Factory Tour

By Mollycoddles

Shirley burst into her boss’s office, gasping for air and clutching her clipboard to her chest.  Her boss raised an eyebrow in amusement as her tiny little flustered assistant tried to catch her breath.  “Ms. Wonker! The contest winners are waiting outside for you!”

“Oh is that so?” Wilma stood up from her desk. “I’d better go out and greet them.  Tell me, Shirley, what do we know about these contest winners?”
Wilma sighed as her diminutive assistant Shirley peered at her clipboard.  Wilma Wonker was CEO and President of Wonker Candy Confections Ltmd and she was a very busy woman.  She had a whole enterprise to oversea – candy production, distribution, research and development – and she didn’t have time to waste babysitting some tourists.  But after some recent bad PR resulting from, well, let’s just say some exciting new experimental candy that was rushed onto the market a little too quickly before all the kinks were worked out, the company was in bad need of some good publicity.  That’s why Shirley had hit on the idea of a contest, placing three golden tickets in three random candy bars that would allow three lucky winners a free tour of the Wonker candy factory!

“Alice Grobauch, high school English teacher, and her daughter Allison.  Jen Sarovy, secretary, bringing her daughter Jelena.  And Laurie Belmontes, lawyer. You’ll need to watch out for that one, she’s a real bulldog.”

“Hmm, I don’t recognize the name,” said Wilma airily.  

“Please pay attention, Ms. Wonker,” said Shirley, a note of exasperation creeping into her voice. “It was very difficult to get her boss to concentrate on anything for an extended period of time. “Ms. Belmontes is a partner in the law firm of Belmontes and Associates.  You SHOULD know the name.  They’ve only sued us five times for workplace safety violations, health code violations, environmental violations—“

“Ohhhh, THAT Belmontes.”  Wilma paused.  “Isn’t she involved in the lawsuit against us for, uh, that experimental candy blunder?  And we let HER win this contest?”

“Well, I think technically her daughter won the contest.  Lauren Belmontes.”

“I see.  Well, no matter, we’ll see that they all have so much fun on this tour that no one leaves thinking about suing anyone.”

“Er… if you say so, Ms. Wonker.”  Shirley bit her lip.  “Um… this is just going to be a normal tour, right, Ms. Wonker?  Er… we don’t need to show them the, uh, more unusual aspects of the factory?”  Shirley wasn’t so sure about that.  These factory tours hadn’t gone so smoothly in the past, so she could only hope that this one was an exception.

Wilma smiled.  She was a svelte but shapely woman in her late 50s, smartly dressed in an impeccably pressed double-breasted business jacket and skirt.  Her hair, dark with just a touch of gray, was cut into a short but serious bob.  She smiled warmly but she had a steely gaze in her eyes that showed she was all business.

She was way too thin to be the CEO of a candy factory.  But she was too professional to eat her own wares; those were for selling to customers.

“Shirley, please! I’m surprised at you!  This whole contest was your idea and now you’re saying that we should have certain parts of the factory off limits to our esteemed guests? Tsk tsk!  Our operation is an open book!  We have nothing to hide!”  She smiled broadly, her previous boredom having evaporated as she thought about the havoc that might erupt on this tour.  Shirley groaned.  Oh no! This wasn’t going as she’d hoped!
But before Shirley could say another word, Wilma threw open the front doors and stepped outside to greet her six new guests.

Wilma raised an eyebrow.  Of course, THESE were the sorts of people who would win her contest. They were all fat, fat, FAT!  They probably gorged themselves on candy everyday to get to be that big.  Wilma had thought it was awfully suspicious that all three contest winners were local here in town, but, after seeing the size of these women, Wilma wasn’t so suspicious anymore.  It made perfect sense that only three women THIS gargantuan would win her contest.
“Welcome to the Wonker Candy Factory!” said Wilma, smiling broadly at her guests. “I’m CEO Wilma Wonker. And whom do I have the pleasure of addressing?”

“I’m Alice Grobauch and this is my daughter Allison,” said the first woman, a bloated blonde butterball wearing a striped polo shirt and denim cut-off shorts.  The woman must have weighed over 500 pounds, so round and plump that she was spilling out of her summer clothes.  A thick slab of pink belly fat peeked out from beneath the hem of her overstretched shirt, sagging over the waistband of her shorts.  Her daughter was a pudgy blonde girl with a sour expression on her face, her arms crossed petulantly across her ample chest.  Like her mother, she seemed to store most of her excess poundage in her flabby belly, which pressed firmly the fabric of her T-shirt.  But while Alice was monumentally fat, Allison was merely plump, so she was able to tuck her T-shirt into the waistband of her Capri jeans to disguise her softness somewhat.

“Say hi, Allison,” chirped Alice.  Allison rolled her eyes and mumbled a petulant greeting.  Wilma chuckled.  She could instantly tell that Alice was the sort of meek, permissive mother who would raise a real brat of a kid.

Wilma nodded. “Welcome, Alice! Welcome, Allison! I know that you’ll find plenty to enjoy here at the factory.”  Her gaze once again fell on Alice’s pronounced belly.  This woman was just huge!  Wilma turned to look at the next couple of guests.

“Like, I’m Jen Sarovy!” said the next woman.  “And this is totally my daughter Jelena!”  Jen was a pear-shaped blimp as big as her friend Alice; Jen’s brown hair was pulled back into a youthful ponytail to match the style sported by her daughter.  Jen was massively bottom-heavy, all her weight concentrated into explosive thighs, wide hips, and a gigantic butt that arced out behind her like a shelf.  She was so big that the galaxy-print stretch pants could barely contain her, already fraying at the seams on her enormously fat thighs.  Her black tank top would probably be looser on a thinner woman, but Jen’s fat gut and big tits – both still impressive if smaller than her colossal caboose – overfilled it til it looked ready to split at the seams.  Her daughter was dressed in a girly pink tracksuit that did to hide her size.  Of the three daughters, Jelena was easily the biggest.  Her butt alone -- easily visible as it filled out the seat of her pink sweatpants so much that the rear seam was giving her a slight wedgie – must have contained a good several liters of gelatinous fat!  Wilma estimated that Jelena was probably at least 200 pounds, well on her weigh to ballooning into a fatass bimbo like her mother.

“Hiiiii!” said Jelena, waving her pudgy hands so wildly that her whole flabby body shook in response. “I am, like, so excited to be here!  My mom and me are, like, your biggest fans!”
“Hmm, I can tell,” said Wilma graciously, trying her best not to stare at Jelena’s absurdly flaring hips or over-inflated rear.  It was no easy feat, since both Jen and Jelena had rumps so vast that they could easily be glimpsed from the front.

The final two visitors were a massively busty grumpy-looking woman with long raven hair and her slender daughter.  This woman was absolutely gargantuan, so big that she looked like she should barely be able to move.  She was already breathing heavily, her ragged breaths causing her enormous breasts to rise and fall heavily.  She wore a mega-sized angora sweater, held together by a long row of pristine white buttons, above a tube skirt that clung to her fat thighs all the way down to her chubby knees.  Her daughter was the only member the party who WASN’T fat.  It wasn’t that she was merely chubby like Allison.  She was actually thin.  Shapely to be sure, with big plump breasts that filled out her T-shirt, but not fat. 

“I’m Laurie Belmontes and this is my daughter Lauren,” said the busty woman. “You’ve probably heard of me.  Belmontes and Associates?”

Wilma smiled politely but didn’t say anything.

“We’re only the premiere law firm in town,” snapped Laurie, annoyed that Wilma wasn’t acting impressed by the revelation.  “This tour better not waste our time.  We’re extremely busy.  Isn’t that right, Lauren?”

“Y-yes, mom.”

“Good girl.  Now let’s get this tour started.  I have a conference call this afternoon and I do not intend to be late.  But my daughter won your silly contest, so I guess here we are.”

Lauren shrugged sheepishly.  Wilma nodded.  Of course.  Laurie was no doubt an extremely strict parent, so it made sense that her daughter was a little shy.  The fact that she was so thin was probably only because Laurie monitored her diet.  Wilma was used to seeing families like this.   

“Well, I’m sure that you’ll all have a good time here at the Wonker Chocolate Factory.  It’s important to know before we go inside that the Wonker Chocolate Works is, well, it’s a little different from most other chocolate factories.  We like to do things our own way here.  And we’re not satisfied to rest on our laurels here!  We’re always coming up with exciting new candy concoctions in our experimental labs here on the premises!”

“If you ladies will follow me, you’ll find that we have… a unique showroom that I think you’ll find especially tasty,” said Wilma as she pushed open the door to enter the showroom.

“Ms. Wonker!” Shirley piped up. “Are… are you sure that you should show them the showroom?”

Wilma smiled down at her assistant.  When had Shirley popped in?  She must have been too engrossed in staring at her guests’ morbid obesity to notice.

“Nonsense, Shirley, I think they’ll love it!  Come along!”

She had only walked several steps before she briefly at the sounds of a scuffle behind her.  She turned to see that Alice was having trouble squeezing her bulk through the door. 
“Suck in your gut, mom!” snapped Allison, grabbing Alice’s pudgy hands and yanking as hard as she could.

“I…am…” mumbled Alice, her chubby cheeks going red.  She was too round to fit through the door without a struggle, her bloated flanks pressing against the sides of the door frame.

Jeez, thought Wilma, if she’s having this much trouble getting in, think about how much trouble she’s going to have getting out.

After a few moments of grunting and groaning, Alice popped free and wobbled inside.  But the same scene repeated itself as now Jen tried to cram her massive booty through the door.  Allison had to tug at Jen’s arms as Jelena shoved against her butt from behind.  Wilma sighed.  Why hadn’t she thought to install double doors?  She should have expected that some of her fans would be simply too obese to fit through normal-sized doors.

The showroom was a massive glass-domed courtyard, designed to look like a lush garden… but the women were surprised to see that instead of flowers, lollipops and hard candy sprouted out of the ground. The rocks were made of gummi and the trees were made of taffy.  It was a sweet candy paradise!  The six visitors were dumbfounded.
“What on earth? What is this crazy place?” snapped Laurie. “You can’t just have candy out like that…”

Wilma put a finger to Laurie’s lips to hush the irate woman.  “Shhh, Laurie, I assure you this is all perfectly normal.  There’s nothing to worry about here.  Besides, wouldn’t you rather explore my candy garden rather than trouble yourself with imagined worries?”

“Can we explore the garden?” asked Jelena eagerly.  She tugged at her mother’s sleeve. “OMG mom, there’s like a chocolate river! And, like, the pathway is made of gumdrops!  This is, like, sooo cool!”

“Of course you can explore!  And please remember, everything in this garden is edible, so please feel free to sample some of our wares.  I’m sure that you’ll—“

Wilma didn’t need to finish her thought because the six women were already lunging off the pathway to eagerly grab at the free candy.
Wilma smiled to herself as she leaned against a rock candy boulder.  She knew these fat piggies would be binging for hours if she let them, so she could just relax a little and wait.  She could already hear the sounds of sustained munching and crunching and slurping as the three whale-sized women and their equally greedy daughters went to town.

“Lauren, please!  You really don’t need THAT much candy,” said Laurie, giving her daughter a disapproving glare as Lauren raised another chocolate bar to her mouth.

“I…I just had two, Mom! It’s not that many!” protested Lauren, her cheeks going red.

Laurie shook her head, causing her massive bust to shimmy.  It was ironic that a woman who weighed over 500 pounds would deign to criticize anyone’s eating habits, but Laurie knew better than anyone what overindulgence could do to a figure.  Lauren looked so much like her mother that Laurie suspected her daughter had inherited other aspects of her mother as well.  If she shared her mother’s hidden depths of hedonism, then it was probably a good idea to keep the girl away from sweets or else she’d blow up even faster and bigger than Laurie had.
“This is really good,” said Alice through cheeks bulging with taffy. “But maybe we should restrain ourselves a little?  Who knows how much walking we’ll still have to do on this tour…”  Alice swallowed and, despite her words, already her plump hand was reaching for more.  Alice was a hefty heifer, her belly so big and round that she looked like a ripe pumpkin; there was no way that she would ever restrain herself.

“It’s fine, Mom,” snapped Allison, rolling her eyes.  Her mother was so embarrassing sometimes!  Why would her mom even pretend that they were going to restrain themselves?  Allison had only come on this tour for one reason and that was to indulge!  Allison crammed a whole rice krispy square into her mouth, her cheeks bulging so much that she couldn’t close her mouth.  She chewed vigorously and messily, dropping bits of rice krispy into her cleavage.  Already Allison was showing the effects of her binging; her T-shirt stretched tightly across her candy-bloated tummy, the depression of her deep navel clearly visible as her belly bulged.
Jen and Jelena weren’t arguing at all. They were too busy guzzling from the chocolate river, their chubby faces plunged into the sweet syrupy liquid, their fat bottoms raised up in the air.

“It’s, like, sooo good!” said Jen, grinning with her fat cheeks slathered in chocolate. 
“Oh my Gawd, Mom! This is, like, the best!” agreed Jelena, as the tubby teen came up for air.  “I could, like, drink like this forever!  Urp!”  A sudden burp wracked Jelena’s body, causing her excessive blubber to wobble and jiggle wildly. 

“I, like, soooo love chocolate!  How did Wilma know this was my favorite?  This is totally awesome!”  gushed Jen as she leaned over to take another long slurp from the river, again raising her massive bum into the air.  Almost on cue, the seat of her stretch pants blew out, revealing green-and-black striped panties that gave her bloated butt cheeks the appearance of twin watermelons.

“Mom! Your pants!” cried Jelena. Her own mouth was also ringed with chocolate, her stomach already bloated from her own gorging and pressing against the fabric of her sweat top.  “C’mon, stop it, you’re embarrassing yourself… and me!”

“Hmmm?” Jen was too busy drinking to pay attention to the cries of her increasingly frantic daughter. “Like, what’s wrong?”
“Mommmm, you, like, split your pants!  Urp!”  Jelena burped again.  Her flab wobbled so vigorously in response that her own stretch pants couldn’t take the strain.  A loud RIIIP indicated that her own seat had given up under the pressure of her massive buttocks.  “Oh crud! Like, now I split my pants!”  Jelena strained to look over her shoulder to catch a glimpse of her enormous round booty bubbling out from the long jagged tear in her spandex leggings.  Like her mother, she was also wearing green-and-black striped knickers that made her ass look like two ripe watermelons.  Mother and daughter totally matched!
“Ooo damnit, like, this suuucks!” wailed Jen.

“What are we gonna do, Mom?” whined Jelena.

Jen pondered.  “Well, like… I guess… um… well, as long as we’re dealing with this, I guess, like, there’s no reason to stop eating now, right?”

Jelena brightened up.  “Whoa… Mom, you’re, like, a genius!  You’re totally right!”

If the two women had ever felt any compunction to restrain themselves, those feelings were long gone now.  They had already ruined their pants, there was no way that they could embarrass themselves further, right?
“Like, I’m gonna go out in the river,” said Jen, struggling to her feet.  Her bloated gut sloshed over the waistband of her ruined stretchpants. “Like, it’s too good to resist!”

“You’re, like, gonna swim in chocolate?” Even Jelena was aghast at that. “Mom, you’re gonna get, like, sooooo dirty!”

Jen was already stripping down, peeling her split leggings off of her monumental behind and shimmying them down her legs before pulling her tank top over her head.  

“Like, don’t worry so much, Jelena! Your mom totally knows what she’s doing! Like, remember when I went to Thompson Manor with your Aunties Laurie and Alice?  Like, we got into all sorts of mischief there and nothing bad ever happened!”
“Did you, like, swim in a river of chocolate there?” asked Jelena dubiously.  Like her mother, she was a huge ditz… but she wasn’t THAT much of a ditz.

“Like, could you help mommy with her bra?” asked Jen, turning her back to her daughter so that Jelena could see the straining brassiere clasp buried under puddles of Jen’s soft back fat.

“Ewww, Mom! You’re gonna skinny dip? Like, what if someone sees you!?”

“Like, I’m not gonna go in there in my underwear!” said Jen. “Duh, Jelena! I don’t want to get chocolate all over my bra and panties! Your mom’s not, like, stupid, you know!”

“Oh yeah, like, that makes sense…”

“And, like, no one’s gonna see me, they’re all busy on the other side of the room! It’ll be totally fine!”

Jelena unbuckled her mother’s bra, allowing the undergarment to fall to the ground and Jen’s ample breasts to bounce out free.  With a deceptive grace for a prodigious pear of her size, Jen squirmed her fat ass out of her panties and stepped into the river.

“Ooo, it’s, like, warm!” giggled Jen as she waded into the depths of the river, her gigantic ass swaying from side to side as she moved.  Jelena watched as her mother descended deeper into the river, the rising tide of liquid chocolate eventually consuming Jen’s big bloated buns and then the rest of her until all that was visible was Jen’s head bobbing above the waves.

“This chocolate sauce is, like, so good!” burbled Jen, her fat face slathered with liquid chocolate.  The chubby bimbo licked her lips hungrily, lapping up some of the chocolate on her cheeks.

“Um, like, Mom? Like, are you okay?” called Jelena from the shore.  Moments ago, only Jen’s head was visible above the surface of the chocolate river.  But as the fat bimbo guzzled more and more chocolate, more and more of her was suddenly visible again.  Her colossal butt cheeks breeched the surface of the river, rising up behind her like two big white whales rising from the depths.  Jen’s soft back and padded shoulders were visible now, as were her increasingly thick arms, splayed out to her sides.  She literally appeared to be inflating like a dirigible as she guzzled chocolate, growing bigger and bigger, fatter and fatter!
By now, Jen was big enough that she was attracting attention.  The other women came waddling down to the river as fast as their fat little feet could carry them, shouting and pointing!

“Jen! Oh no! Are you okay?” called Alice.

“I’m just fine!” cooed Jen, ecstatic to be able to drink to her heart’s content.  Not to mention that the warm liquid chocolate felt sooooo good against her soft skin, caressing and bathing every inch of her enormously bloated body.  Feeling the chocolate slosh against the contours of her plush posterior and the curves of her plump pussy was absolutely heavenly!  What a sensation!

“Jen! Don’t worry! We’ll get you out of there!” called Laurie.
“Like… no hurry…” murmured Jen as she bobbed along, her enormous spherical body lazily spinning like a buoy as she floated away downstream.

“Um… like, you’re drifting away, Mom,” said Jelena.

Laurie turned on Wilma, her eyes flashing angrily. “Do you know what kind of safety code violation that is? Cuz I’m a lawyer!  If you don’t bring back my friend right now, I’ll sue you for every dime—“

“Ma’am, please, you’re overreacting,” said Wilma.

“My friend just turned into a giant fatso and floated away on a river of chocolate! How do you expect me to react?” snapped Laurie.  She grabbed Jelena and Lauren, pulling them close to her.  “Girls, stay close to me! This factory clearly isn’t safe and this Wonker woman is clearly insane!”

“You worry too much,” sighed Wilma, pulling out a chocolate bar and nonchalantly peeling away the foil wrapper.

“I am not worrying—“  Laurie goggled as Wilma unexpectantly shoved the unpeeled candy bar into her mouth.

“There, isn’t that better?” said Wilma as Laurie chewed quietly with a sullen look on her face.  “Now, as I was saying, you don’t need to worry about your friend.  My workers will fish out Ms. Sarovy downstream and return her to us at the end of the tour, as good as new!  Well, close to as good as new.  She may, uh, retain a little extra weight from this experience.  But, hey, if you didn’t want to gain a few pounds, you shouldn’t have come to visit a candy factory, right?”  Wilma chuckled at her own joke, but Laurie just scowled.  Jelena and Lauren exchanged worried looks.  Alice bit her nails nervously.

“Well, as long as you said that Jen is going to be okay…” said Alice.

“Of course she’ll be okay!  Now don’t you girls worry your pretty little heads one second longer!  Because you’ve still got so much to see! Just follow me!”

Grumbling, Laurie followed.  The others followed as well, exchanging nervous looks.

Shirley ran up to her boss’s side.  “Ma’am, are you sure this is wise?” asked Shirley. “Mrs. Belmontes is already suing us for so many things, letting her see her friend get washed away will only give her more ammunition!”

Wilma laughed.  “Don’t worry so much, Shirley.  Ms. Sarovy will be fine.  Just have some workers man the downstream pump so they can collect her when she floats by.  Then make sure they get her some new clothes.  I have a feeling that the clothes she came in with won’t be adequate for her needs.”

“Okay.  In the meantime, where… where are you taking the remaining guests?”

“Oh, I thought they’d like to see the inventing room!  We’ve got so many exciting new candies under development, wouldn’t that be fun!”

Shirley’s face went pale.  “Oh no!  But Ms. Wonker, that’s how we got into this mess in the first place!  You can’t just let them try all the untested candy!  Who knows what could happen!”

“Oh, I wasn’t going to let them try any… I was just going to SHOW them!”

“B-but---!”

Wilma dismissed Shirley’s protests as she opened the door to yet another room and ushered her guests inside.  It was a large room filled with complex, clanking machinery and conveyer belts endlessly ferrying in-process candies around.

“Now this,” said Wilma with a flourish, “is what we call the inventing room! That’s because we invent new candies here, eh? Yes, I thought that was rather clever.  This is where we experiment with all sorts of weird new ideas that someday will make new exciting candies!”

“Oh?” Laurie sniffed. “You mean like that experimental candy that—“

“That was an outlier.  All our OTHER candy is perfectly safe!  Here, for example…”
Wilma plucked a small cube of gum passing on a conveyer belt and held it up for the women to admire.

“Now we’re really proud of this,” said Wilma. “This piece of gum is an entire meal in itself!  We’ve compressed a full meal – appetizer, main course, sides, and dessert – into a simple stick of gum! Amazing, huh?”
“A whole meal in one piece of gum?” Alice licked her lips hungrily, an eager gleam in her eye.  She was, after all, an incorrigible glutton who was always looking for any opportunity to cram more food into her cavernous belly.  And the idea that she could have an entire meal from just one piece of gum was too much to resist!  “Um… could I take a look at that, please?”

“Okay, but don’t chew it,” warned Wilma. “Like I said, this is still in the testing phase and we haven’t worked out all the kinks—“

But she never got to finish her warning because Alice already had it in her mouth and was chewing happily.

“Mrs. Grobauch!” yelled Wilma. “You can’t chew that! Please, spit that out at once!”

“But it’s soooo good!” said Alice, her eyes rolling back in her head and a thin trickle of drool dribbling from her mouth and down her double chin as she chewed vigorously. She’s right, I can taste a whole dinner! Soup and salad!  Rib-eye steak!  Mashed potatoes!”

Allison, Lauren, and Jelena all crowded around the obese older woman, eager to hear Alice’s blow-by-blow account of her delicious gum dinner.  Laurie scowled ominously at Wilma, still suspicious after Jen’s fate.

“Like, what’s for dessert, Mrs. Grobauch?” asked Jelena, nearly bouncing up and down on the balls of her feet in her excitement.

“Oh my gosh… it’s blueberry pie!  Mmmm so sweet!” said Alice, nearly moaning out loud.

“Aw man, no fair, I want some of this gum too!” griped Allison.  “Hey, Miss Wonker, you got any more of this?”

“No.  Your mother just ate the only prototype.  And it’s not done yet!  We always have trouble with the dessert, you see.”

“What do you mean ‘trouble with dessert?’” asked Laurie, narrowing her eyes.

Her question was answered by a shout from the collected teens.   Allison pointed at her mother’s stomach.  
“Mom, what’s wrong with your stomach?!”

“Huh?”  Alice leaned over to see what Allison was pointing at, but was unable to see over the balcony of her bosom and the swell of her upper belly.  The other girls could see it clearly, though.  The slab of exposed belly fat hanging out between Alice’s shirt and shorts was developing a blue tinge, centered around the fat girl’s deep slit of a navel.

“You’re turning blue, Mrs. Grobauch!” said Lauren.
“Yeah, and, like, it’s spreading! All over your stomach!” cried Jelena.

“Alice, sweetie, you really should have thought this through,” said Laurie, clucking her tongue sympathetically as Alice blushed a deep blue before her eyes.

“What’s happening to me?” squealed Alice, her eyes filling with terrified tears.  Her swollen blue tummy peeked out from beneath the hem of her polo shirt, spilling over the waistband of her denim cut-offs.  “My shorts are getting tight…”
“You’re not just turning blue, Mom!” cried Allison.  “You’re swelling up!”

In the corner, Shirley just sighed and threw her clipboard on the ground.  She just knew something like this was bound to happen!

“Allison, do something!” cried Alice, putting her hands to her face and squealing in shock.  The blue tinge that started at her belly button was spreading, traveling outwards across the arc of her belly and down her legs and arms.  At the same time, her stomach pushed forward, causing the hem of her polo shirt to ride up until it fit as a tight roll across her boobs and left her growing middle entirely exposed.

“Mom! Are you okay?” cried Allison.  “What the hell is going on?”

“You’re turning into a blueberry,” said Laurie matter-of-factly.

Alice’s eyes bulged and she clapped a chubby hand to her mouth.

“Everyone stand back,” instructed Wilma, “This could get messy!”

“Messy? I… what do you mean?” asked Alice.  Bang! Alice’s ballooning gut finally overwhelmed her shorts and the button blasted from her crotch with a loud BANG!  Her tubby gut plopped out, instantly pushing the zipper down and revealing a glimpse of the chubby mummy’s straining panties.  Alice continued to swell, her legs thickening and her behind widening as she filled with juice until the seat of her shorts split with a loud jagged RIIIIIP! 
“Help! Help!” cried Alice.  She waved her hands helplessly as her arms quickly swelled up into big immobile cones only to be quickly overwhelmed by her swelling body.  Her shorts split apart under the pressure of her growth, but Alice’s cotton panties stretched mightily to accommodate her new curves.  Meanwhile, the stitches on the sides of her polo shirt began to fail as Alice’s bosom plumped up above her swelling gut.

“Like, Mrs. Grobauch! You’re, like, totally blowing up like a balloon!” yelped Jelena.


“Like a blueberry,” corrected Laurie.

“Prick her with a pin!” cried Allison.

“She’ll pop!” cried Lauren.

“Now now, nobody panic,” said Wilma.  “I assure you, your mother will be absolutely fine.”

“How can you say that?” snapped Allison.  “She’s absolutely huge!  You turned my mom into a big fat helpless blueberry!”

“Allison…. Help me…” mumbled Alice helplessly as it became harder for her to talk.  She could barely mumble through her swollen blue lips and her body was quickly overtaking her head as well.  Alice’s eyes bulged with panic as her head slowly began to sink into her ballooning girth.  “I’m getting… so… full… so… tight…. I can’t…. I can’t hold much more…ooof….I…I’m….gonna ‘splode…help…”

“If you let my mom explode, I’m gonna be so mad!” snarled Allison. “You’d better fix her!”

Wilma sighed.  She patted Alice’s rotund flank, testing her fullness.  She poked her index finger into the blueberry blimp’s side, finding that there was barely any give to her taut blue flesh.  “Well, I suppose it would be poetic to let your mother reap what she’s sown.  But it would be very bad PR.  I suppose we’ll just have to juice her.”  

Wilma clapped her hands and a gaggle of factory workers instantly appeared at her side.

“Okay, gals, just roll this blueberry down to the juicing room, let’s see if we can squeeze all that juice out of her before she blows.”

“Before I what?!” cried Alice, a look of terror passing over her puffy blue features.  She didn’t have time to contemplate Wilma’s words, though, because the workmen were already tilting her over and rolling her away.

“We have to work fast,” explained Wilma. “If we let her keep filling up, she’d eventually just bust.  But if we’re not careful, if the pressure builds up too much, then just trying to squeeze her might be enough to make her blow.  I’m sure she’ll be fine, though! Nothing for you lot to worry about at all!”

“I can’t believe that you turned my mom into a blueberry!” snapped Allison, crossing her arms across her chest and pouting. “How am I supposed to explain this to my dad when I get home?”

“Gosh, like, I’m sorry about your mom,” said Jelena. “Like, I hope we get our moms back at the end of the tour.  We, like, will get them back, right?”

“This is absolutely unacceptable!” cried Laurie. “It was bad enough that you turned Jen into a blimp, now you’ve turned Alice into a blueberry!  What kind of crazy factory are you running here, lady? I swear, you’d better have deep pockets cuz I intend to sue you for every cent you’re worth!  This is absolute emotional distress!”
“Please, ma’am, calm down,” said Wilma, but Laurie was on a tear.  

“I’m not just anyone!” She jabbed a manicured finger into Wilma’s chest. “I’m Laurie Belmontes! You better believe I have friends in high places!”

“Mrs. Belmontes, you don’t need to yell.  There’s no reason to make threats.  Here, you know what you need? You need something to calm your nerves.”
Wilma clapped her hands again and another worker appeared at her side, carrying a tray upon which balanced a tall glass bottle filled with fizzy liquid.

“Why don’t you try some of our brand new extra fizzy soda?” asked Wilma. “I guarantee this is exactly what you need to help soothe your nerves after that experience.  One sip and you won’t even need to worry about suing anyone!”

Laurie snatched the bottle from Wilma’s hands and chugged it down quickly before tossing it aside.  She continued with her rant as if she had never stopped.

“And furthermore, how dare you try to bribe me! I happen to be a partner with the biggest law firm in town! I’ll have your ass…. Ohhh!”

Laurie blinked dumbly for a second.  Then a loud burp escaped her lips.

“I… what was I saying?  Oh my, that soda packs a punch…oh my!”  Laurie patted her hand against her chest as she struggled to regain her composure.

“It’s pretty good, isn’t it?  Care for another, Mrs. Belmontes?  It’s our new secret formula for extra carbonation!  It’s not on the market yet, just purely experimental!  And you’re the first to try it!”

“Oh my gawd, it is good!” said Laurie. The worker produced another bottle and Laurie grabbed it without question.

“Uhhhh…. you sure this is a good idea, mom? I mean, after what happened to Jen and Alice…” said Lauren uncertainly.
Laurie snorted, waving a manicured hand dismissively.  “Those two hogs got what was coming to them.  That’s what you get for being a greedy little fatty! This is totally different.”  She raised the second bottle to her glossy red lips and took a long swig.

“Mmmm,” she murmured, a smile on her lips as she lowered the glass bottle.  She was so enamored of this new taste sensation that she had completely forgotten her earlier threats to sue.  “Wow, Lauren, this stuff is sooo good! No wonder they’re keeping it secret!  This is going to be a huge hit!  I—oh!”

Laurie jolted suddenly, her back straightening and her eyes bulging in surprise.

“What!? What is it, Mom? Are you okay?” cried Lauren.

“I…I’m fine,” said Laurie, “Jeez, Lauren, don’t be such a worrywart.  I just felt…weird.  I just felt a chill.  Ohhh!”
Laurie shivered as another chill ran down her spine, causing her nipples to suddenly pop to attention and tent the fabric of her sweater.  Lauren couldn’t help but raise an eyebrow at the sight of her mom’s big puffy erect nipples threatening to burst through her sweater.

“Damnnit!” snarled Laurie, although she couldn’t stop a coy, satisfied smile from spreading across her face.  Laurie was, after all, immensely proud of her oversized bustline and absolutely loved to take any opportunity to show off her assets.  It was a little strange that the drink had this effect on her but… well, it wasn’t all bad, was it?
“Hic!” Laurie’s thoughts were interrupted as a sudden hiccup wracked her body, causing her to jump in place and her large breasts to bounce heavily against her chest.  “Oops, excuse me!”

Lauren’s eyes bulged even further. “Mom!  Your boobs…”

“Yeah, I know, they’re great.”

“No! I mean, they got bigger when you hiccupped!”

“Stop being silly, Lauren,” said Laurie, rolling her eyes.  But she had to admit that something felt different.  Her bra straps were digging into her shoulders just a little more, her body band felt just a little bit tighter.  At first she thought that maybe she had twisted her brassiere when she hiccupped but, when she looked down at herself, she was that Lauren was right!  Her breasts loomed out in front of her, having gained at least an inch each of circumference!

“What the hell?” snapped Laurie before another hiccup hit her.  “Hic!”

This time, even she could see the results as her already ample breasts plumped up even more, swelling like a pair of helium balloons hooked up to a pump.  

“My tits are growing!  Look at them!”

“I think I’d better get Ms. Wonker,” said Lauren. “This could get bad…”

“No, no, no,” snapped Laurie, “Are you crazy?  I’m not going to give that crazy bitch the satisfaction of seeing me squirm! Besides, who’s to say that this is bad at all? This is—hic!”

Another hiccup caused Laurie’s breasts to blossom even more, so much that they now resembled a pair of pumped-up basketballs shoved into her sweater.  She could feel the white buttons straining against her fleshy melons as they grew.

Laurie was enraptured by her ballooning bustline, grinning widely as her bosom bounced and grew in response to every hiccup.  Already the diamond-shaped gaps were appeared between the straining buttons, revealing tantalizing glimpses of the overmatched D-cup bra beneath.  Laurie was way past D cup, probably at least an F or G now.  And she was still growing!  Surprisingly, her expanding gazongas didn’t sag at all despite their monumental size, instead remaining firm and perky and round like a pair of perfectly spherical volleyballs.

Pretty soon, though, the two teens realized exactly why Laurie’s pillowy pontoons didn’t seem to be affected by gravity!  They were filling with gas!  In fact, they were filling with lighter than air gas.  Laurie could already feel her tits starting to tug her skyward.

“Shit, Lauren! Hic!  My tits are blowing up with – hic! – helium or something!  I can feel them getting lighting! Hic!  You’d better find a way to tie me down or I’m gonna – hic! – float away!”

Laurie wasn’t in a joking mood anymore as she gradually came to realize the seriousness of her predicament.  Once she took off, she might just keep rising forever!

“Hang on, I’ll… I’ll find something..” said Lauren, but her thoughts were interrupted by a yelp as Laurie felt her feet suddenly leave the floor.

“Lauren! Hic! Hic Hic! Lauren, help me! I’m floating! Hic! Hic! Hic!  Get your father! Tell him I’m going to sue the – hic! – pants off this crazy candy lady! Hic! Hic! Hic!”

Lauren lunged to grab her rising mother’s kicking legs but missed as Laurie took off into the air like a shot.  Laurie was hiccupping up a storm and every hiccup was pumping more air into her billowing airbags!  Pop! Pop! Pop!  Buttons started bursting off her sweater, blowing off like shotgun blasts and raining down on Lauren below.  In moments, Laurie’s sweater was a ruined wreck and the frantic queen bee was left in just her bra.

“I’m blowing up… all over!” cried Laurie.  She wasn’t nearly as excited as when the inflation was concentrated in her breasts.  Now her whole body was swelling!  Her stomach was puffing up as if she was nine months pregnant, her butt was bubbling up behind her, her arms and legs were becoming stiff and turgid as they filled with air.  She was turning into a human blimp!

Wilma, Jelena, Allison, and Lauren watched as Laurie rose into the air, her form gradually billowing and bloating until she was completely round, an enormous over-inflated balloon topped with a tiny peanut head.  Laurie continued to shout invectives and threats, but her words were harder to here as she ascended into the sky.  After a few moments, Laurie’s blimped backside bumped into the high vaulted ceiling and she came to a rest.

“Is… is my mom going to be ok?” asked Lauren.  She couldn’t take her eyes off of the enormous floating globe that, until a few moments ago, had been her mother.

“Well, she hasn’t burst so that’s a good sign,” said Wilma. “But the way she’s yelling, I wouldn’t put it past her.  She really shouldn’t get so agitated, it’s only going to make the swelling worse.”  Wilma noticed the horrified expression on Lauren’s face and quickly changed her tone.  “Oh I’m just kidding, I’m sure your mom won’t explode.  She just needs a few minutes…er, hours… up there to cool off.  Maybe really think long and hard about whether it’s worth suing.”
Wilma shook her head.  “Well, well, that’s three down… How rude!  You would think that three grown adults would know to follow the rules, but would you just look at that!  We’ve got one fat blob, one bloated blueberry, and one billowing blimp!  And they’ve gone and left me with you three!”  She turned her attention to the three teenage girls. “And just what am I supposed to do with you?”

Shirley popped up next to her.  “Ms. Wonker, you can’t just let them go! They’ll tell everyone about what happened to their mothers!  Think of the bad publicity! Think of the law suits!”

“Hmm, a good point, Shirley,” said Wilma, tapping her nails against one another.  “But I’m sure I can find some good use for these three bright young things around here.  After all, they survived the whole tour without any, uh, mishaps like their mothers.  Maybe we should put them to work right here in the experimenting room…”

***

Jelena popped out of bed with a start, gasping in shock.  The chubby brunette put a pudgy had to her heaving bosom.  What a nightmare!  She shifted her bulk in bed, feeling her hand brush against a discarded candy wrapper. Oh right!  The pear-shaped teenage glutton had absolutely gorged herself on Wonker brand chocolate bars before passing out last night, stuffing herself so full that even now her tummy was bulging against the fabric of her nightshirt and sitting on her thick thighs.  Well, it really served her right!  That should teach her not to make such a pig of herself!
“Guess it serves me right!” she said to herself, stifling a soft burp. “I, like, gotta stop eating in bed cuz it gives me such weird dreams!”

Her eyes fell on an unfinished chocolate bar on her bedside table.  “But, like, maaaaybe one more couldn’t hurt…”

***
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