Fanny’s Pregnant Plumping

By Mollycoddles

Fanny yawned and smacked the buzzing alarm clock in annoyance.  There was nothing that she wanted more than to stay in bed, dozing happily under the nice warm covers, but, if the alarm clock wasn’t enough to rouse her to her feet, her aching bladder certainly was.  

Fanny poked at the lump in bed next to her.  “Will! Will, get up!”

The lump mumbled. “No…sleeping.”

Fanny shifted in bed, pulling her knees up as far as she could before they collided with the massive mound above them.  Fanny’s pregnant belly looked like a mountain under the sheets; she was always a little shocked by the sheer size of it when she first saw it in the morning. Even after six months of pregnancy, she still wasn’t used to carrying so much extra bulk!
Which was funny, considering that Fanny was no stranger to a few extra pounds.  She was a chubby short-stack brunette, her excess weight concentrated in thick curvy hips and large hefty breasts.  Will liked to joke that Fanny was the perfect woman for him because she was short enough that he could use her as an arm rest – and that her bountiful bosom made the perfect shelf to hold his beer can while he was watching television.

“Will! Seriously, I need to pee!”

Will muttered again, drooling into his pillow, but he did open one bleary eye.

“Will, so help me, you better get up and give me a push or I’m going to wet the bed right now,” said Fanny crossly.

That got his attention.  “Okay, okay, hold your horses, I’ll be up in a sec,” said Will, rubbing his eyes.  He rolled away from Fanny and stumbled out of bed, before groggily walking over to Fanny’s side.

“Okay, I’ll give you a boost.  Ready?”

Fanny held out her arms.  “Ready.”

“Up!” Will hooked his hands under Fanny’s armpits and pulled as she pushed.  Slowly, the pregnant cutie rose to her feet, kicking the blankets aside.

“Ooof!  Thanks, Will, now get out of my way! I’m busting for a pee.”  Fanny shoved her groggy husband aside and made a mad waddle for the bathroom.

Will flopped back into bed as Fanny plopped her wide bottom onto the toilet.  She sighed in relief as she emptied her bladder.  At this stage in her pregnancy, Fanny felt like she had to run to the toilet every five minutes.  The babies were growing like crazy, and they were putting increasing pressure on her poor over-worked bladder everyday.

When she was finished, she placed one hand against the stone countertop of the sink and the other against the wall and pushed herself to her feet.  Ooof! Gawd, everything was getting harder as she grew bigger.

When she waddled out of the bathroom, Fanny couldn’t help but catch her reflection in the full-length mirror.  Gawd, she was huge!

Will, finally awake, sat staring at her from the foot of the bed.

“Thanks for helping me up, Will. I’m sorry to wake you, but you know how hard it is for me to do anything alone at my size.”

Will smiled. “You know I’m never too busy to help you not wet the bed.”

“Busy? You were sleeping, you goof! That’s not busy at all!” She laughed for a second, but her eyes strayed back to the mirror.

“Wow, I never thought I’d get this big, even with twins in there.”  She patted the expanse of her vast middle. “Gawd, I look like a beached whale.”

Will guffawed. “You always say that, Fanny, but you know how I feel.” He grinned. “Or are you just fishing for compliments now?”

Will always told her that he liked her curvy, voluptuous figure, but he didn’t make any secret of the fact that he would also like to see her even curvier, even more voluptuous.  Whenever her lifted her bountiful breasts or squeezed handfuls of thick flesh from her sides or even kneaded her protruding buttocks in bed, he couldn’t help but wish that there was more of each.  Fanny knew, of course. Will was a dynamite cook – it was one of the qualities that had attracted her to him in the first place – and he always cooked massive portions of creamy pastas and succulent pot roasts, always plying his thick wife with offers of ice cream and brownies for dessert.  As much as she enjoyed eating, Fanny was careful to limit herself.  She was a natural glutton who put on weight easily, so, even as much as Will claimed that he would love to see her fluffier, she knew she had to be careful or she’d grow as fat as a cow being fattened for the county fair.
“Yeah, you always SAY that you’d like me to be fatter, but you can’t really mean THIS fat.”

“I’d love to see you way fatter; you know I wouldn’t mind seeing you fattened up like a cow for the fair,” said Will. “Besides, looks like you’re already halfway there.”  He stood up and walked over to her, wrapping his arms around her body to rub her distended abdomen.  He chuckled as he grabbed at her chest, but Fanny slapped his hands away in mock indignation.

“Stop! You’re just being nice,” she giggled, her bosom sloshing back and forth at the sudden movement. “There’s no way you’d want me if I was that big.”

That sort of talk always made Fanny a little self conscious.  She couldn’t help but get excited when Will acknowledged her assets; she felt just the tiniest little twinge of pride that her body seemed to excite Will so much.

Things were different now, though. She stared at her reflection in the full length bedroom mirror.  

But now that Fanny was six months pregnant with twins, she was beginning to wonder.  Sure, Will loved her curves, but could he also love her giant pregnant belly?  The oversized sports T-shirt that Fanny wore as a night gown was no longer oversized, since her swelling belly forced the hem to rise higher and higher everyday.  This morning the shirt still stretched over most of her belly, but she could see a tell-tale sliver of pink flesh pushing out below the stretched hemline.  Not to mention that the bulge of her popped-out belly button was visible through the tight shirt.  She turned to her side, frowning as she noticed that her preggo bump protruded so far in front of her that she had to step back to see its entirety reflected in the mirror.  With the ill-fitting shirt pulled tight around her midsection, Fanny also got a clear view of her rear.  Her butt was definitely deeper as well as wider; it pushed out behind her, stretching the seat of her underwear and providing a much-needed counterbalance for her bulging tummy.
“You’re always talking about how you want me bigger, Will.  But you can’t still think I look hot now! I’m a whale.”

“Of course you’re still hot. Now you just have something to help balance out that delicious namesake of yours.”  He slapped her wide bottom playfully, making Fanny yelp and hop.
“Something to balance out? I already had plenty up front to balance out,” said Fanny, meaningfully cupping her breasts. Her enormous tits were also growing with her pregnancy, swelling up like a pair of party balloons ready to pop as they filled with milk in anticipation of the blessed event.

Despite her swollen breasts, Fanny had never felt less sexy.  She was blimping up into a huge, fat, waddling porker with a massive heavy gut that billowed out in front of her and forced her to walk with an embarrassing waddling gait. Her thighs had thickened and her backside was definitely deeper, but her enormous preggo bump was the feature that drew the most attention.  If there was one silver lining to her appearance, it was her increasing bustline – but even that was starting to get on her nerves as her overfull milkers ached constantly for release and occasionally her fat, cork-sized nipples leaked milk into her shirt if she wasn’t careful. Even simple acts like walking across the room left her hot, flustered and sweaty.  How could Will possibly find her sexy like this?
“I know you like chubby girls, but you can’t be serious.  She’s huge!  You really think a girl THAT big is hot?”
“I’m just saying, I wouldn’t complain if you got that big.”

“Holy shit, Will, if I weighed 600 pounds… I’d be a blob! I wouldn’t be able to move! I’d just be swimming in lard. You’d have to fucking roll me in flour to find my wet spot! I… oh…”

Fanny’s tirade trailed off as she noticed the tent in Will’s underwear.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.  You really DO like girls that big!”

Will shrugged. “Sorry, Fanny, I tried to tell you.”

“Alright, you son of a bitch, if that’s what you want, then that’s what you’re going to get.”
Will’s eyes bulged from their sockets. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.  Fanny couldn’t really mean what he thought she meant, right?

“I’m destined to blow up like a parade balloon with this pregnancy anyway, so I might as well enjoy it.  Fuck it.  I’m gonna get big for you. I’m gonna get so big that you’ll never be tempted to look at another girl ever again.”

Will patted the bed next to him.  “You don’t know what you’re saying, Fanny, but I’m not going to complain.”

Fanny wiggled over to Will and plopped onto the bed next to him with a grunt.  Will’s erection twitched as he felt the bed springs settle under Fanny’s increasing bulk.  She certainly was expanding with this pregnancy, but the idea that she might REALLY let herself go… that was getting him so excited that he was almost afraid he was going to cum in his shorts.  

“Oh come off it, Will. You’ll finally get what you’ve always wanted: A big, fat, cuddly wife, right?”

“Yeah, but Fanny, I don’t think you really understand the full extent of… well, I don’t think you understand how big and cuddly.”

Fanny raised an eyebrow.  “Alright, then show me. Pull up some pictures on your laptop.  Don’t play dumb with me, I know what you look at on there. I want to see some pictures of your ideal woman. And don’t try to get out of it by saying it’s me!”

“Okay, okay…”

Will sat down at his laptop and pulled up some photos.  Just as Fanny had known, they were big.  But they were also a lot bigger than she had expected.

“Shit, these women are huge,” whispered Fanny as she peered over Will’s shoulder. She pointed. “What is she, 500 pounds?”
“No, just around 400.”

Fanny’s jaw dropped. “No way! You never told me you liked girls THAT big. She makes me look downright anorexic.”

“You having second thoughts?” asked Will.

Fanny thoughtfully stroked her rounded belly.  She was already severely overweight, truth be told.  On her last visit to the obstetrician, the doctor had sternly lectured her about the importance of watching her waistline (as much as it could be watched) during her pregnancy.  And now she was about to completely flout that advice and dedicate herself wholeheartedly to wanton indulgence just so that she could keep her husband’s roving eyes from roving too far.

“You don’t have to gain weight for me,” said Will, swiveling around in his computer chair to face his massively pregnant wife.  He took her plump hands in his and pulled her as close as he could.  “You know you’ll always be my favorite shortstack no matter what.”

“Yeah, but if I keep growing you won’t just be able to rest a beer on these tits. You’ll be able to rest a whole six-pack.”

“And another in the back,” joked Will. His hands slid around behind Fanny to rub the plumping lobes of her rump.

“Don’t remind me,” said Fanny. “I’m really packing on the pounds back there.”

“Yeah, but you just keep looking better and better.”

Fanny growled with sexual hunger, wrapping her arms around her amorous husband as far as they would go with her bulging belly in the way.  “You know how to flatter a girl,” she cooed.  “You keep talking like that and there’s no telling how big I’ll get for you.”

Fanny always took pride in how much her husband liked her body.  It was true, Fanny’s squat build turned off a lot of guys who preferred lithe, leggy women.  But Will absolutely relished his tiny, thick wife. It was a particular point of pride that she could still turn her husband’s head after all this time.  She knew lots of women who were objectively more desirable than she was, but who still couldn’t get the attention of their own husbands.  She loved how will her body meshed with Will’s ideal woman.

Or, at least, she always thought that it had.  But now, she wasn’t so sure.

She felt filled with a new determination.  Maybe it was just something to justify her pregnancy expansion.  Maybe it was just something to distract her from her growing fear that her fat, sweaty, waddling ass was losing Will’s attention.  But either way, she knew that she was going to make sure that Will would never even notice another woman while she was in the room…

****

Knowing that Will liked absolutely humungous girls freed Fanny from all thoughts of dieting. How wonderful to finally be able to eat what she really wanted to eat!  And Will certainly noticed.  As usual, he cooked massive portions of creamy pastas and succulent pot roasts, always plying his thick wife with offers of ice cream and brownies for dessert.

Fanny was growing.  Even faster than before.  Now she wasn’t just growing heavier with child, she was growing heavy with fat as well.

Fanny couldn’t stretch any of her old knickers over her growing shelf of a rear, so she had to go commando. That raised additional challenges.  At first she thought she was just reacting to Will’s excitement at her expanding body, but she was definitely feeling it all the time now, even when Will was at work: She was horny.  What was wrong with her?  She was craving sex now almost as much as she was craving food, almost as if her body was responding to her new hedonistic lifestyle by becoming more decadent in its desires.  She couldn’t go more than five minutes without daydreaming about Will’s big hard cock and fantasizing about how good it felt, to wake up first thing in the morning with that diamond-hard shaft poking against her plush bottom.  Gawd, she was sopping wet just thinking about it.  Fanny shifted in her seat, wincing as she felt the fabric of her oversize sweat pants slide against her tender, swollen pussy.

Without the protection of any underwear, she had to constantly tug at the crotch of her sweatpants to prevent the stretchy material from creeping between the lips of her fat wet snatch.  

“I need to go shopping to get myself some new panties or I’m going to go insane,” said Fanny, fanning her round flushed face with a magazine.  
Fanny gave up trying to cover her massive pregnant belly, instead pulling down the waist of her sweatpants so that her gut rested over the lip of the elastic waistband.  Even then, her thighs and trunk had widened enough that the elastic band dug cruelly into her soft, supple flesh, leaving an angry red line around her tubby middle.  Behind her, Fanny’s bottom was also plumping up, putting additional strain on the seat of her pants and pulling them tighter – which also didn’t help her constant struggle to keep her pants out of her pussy.  

“I kinda see what Will means, I really am filling out,” murmured Fanny as she caught sight of her rounding rear in the mirror.  She placed a plump hand against her left butt cheek and gave it a tentative squeeze, her stubby fingers sinking deep into the soft blubber like she was pressing her hand into memory foam.  She couldn’t help but whimper slightly at the sensation.  She bit her lip.  Oh Gawd.  She already knew, from their hours in the bedroom, that she liked it when Will dominated her with a good spanking.  But now she was getting turned on just by touching her own butt herself? Was she really turning into that much of a sex maniac?

Her burning crotch answered the question for her.  Gawd, she was sooo fucking horny she could barely think straight.  Her slit was throbbing for Will’s touch, but she simply couldn’t wait.  Grunting, Fanny lowered herself onto the sofa, leaning back so that her ballooning belly pointed straight up into the air, and shoved her hand under the waistband on her sweats.  Her fingers brushed through the neatly trimmed hair of her landing strip, slipping expertly between her flushed lips to flick her clit.  Oh shit, yeah.  Fanny closed her eyes and leaned into the experience, her breath quickening as her body tensed.  
She couldn’t stop eating or masturbating.  This was kind of weird!  By suppertime, Fanny had already cleaned out the fridge and the cupboard.  She couldn’t remember ever having been this full before, but she still craved more.  Stuffed and bloated beyond belief, she lay sprawled and helpless on the couch, too full to movie, too full to even dare to try to pull her pants out of her crotch yet again (even though they were once again itching her there), too full to do anything but wait for Will to come home and pleasure her again.

By the time Will came home, Fanny had already masturbated three times that day.  Yet she was still hungry for more.  

A knock in the foyer drew her attention and she saw Will open the door, dropping a large pink cardboard box on the counter.

“Hey, Fanny, how’s my favorite little plumper?”

“Will, I think my hormones are all out of whack with this pregnancy,” Fanny whined.

“Why? What’s the matter?”  Will quickly scanned his fat preggo wife up and down, concerned that she wasn’t feeling well.  She looked fine – granted, she was huge now, practically drowning in her own lard, and she was completely disheveled from a lazy day spent at home, but she didn’t look sick or anything. “Are you feeling sick?”

“No, I don’t feel sick… if anything I feel great.  Too great.  It’s just that…” Fanny blushed.  “I’m just… I’m just so horny all the time.”

Will laughed. “Well, I think I can help you with that.”

“No, I mean ALL the time.  It’s not normal.  I can’t stop myself from fantasizing all day.  I think I already flicked the bean three times today and I’m still hot as hell.  I can’t go on like this, Will. Just touching my own body is making me get all hot and bothered.”

“I don’t see why that’s a problem at all, Fanny. I think it’s great that you like your new body as much as I do.”

“It’s not just that,” said Fanny, her voice quiet with sudden shame. “I…uh… I also kind of… get hungry… and that eating just makes me… even hornier.”

“Aw, is that all?” Will walked up to Fanny, placed his hands on the couch back behind her and leaned forward until his trunk pressed lightly against her swollen belly.  Fanny’s pulse quickened as she felt her husband’s body heat against her bare stomach.  “Hmmm, I don’t think that’s all the kids in there, Fanny.”

Fanny blanched. “What do you mean?”

“You’re not kidding when you say that eating makes you hornier.  You’ve been busy today and not just with your hands in your pants, I can tell.  This belly of yours is full.  You’ve been eating, too, haven’t you?”

“I…I just get so hungry now, Will! I am eating for three, after all.”

“Uh huh. You said it yourself: You’re getting turned on by your own sexy new body, loving every inch of these glorious new curves even more than I do.  And I bet you’re getting just excited by what you need to do to grow these new curves.  I bet that’s why you’re getting all excited from eating too.”
He leaned forward a little more, a wide grin plastered across his face as he noted Fanny’s discomfort.

“Ohh Will, don’t press so hard, I ---”  Fanny’s protest was cut short as the pressure on her gut forced a loud belch from her lips.

Will relented, pushing himself back to standing position with a quick laugh.  “Wow, Fanny, how much did you eat today?  Did you clean out the kitchen?  No wonder you’re turning into such a tubby little princess.”

He placed his hands atop the mountain of her paunch, feeling her warmth radiating out, sliding his hands over the vast round bulk to tickle the underside of her gut right above her steaming hot crotch.

With a chuckle, he flicked her popped-out belly button with his finger, drawing a sharp moan from his heavily over-pregnant wife.

“Oh my you really are just getting so fat, Fanny.”

Fanny sighed.  “Ohhh Will, keep talking…”

“Hmm? What do you want me to say, Fanny?”

Fanny opened her eyes and shot her husband a poisonous look.  “You know what you need to say, you jerk. You’re not going to make me say it, are you?”

“Hmmm? Say what? Gosh, Fanny, whatever could you mean?”

“Fine! Tell me… tell me how fat I’m getting.”

“You’re getting so fat, Fanny.  You’re so round and pregnant these days.  But even after you have the babies, I’ll bet that you won’t be able to slim down.  You’re just going to keep getting bigger and rounder and sexier.”

“Ohhhhh,” Fanny gurgled, biting her lip and throwing her head back. “Yes, I’m going to get sooo fat.  Will, you’re making me so fat.”

“You’re going to be my perfect chubby piglet,” said Will, his hands fluttering down the flanks of his preggo wife’s massive middle.  “I’m going to stuff you until you bust and then I’m going to make love to you so hard.”

Fanny couldn’t take it anymore.

“Will, I need you to shut up and fuck me raw,” said Fanny, her eyes smoldering as she leaned backwards and spread her legs.  Will could see that his wife’s crotch was drenched, so wet she was soaking through her pants.  “I want your dick so fucking badly right now.  I want you to fuck me so hard that my pussy fuckin’ explodes.”  All of a sudden, the intense lustful expression fell from Fanny’s face as she remembered something else.  “But… be careful, the babies have been kicking today.”

“Hmm, I wouldn’t want to hurt the little guys. But maybe you should go on top, Fanny.”

“Oh no, Will, I’m way too big for that! I’d squash you with my fat ass!”

“Well, I guess we’re at an impasse,” said Will.  Then he leaned in close, his stubble tickling Fanny’s earlobe and whispered: “In that case, how about I lean you over the couch and take your fat ass from behind?” 
Immediately Fanny felt her snatch pulse and throb in response.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Oh fuck, yes.”

“Tell me how fat you’re going to make me,” whispered Fanny.

“I’ll tell you how fat WE’RE going to make you,” said Will. “Because we’re going to feed you and feed you and feed you until you can’t eat another bite.”

“Oooo, baby, feed me… I want you to stuff me to my limit before you make love to me. I want to feel you dick inside me when I’m just ready to explode.”

“Then you better start eating right now, Fanny.”

Fanny stared up at him, her eyes glazed.  “What do we have to eat?  Shit, I don’t care.  Just bring me something from the fridge, anything, and I’ll fucking eat til I’m fit to bust.”

“And how am I going to do that?  There’s nothing in the fridge, Fanny, you already cleaned it out.  Every morsel of food in the house is already inside you. I can tell just by looking at you.”
Fanny nodded at the pink box by the door.  “Don’t play coy with me.  What do you have in the box?”
Will grinned.  “Why nothing. I just picked you up a little inconsequential thing on the way home.  It’s just a lemon meringue pie.”

Fanny’s eyes lit up. “Gimmie!”

“Oh, are you sure, Fanny?”  He pressed again against her distended middle, his fingers feeling her fullness, her tightness.  “You’re already pretty tight in there, don’t you think, honey?”

“Not tight enough,” moaned Fanny.  His touch was driving her wild; she could already feel her pussy tensing and throbbing in anticipation and his fingers hadn’t even drifted south of her popped-out belly button yet. 

Will removed the pie from the box and placed it carefully on the table before pulling out a chair.

“Get over the table,” he commanded, pointing. “And eat.”

“Oooo, Will, I wanna, but give me a hand.  It’s hard to get up when you’re as pregnant as I am.”  Fanny groaned loudly as she struggled to her chubby feet, Will pulling her up with one arm, his other safely supporting the massive bulge of her phenomenally gravid gut.
“C’mon, almost up. The sooner you’re on your feet, the sooner you can eat.”

Those words were all Fanny needed to hear to motivate her.  With a final grunt, she was up and tottering towards the table, her eyes fixed on the sweet waiting pie.

Fanny didn’t wait for another invitation.  She didn’t wait for a fork.  
“Gimmie,” she moaned and plunged her face into the pie. Immediately gobbling an chorfling like a hungry pig.  Will stood back for a moment to admire what had become of his wife. The former chubbette was now a full-fledged gluttonous oinker. He couldn’t help but admire the subtle sway of her overloaded booty as she shifted from one chubby foot to the other, her enormous belly hanging below her, hunched over the table with her face shoved into a pie, gorging like a pig at the trough.

Fanny was lost in ecstasy, loving every delicious bite of pie and savoring the way that the sweet confection filled up whatever small spaces there might have still existed in her jam-packed stomach.  Her belly was painfully full now, but she couldn’t stop herself.  She imagined that, if her belly button hadn’t already popped, she was so absurdly full now that it would have busted out over the course of this meal.  She mumbled blissfully to herself as she felt Will’s hands roughly handle her ass, pulling her empire-waisted sweatpants down and over the twin globes of her full bubble butt.  Will watched in awe as the soft supple flesh shivered slightly in response as he ripped Fanny’s pants off of her billowing badonk.  She was so butter-soft that the slightly tap sent a noticeable ripple through her butt cheeks.
Her belly wasn’t soft at all, though. It was packed hard and tight. Will felt like Fanny’s belly might almost be as hard as his cock.

He couldn’t wait any longer.  He grabbed at Fanny’s quivering backside and split her chubby cheeks apart.  Fanny moaned but didn’t stop eating as he slid inside her.


She ate, he thrusted.  On and on.  More and more.  Closer and closer.  Bliss!

But even Fanny’s seemingly insatiable appetite had its limits.

“Fuck me, I’m gonna burst if I eat another bite,” moaned Fanny, rocking backwards against Will’s diamond-hard dick.  She stared at herself in disbelief.  She almost couldn’t believe that this massive, beachball-sized orb hanging below her was her own belly, but she couldn’t deny it.  She had built it herself – she and Will together, through all their mutual stuffing sessions, all their days spent in bed, all that sensual feeding. Mmmmm.  Fanny’s eyes fluttered closed, her lips parted gently as she rubbed her chubby hands along the expanse of her mountainous middle, squeezing, kneading.  She could feel the firmness of her preggo bump and stuffed tummy beneath the new layer of squishy fat.
“Ohhh Will I don’t think I could eat anymore.”  She stared down at the pie tin; the pie was ruined but there was still plenty left.  “Oooof, I can’t believe I almost ate a whole pie!”
Will said nothing, but he thrust forward, drawing a sharp “Oh!” from his bloated wife.
“Oh! Will! Oh my!”

“You keep eating, I’ll keep thrusting.”

“Oh, but Will…”

Will pushed her face into the meringue pie.  “Eat,” he commanded.

Fanny obeyed.  Will’s forceful words were already making her even hotter than she ever thought possible, and she could feel his growing erection turgid against the soft, pale flesh of her exposed rump.  She couldn’t eat anymore. She was way too full.  But Will’s command lit a fire in her loins that made her even more excited than the big cock inside her.  She shoved her chubby face back into the decimated pie and gobbled hungrily at the last remnants of sweet lemon, fluffy meringue and crumbly crust.  There wasn’t much left.  She was sure she could finish it!

Every bite filled her up bigger, tighter, rounder, her swollen belly pushing tighter into the limited space between her legs and pressing down hard on her swollen and aching pussy.  With Will pumping her from behind, her vulva was under so much pressure that she was certain it was going to explode!  Fanny rolled her eyes as her tongue lolled around her lips, licking up smears of creamy white fluff around her mouth.  She wasn’t sure what was going to burst first -- her pussy or her belly – but she was loving every second of it. 
“I’m already so full,” moaned Fanny, her mouth full. “But the fuller I am, the better this feels. Oh Gawd, I never knew how good it could feel to be fucked when I’m stuffed to the brim.”
Fanny’s gravid belly wobbled with every thrust, pushing her closer and closer to orgasm.  “Oh shit, oh shit, don’t stop ohhhhhhhhhh keep going, Will! Ohhhhhh fuck me, I mean feed me, no I mean fuck me! I’m…. I’m almost there! I’m almost done!”
Fanny stared, her vision going blurry. There was only one last bite of crust to go.  Fanny was teetering on the very brink… both of orgasm and of explosion, she was sure.

Fuck it, she was not giving up now.  Not when she was so close.  She wanted to grow big for Will and she was taking it to the every limit.  

“Will… give it.. to me… oh Gawd… I’m gonna pop… no… I’m gonna…I’m gonna… I’m gonna cum!”
Will thrust into her again, ramming her so hard that he jostled a fresh belch from her mouth.  This time, Fanny was too enthralled in the orgasmic sensations jolting through her body to be embarrassed.  That was too much.  Will cried out as he released, filling Fanny’s vagina with hot sticky seed.  Fanny cried out, spitting that final mouthful of pie across the table as she came, her pussy tensing and gripping the fat dick inside her.
“Holy shit, Will, that was so fucking intense,” gasped Fanny.  She turned to look back at her husband, a dopey expression on her pudgy face as sweat dripped down her brow.  “Will…Will… get me back to the couch… please… I gotta… I gotta sit down…. This is too much for a big pregnant fat girl like me!  Oh shit, Will, you fucked me so hard I don’t think I’ll be able to sit for a week.”

“Hold on, I’ll help,” said Will, placing his hands against her rump and wriggling out of her.  He was pleased to see the empty pie dish lying on the table.  Fanny had finished it all.  And as he helped his fat, overstuffed wife back to the couch, he couldn’t help but marvel at how tightly packed she was now.  

“Do you want your pants back?” asked Will.

“No, fuck ‘em, I just need to sit. I don’t care if I leave a stain on the couch, I’m too spent, just let me sit.”  Fanny gasped as she plopped her naked ass onto the couch, her bloated belly settling in her lap and hiding her sore pussy from view. She flashed a saucy grin at Will.  “Besides, if we keep this up, I won’t even be able to wear those at all soon.”


Will really liked the sound of that.
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