer than good food!”

“I would say,” continued Karen, edging into dangerous territory, “that you’re starting to get fat.”

Helen inhaled deeply, a thin ghost of a smile playing on her lips. She was fat, of course. And, of course, she knew it. At first, all that Helen cared about was food. She just loved to eat and, with John’s permission, she ate and ate and ate.

When the food arrived, John barely got a nibble. His wife snatched chicken off his plate, popping it between her plump lips and gulping it down even as she hoovered up her own steak.

“A gal needs to keep up her strength,” said Helen, burping as she shoved John aside to stab her fork into his rice pilaf. “John, baby, you understand. A husband should be happy to sacrifice for the love of his life! You certainly wouldn’t deny a goddess her due, would you, baby?”

“But I—”

“That’s right! You don’t build a body this beautiful without some sacrifice. I mean sacrifice on your part, baby, not mine. A goddess should never have to sacrifice an iota of pleasure!”

The rest of the guests watched in stunned horror as the scene played out in front of them. They could tell from the enraged flush of John’s cheeks that he was simultaneously embarrassed and enraged by his wife’s outrageous behavior, but whenever he opened his mouth to complain she slapped him hard against the back of the head and he shut up. Helen wasn’t just content to treat her own husband with contempt, though! She shouted down everyone at the table, interrupting people to turn the conversation to herself or simply to steal food from their plates as well! She was a greedy eating machine, not content unless he gorged herself on any food available, and, even after the others were ready to leave, disgusted by Helen’s boorish behavior, she shouted for the waiter to bring her a dessert menu.

“Really, such awful service! I’m absolutely famished! I could be starving!”

“No chance of that,” mumbled Karen.

The waiter finally came by with a dessert menu and Helen barely looked at it before throwing it back in his face with a “Bring me the cake brownie with real vanilla ice cream!” Naturally, she had ordered the biggest and most expensive item on the menu, with no regard for whether her husband could pay the hefty price tag. The rest of the table watched in silence when it arrived and Helen slurped it down, grunting in piggish delight, until she was stuffed and satiated.

“Mercy! If I keep eating like this, I might pop,” belched Helen, patting a gut grown so round and tight that it pushed her away from the table. “I might get so big that I just pop!”

“We should be so lucky,” muttered Karen, imagining how much better their lives would all be if this bossy blimp really did explode one day and then she wouldn’t be their problem anymore.

“I just can’t help myself, I do love food so! And a goddess like me should be expected to have some curves!”

“More than curves!” said Karen. “You’re the size of an elephant! You’re huge! How much do you weigh, Helen? You look as big as a house.”

Helen smiled coyly, her cheeks flushing. The other people around the table shivered, fearing that Karen was about to meet the full force of Helen’s wrath. After all, Helen was huge and she knew how to use that weight to her advantage! They had all seen the way that she treated John, how she could easily beat him up, easily crush him beneath her own vast bulk. But what they didn’t know was that Helen didn’t just love food anymore for the pleasure of consumption… she also loved food for the beautiful effects it had on her body! The bigger she grew, the more she loved her own reflection. She was convinced that she was turning into an absolutely stunning goddess of sensual proportions and that every inch was just one more inch to love!

“Oh, am I? Do go on!”

“You’re a big fat pig! All you do is eat! How does one woman get that big?!”

“Honey, stop it—” began Al, cautioning his wife to hold her tongue. But Helen didn’t want Karen to stop. She was feeling a strange new fluttery feeling in the pit of her stomach. She suddenly realized the truth: She liked being big! And she liked when people noticed that she was big! It gave her immense pleasure to know that everyone at this table was staring at her, their attention completely focused on her, that no one could look away because she took up so much space! This was way better than being a chubby little wallflower! Now she was the big fat center of attention!

“No, don’t stop. Karen’s right. I am big. I’m the biggest woman you’ve ever seen, aren’t I, Karen?” She grinned, her chubby cheeks flushed with excitement. “You better get used to it, cuz I don’t plan on stopping!” Without breaking eye contact, she reached over and snatched a roll from Karen’s plate and bit off a hunk, chewing loudly.

“Baby, could we—” began John.

“Shut up, John! I’m talking here.”

“B-but-“

“What did I say?” she snapped. “Don’t interrupt me when I’m talking!” She smacked him again, nearly knocking his face down into his empty plate. “Just remember, John – you wanted this! You wanted me big. And now I’m the biggest thing ever!”

John gulped. He couldn’t argue with her. He literally couldn’t! At her size, she was way stronger than he was, way taller than he was, way bigger than he was. She didn’t hesitate to use her weight to her advantage and John was easily cowed into submission, reluctant to say anything that might upset his giant fat amazon of a wife since he knew she could squash him like a bug if she wanted. And he wouldn’t put it past her to try! All of John’s friends felt sorry for him, trapped in a marriage with a domineering pig like Helen who was rapidly eating him out of house and home, but no one felt worse than John. He was beginning to see that he had made a terrible mistake in indulging his wife’s rampant appetite and making her feel like she deserved every single bite… but it was too late to change things!

Besides, poor John was in a real quandary! He didn’t like the way that Helen treated him – she yelled at him constantly, forcing him to run errands and spend the whole day slaving over a hot stove to feed her – but, Gawd, she was so hot! He couldn’t help get aroused when she shouted at him and demanded that he feed her, demanded that he rub her belly, demanded that he help lift her from the couch so that she could waddle to bed. 

“C’mon, John, make yourself useful for once! Gawd, you’re so pathetic! How am I supposed to do anything by myself? You know your poor little wife is way too fat to get up by herself!” moaned Helen from the couch as John struggled to hoist her to her feet.
“I’m trying my hardest!” he grunted, grabbing at her pillowy arms and tugging.

“My Gawd, you’re such a weakling! How is it possible that you used to be a star football player and you can’t even lift me? I’m so much stronger than you now it’s embarrassing!”

It was true, Helen was stronger now – simply because she had so much more mass! It was only because she was so heavy and unwieldy that she had trouble getting around, but her actual strength had only increased along with her size. 

“Can’t pull me up? What about push? Let’s try that!” said Helen with a laugh. John wasn’t sure what she meant at first. After long minutes of struggle, he finally got Helen to her feet. But then he made the mistake of walking around behind her, to help push her from the back toward the bedroom. Before he could react, Helen dropped back down on the couch with a crash – trapping John under her enormous ass!

“Ugh, standing is soooo hard for a woman of my fabulous proportions!” laughed Helen. “Oh, is there a problem, John? Oops, did I sit on you? Well, that shouldn’t be any issue for a big strong stud like you. Just lift me up again and you’ll be fine!”

John writhed and flailed, pinned under over a quarter ton of butter-soft butt blubber, his shouts muffled by his wife’s flab.  Helen just laughed even louder about the situation.

“Oh, you can’t get out, can you? How funny! Guess you’re just not man enough to handle all of this good stuff, hmmm, little boy?”

John whimpered and moaned, trapped and helpless! He wasn’t nearly strong enough to get Helen to move and his wife seemed perfectly content to stay where she was. Giggling, she shifted her weight, grinding poor John deeper into the couch under her tremendous, wobbling rear. The poor guy was getting wedged up her cavernous ass crack so deep that he was certain that even if Helen could stand up again, he could probably just carry him around clenched between her chubby cheeks.

“Ooof, I can’t get out!” gasped John. “You’re… too… heavy!”

“Too heavy? Am I really too heavy, John?”

“Yes! You’re crushing me!”

“Tell me how heavy I am. Tell me how fat I am.”

“You’re huge! You’re massive!”

Gawd, this is so hot, thought Helen. She felt a flush of excitement spread through her body and wondered how John was faring wedged up her sweltering crack. She loved this feeling of power, loved to watch John squirm under her grasp. After all, it was only what he deserved!

“Ooo, that’s turning me on SO bad,” moaned Helen, still grinding her butt into her flattened husband. “Tell me more. Tell me what a fat, fat pig I am, John. Tell me how I’m just getting fatter and fatter everyday!”

“My God, Helen, you’re the fattest woman I’ve ever seen! You’re getting so huge… pretty soon, you won’t be able to even fit through the doorways! You’re growing as wide as a bus! As heavy as a hippo! Your ass is so big, God, I can’t lift it! I can’t even lift a single cheek!”

“Is that so? How pitiful! A big strong football stud like you and you can’t even lift a single cheek? Try it. C’mon, little man, let’s see how weak you really are. And let’s see how big I really am!”

Grunting and straining (and crushing poor John even more in the process!), Helen managed to heave herself to her feet. John stared at the looming wall of ass in his face.

“Go ahead. Lift it. Just try it, baby. Maybe if you can lift just one cheek, I won’t squash you again.”

John blanched. “B-b-but, honey—”

“Stop whining, you worm, and just do it! Do it before you piss me off! And you know how I get when I’m pissed off!” snapped Helen, wiggling her titanic rump for emphasis. John was mesmerized watching his wife’s backside sway like the ocean in motion.  Unable to fight back, he reached out and placed both hands beneath her left buttock. He tried to lift, but there was simply too much flesh! Helen waited, unimpressed, impatiently shifting from one plump trotter to the other, as John strained to lift her bulging buns even one inch higher, but his hands only sank deep into the wobbling blubber. He marveled at how the soft flab spilled through his fingers, but even though he struggled until his muscles ached, he couldn’t do it!

“I… I can’t, Helen! Your ass is too heavy! My god, I knew you were destined to be a fat ass, but I never thought that you’d be THIS much of a fat ass! You’re way too heavy for me to even lift one of your fat ass cheeks!”

“Hmm, tell me I have the biggest ass that you’ve ever seen. Tell me I’m the biggest fat ass in the world!”

“No other woman on Earth could possibly be as wide as you, as thick as you, as bootilicious as you!” said John, sweating with excitement despite the humiliation. He was frightened by his wife’s immense strength and brutality, but the worse she treated him, the more aroused he got! 
“Oh Gawd,” moaned Helen. Her plump pussy, hidden between her massive thunder thighs and under her flabby fupa, was dripping with lust, her XXX mega-sized panties soaked and her queen-sized sweat pants drenched. She plopped back down on the couch with a throaty moan, once again trapping John beneath her immensity and filling the entire couch with her girth. Her husband’s protests didn’t even register! The only thing that mattered was her own pleasure and nothing gave her more pleasure than the knowledge of her bountiful figure!

John soon got used to squashing, since Helen took over opportunity to dom her pathetic weakling of a husband. Whether she was sitting on him, grinning as she felt him squirm under her hefty haunches, or rolling over him in bed, he was never safe from her mighty and increasing poundage! And, of course, she continued to eat like a ravenous beast, growing bigger and fatter and wider and rounder every day, her immense ass inflating like a raft behind her until even the couple’s spacious mansion, specially designed to accommodate a woman of Helen’s exquisite wideness, was no longer adequate. John had spent every penny from his high-paying job to build that dream house and now Helen was demolishing it without a thought! Her foot steps were so heavy that she cracked the floor when she walked, thundering through the house with slow plodding steps that shook the foundations and splintered the walls. Every doorway in the house was cracked and warped from Helen forcing her growing hips and bum through without a thought for the limits of reality! The house was crumbling around them and all John could do was watch in fascination, waiting for the day that his wife literally was bigger than the house that they shared!  Just for laughs, she would try on John’s clothes, giggling as she instantly split the seams of shirts he wore at the height of his football buffness.

“Can you believe that you thought you were so big when you wore these?” she chuckled darkly, admiring her form in the mirror as she posed in his old tattered shirt and pants that barely wedged up her thighs let alone buttoned around the waist. All she had to do was clench her butt and the pants exploded into shreds, the great blubbery balloons of her blimping badonk bursting free and jiggling wildly in the open air. “I’m way too big for that now. I guess that’s what comes of eating too much, huh, baby?”

“That’s what comes of eating constantly, baby,” said John, nuzzling up against her. He was desperate for her touch, desperate to feel her soft warm flesh against him. Gawd, he just wanted to sink into her blubber and live forever among her fleshy folds! As mean as she was, he couldn’t get enough of her! As much as he begged for mercy, he loved the abuse!

“Hmmm, I just can’t stop,” purred Helen. “This is all because of your feedings, you little worm. You did this to me. You made me into this marvelous goddess of blubber. You happy with what you did? You happy with what you did to your fat little wife? You got exactly what you wanted?”

To be continued…
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