Jinny sat on a bench at the edge of the playground watching.  She didn’t much like hanging out at the playground, but her six year old daughter Sandy was a huge fan of the swings here and, well, it was good to encourage her to play outside. Better than sitting inside and playing with video games all day.  And there was nothing wrong with the playground per se. She just didn’t like dealing with the other mothers.


There they were now, all huddled in their usual gaggle over by the slide, chattering like a bunch of gossipy geese, barely even keeping an eye on their rotten little kids as they drank their overpriced Starbucks lattes and frappaccinos and whatevers.


Most of their kids were poorly behaved.  In the past, Jinny sometimes had to have words with more than one mother after their precious little darling had pushed Sandy into the dirt or knocked her off the swings. Poor Sandy!  She was an excitable little thing, and that meant that the other kids enjoyed picking on her to make her cry.


“Well, your kid just needs some thicker skin,” the other moms would say with their fake plastic smiles.


Fuck you, thought Jinny. But out-loud she just said: “Please, can’t we get along.”


She sighed.  She felt like the other moms gave her the cold shoulder because she was new in the neighborhood. Or maybe it was because she was divorced? Was that really still an issue these days? It seemed silly in this day and age, but Jinny had noticed that she was one of the only moms who never came to the playground accompanied by a dad.


Not that any man would think much of me these days, thought Jinny. When her eight year marriage had ended, her mother had warned her that she would probably never find another man at her age. Sure, she was a little older now. And she’d never been much of a looker.  Jinny was a small, petite woman with straight mousy brown hair that fell over her shoulders in brittle, wispy strands.  She was small enough that her body seemed to disappear into the folds of the bulky sweaters and shapeless jeans she wore.  She could, of course, clean up nicely. But there wasn’t much reason now; she wasn’t interested in landing another man. Not after how the marriage had ended.


She glanced up.


Sandy was running towards her, pulling another girl along with her.  For a second, Jinny prepared to stand up to defend her daughter before she realized that Sandy was grinning ear to ear. Oh, she must have made a new friend.


“Mommy, this is my friend Alessa!” shouted Sandy exuberantly.


Alessa was a dark-skinned girl with wild black hair and a big gap in her smile where she’d lost a baby tooth. Jinny couldn’t help but notice that the girl was dressed in expensive designer clothes.


“Hello Alessa.  Are you Sandy’s new friend?” asked Jinny.


Alessa nodded her head. “Yeah.”


“Who’s your mommy?” asked Jinny.


Alessa pointed. “My mommy is the one with the big boobies.”


Jinny was embarrassed. “You shouldn’t talk about your mom like that!”


“Why not? She does have big boobies! And it is nice to say, she likes them a lot! She told me that I’m gonna have big boobies too when I get to be grown up!” Alessa puffed out her cheeks and made the universal hand gesture like she was cupping a giant pair of breasts in front of her.


“Yoo hooo!”


Jinny looked up and immediately knew which mother must have been Alessa’s. It was obviously the buxom babe jiggling her way across the playground right now, waving her hands in a desperate bid for attention, her gaudy bracelets and jewelry jangling as she moved.


It was Bianka.


Jinny had seen Bianca around the playground before. Most of the other mothers cold shouldered the stunning Italian beauty – but not just because she was, like Jinny, a single mother. Bianka must have been conventionally attractive in her youth with her dark Italian skin, luxurious black hair, and knock-out curves, but now she was slowly succumbing to middle age spread.  In her early 40s, she was still able to wow the guys, but her curves had gone from tasty to ridiculous.  Her angora sweater hugged her body tightly, revealing that her bust line hadn’t yet begun to sag.  How big were those tits? It was hard to guess, but they sure gave that sweater a run for its money – the white buttons down her front strained over those two mountainous melons and, if you caught her from just the right angle, you could see between the gaps and catch a glimpse of a sturdy red bra underneath. A red bra!  Most of the dads on the playground couldn’t help but think about that. That bra wasn’t just meant for support. It was meant for display on a bedpost or on a bedroom floor, something to admire after a night of sex. The sweater wasn’t designed to cover Bianka’s tummy, so even if her greedy melons hadn’t already taken up all the material, you would still be able to see her pudgy brown belly, just beginning to pooch out, her sexy slit of a navel squishing between newly formed jelly rolls. And this all led down to a flaring pair of hips and a wide badonkadonk rump that made her drum-tight khakis squeak when she waddled.  Those khakis! They were skintight all the way down, squeezing her thick thighs and caressing her fat calves.


Everyone on the playground had been very interested to hear when Bianka’s marriage ended. The other moms weren’t sorry at all. Most of them had nothing but harsh words for that plump tart, and they liked pointing out that Bianka has really ballooned up over the years. The dads would nod their heads in silent agreement, but rarely pointed out, for the sake of family harmony, that Bianka had ballooned into a voluptuous bombshell.  They were civil to Bianka but mostly watched her from afar, praying for the day that she sneezed too hard and her big ripe boobies sent those buttons flying.


For her part, Jinny just tried not to stare. It was hard, because Bianka always attracted attention.


“It looks like our kids have become friends, huh?” said Bianka, smiling broadly and exposing her perfect white teeth. “So we are friends too!” She grabbed Jinny and pulled her into a massive bear hug, squashing the smaller woman against her bulbous bosom.  When Bianka released her, Jinny staggered backwards, gasping. She was surprised that Bianka was able to move like that without completely bursting out of her clothes.


The yummy mummy was dressed in clothing so tight that it was scandalous.  Her khakis looked like they were painted on, hugging her ample curves so tightly that you could see the lines of her panties all the way around her thick thighs.  The khakis even gave her a slight camel toe, revealing the outline of her plump pussy.  She hadn’t worn a belt and when she moved too suddenly, the snap on her waistband would pop open with a slight “pop!”  Jinny debated whether to say anything, but ultimately waited until Bianka noticed it herself.


“Oopsie!” she said, quickly sucking in her stomach and snapping them shut again. “I guess I’m getting a little too chubby to wear these pants anymore, but I just can’t bear to throw them out. You know I used to wear these in college and they fit perfectly then?”


“You don’t say,” said Jinny.


“I have put on a couple pounds since the divorce,” admitted Bianka, running her hand along the curve of her bountiful booty and squeezing it slightly for emphasis.  Her long, perfectly manicured nails sank into the butter soft blubber, just enough that, if her perfectly round cheeks had actually been the balloons that they so resembled, they would have popped under the pressure.  


“Well, I can understand that. It takes some time to get used to life alone,” agreed Jinny.


“Oh, are you a fellow divorcee?”


“Yeah, I just moved to an apartment down the street with my daughter. We’re just trying to get back on our feet.”


“Girlfriend, I know all about that life,” said Bianka, waving her hand dismissively and nodding her head.  Her enormous gaudy hoop earrings bounced and jangled as she moved; you could get a headache from watching them! “Life isn’t so easy since I left my Antonio, but you know what? I wouldn’t go back to that bum, not for all the cannolis in Italy. And I’m a girl who likes her cannolis.”


“You don’t say,” said Jinny, eyeing Bianka’s pudgy midriff where it spilled over the waistband of her slackless slacks.  Bianka didn’t pick up on the sarcasm in Jinny’s voice because she just plowed ahead.


“At least there’s the alimony. Alessa was used to the good things in life and Antonio’s monthly paycheck means that I can still treat my little girl the way that she deserves to be treated. I don’t want my baby dressed in some rags!”


Alessa and Sandy were wrestling in the sandpit, Sandy now dumping sand in Alessa’s hair as Alessa shrieked with delight. Jinny got the impression that Alessa couldn’t care less about the fancy labels in her expensive clothes, but maybe expensive clothes were a way for Bianka to feel better about her parenting skills.


“Alessa, play nice,” yelled Bianka as she pulled a pocket mirror out of her purse and peered at her reflection. She made a kissy face at herself, examining the purse of her plump red lips.


“Antonio was a construction magnate, you know,” she said, “Very rich. That was one thing that he was good for. But a total cad! I’m glad I dumped his sorry ass. How about you?”


“Uhh… oh, well, let’s just say that I had some irreconcilable differences.”


Bianka closed her mirror and dropped it back into her purse. “Sistas doin’ it for themselves!” she beamed.  She looked across the playground to catch the usual gaggle of moms by the slide.


“Those wenches are probably talking about us,” said Bianka. For the first time, she sounded a little sour. Jinny suddenly felt sorry for her.  Even before she got divorced, the other moms were always talking about Bianka – Jinny had overhead snippets of conversation criticizing Bianka’s swelling butt or speculating about the authenticity of her enormous breasts.


“You know what?” said Jinny. “Let them talk. Who cares what they think?  They’re a bunch of jealous old hens.”


Bianka turned to look at Jinny. “You think so?”


“I know so. They like to think that they’re better than you because they’re married? Whatever. Like it takes any special talent to get married. You’re living your life on your own terms now, doing what’s important. You’re taking care of Alessa the best you can and fuck them if they don’t appreciate that.”


“Oh Jinny, that’s so sweet of you to say!”


“Plus, they’re all bitter that they’re not rocking killer bodies anymore. You may be divorced now, but you could probably steal any one of their husbands with your looks. Have you seen the way that they all drool over you?”


“Well, you know men!” Bianka winked at Jinny, and then subtly adjusted her top with her hands, making her massive boobs wiggle and jump. Jinny could hear a few spectators catch their breath in their throats. It was an impressive sight! Jinny caught a slight twinkle in Bianka’s eye and she knew that the voluptuous vixen knew exactly what she was doing.


“Mommmmmy, look at me!” Alessa was tearing across the playground, waving her arms and spinning in circles.


“Hola, baby, you look real fine,” said Bianka, waving back. It was only when Alessa tripped and faceplanted into the sand that Bianka really took notice. 


“Baby! No!” Gasping loudly, Bianka wiggled over to her crying daughter as fast as she could move in her tight pants and stiletto heels. 

But when the saucy Italian sweetie bent over to help her daughter, Jinny noticed something strange on the stretched seat of her pants: There was a jagged black thread criss-crossing the seam right over her ass crack.  Bianka must have put on enough excess poundage recently that she’d split her pants but, unable to bear parting with them, had stitched them up as best she could.

Jinny couldn’t pry her eyes away from that perfectly round rear. Her gaze zeroed in on that thick black thread, watching how it seemed to pull and pulsate against Bianka’s enormous derriere, how the weakly reinforced seam barely seemed up to the task of holding in all that spongy booty meat.

Having wiped Alessa’s tears, Bianka rose to her feet, relieving some of the pressure on her pants seat. Spinning on her heels, the massive milf sauntered back across the playground toward Jinny, her hips swishing back and forth as she walked, her pants zipper clicking down another tooth with every wiggling step.  By the time she had returned, the zipper was halfway down, revealing the very top of her snug low-cut panties and a faint curl of pubic hair above that. Only now did she realize that she was exposed.


“Oopsie!” she giggled again, grabbing the zipper tab and yanking it back up before resnapping her pants.


“Trouble?” inquired Jinny innocently.  Of course, she knew full well what had prompted Bianka’s girly “oopsie” but she desperately wanted to hear this tubby tart say it out loud.


“Just these pants again.  Really, I guess I do need to hang them up. I guess I should admit that I’m not at my college weight anymore.”


She sighed. “And when you’re my age and my weight, it gets harder and harder to attract attention.”


Jinny stared at Bianka in disbelief. Was she being serious? There was no way that Bianka could AVOID attracting attention! Especially at her weight.


“Are you joking?” she asked. “Have you seen the way people look at you?  You could probably have any man on the playground. Any man you wanted.”


“I suppose,” said Bianka, distracted.  Jinny narrowed her eyes and looked closely at Bianka.  The plump princess looked strangely thoughtful, her face suddenly drained of its usual bubbly exuberance.  Jinny wondered…


“MOMMMMMMMY! LOOK!”


Alessa ran up again, waving her arms.  With a grunt, Bianka squatted down to talk to her daughter. That as ill-advised, because, this time, her pants had had enough.  A loud rip filled the air, as the seat of her overstressed khakis finally gave up the ghost, splitting completely in two and letting her fat, round rump pop out.  Luckily her panties held together, but, considering that they were little more than a frilly thong, they didn’t provide much protection or support. 


“Oh shit!” Bianka swore out loud.


Alessa’s eyes went wide. “Mommy said a bad word!” 


“No, no, no,” said Bianka, struggling to right herself to her feet, “That’s a mommy word, mommies need to say it sometimes!”  She peered behind herself to try and see the damage.


“I split them again!” said Bianka. “Would you believe I just ripped them last week? I thought I’d repaired them well enough that this wouldn’t happen again. Now what am I going to do? Maybe I can tuck the rip into my ass…”


Jinny stared in horrified fascination as Bianka futilely tried to stuff the tear into her butt; all she managed to do was give herself a major wedgie. The rip was still plainly visible.


“There’s no way you can hide that rip,” said Jinny, eying the damage.  Bianka’s ass was just too big and round to hide. Luckily, she had squatted down with her booty pointed away from the crowd at the other end of the playground, so no one had yet noticed her wardrobe malfunction. “And you can’t go all the way home looking like that. I live just down the street, come back with me and we’ll get you some spare clothes to borrow to get you home.”


Bianka’s eye lit up. “You would do that for me? Oh thank you! I don’t know how to thank you!”  Bianka jumped up (causing another loud rip to rend the air as the tear along her rear grew wider) and threw her arms around Jinny, enveloping her into another cleavage-squishing bear hug.


“The pleasure’s all mine,” mumbled Jinny, her mouth muffled by bulging boob.

***


Jinny plopped Alessa and Sandra down in front of the TV and popped in a Disney DVD. She didn’t bother to check which one, it didn’t matter anyway – the kids would be hypnotized by anything she put on TV. Then she led Bianka into the bedroom.


“Take off your pants, Bianka,” order Jinny, “Let me see what I have that will fit you. I think you might be a little too..uh..voluptuous to fit into any of my pants, but I’ll bet I’ve got some skirts that might work.”


“Thank you, I’m so grateful,” said Bianka as she popped open the snap on her still way-too-tight slacks and shimmied them down her juicy hips, finally dropping them on the floor.  Jinny couldn’t help but look. Bianka’s lacy thong underwear left very little to the imagination, and the perfect smooth cheeks of her ample ass bounced slightly when her heels hit the floor again.


Without her pants on, Bianka could really survey herself in the full-length hallway mirror.  “You know why I got divorced?” said Bianka. “My husband said I was getting fat? Can you believe it? Of course, I’m thicker than I used to be – I’ve gone through a pregnancy, what did he expect? I’m not going to be my college weight again, but how many women can still fit in their college pants at 42? At least I tried!”


She turned to look at her round, panty-clad rear.


“I still think I look pretty hot,” she announced. “I’m a real milf, I would say. If I were a man, I’d fuck me in a New York minute!”


Jinny nodded, rooting through her drawers looking for an extra pair of pants. “I don’t think I’ve got any pants that would fit someone with your, er, dimensions,” she repeated.  Was Bianka trying to tell her something?  This busty, bulging bunny was certainly shameless, but Jinny wasn’t sure if that was just Bianka’s usual flirty nature or something more…?


Jinny decided to take a chance.


“You know why I got divorced?” said Jinny. “It’s because I was cheating on my husband.”


Bianka looked aghast. “No!”


“Yes,” said Jinny. “It wasn’t fair to him. He wasn’t a bad person. I always liked Ned, but, over the years, I slowly came to realize that I didn’t love him. It wasn’t his fault, though.  Unfortunately, he found out the hard way; he came home early one evening and caught me with another…woman.”


Bianka gasped. “You’re a lesbian?”


Jinny coughed awkwardly. “Yeah.”


Bianka smiled slyly. “It’s been a long time since I was with a woman.”


“Oh really? So you’ve been hiding a little secret too, it seems.”


“No,” said Bianka. “Not hiding.  Antonio knew that I went both ways. And nobody else ever asked.”


“Oh right,” said Jinny, “That wasn’t what ended your marriage, then?”


“No, said Bianka, “It really was this.”  She motioned to her explosive lower half. Jinny bit her lip. That was insane. Could Antonio really have left this dynamite diva over a little bit of belly bulge and butt blubber?  That idiot didn’t know how good he had it.  Bianka was still super sexy and she wore her extra pudge with so much sass and style that it just made her all the more irresistible.


What the hell, Jinny had come this far.  Might as well make a clean confession.

“So that woman I was caught in bed with?”


“Yes?”


“You know she was a big woman.”


Bianka giggled and rolled her shoulders back, thrusting out her chest.


“No,” said Jinny, “Not like that. I mean big. Like fat.”


Bianka looked confused. “You like fat women?”


“Yes, I think a fat woman is the best thing. A woman with some meat on her bones is the sexiest thing in the world to me.”


Bianka motioned to her own body. “How do I compare?”


“You’re a bit thin.”


“Thin! Ha! You should have told my ex-husband that. He dumped me because he said I was starting to chunk up!” Gawd, she really was fixated on that! That rejection must have really hurt the poor dear’s fragile ego.


“Oh yes, starting,” purred Jinny, “But you still have a long way to go.”  She walked over to Bianka and squeezed her love handles. “You’ve only got he very barest little bit of a potbelly going here. I’m going to have to fix that.”


“W—what are you going to do?”


“It’s almost dinnertime, Bianka. Won’t you and Alessa stay for supper? It’s the very least I could do.  You won’t make me feel like a poor hostess, will you?”


“Oh, of course we can stay for dinner, chica! That is so sweet of you to ask!”


“What’s your favorite dish, Bianka? What do you love to eat more than anything else in the whole entire world?”


“No one’s ever asked me that before.” Bianka hesitated for only a second. “I would have to say pasta carbonara. Mmm, so delicious! I love the creamy bacony taste! My mother used to make it all the time while I was growing up, that’s probably why I grew such luscious curves. But I haven’t eaten it in years. I can’t eat something that rich, I’d blow up!”


“Then that’s what I’m going to feed you, Bianka,” said Jinny, grinning like the Cheshire cat. Bianka was beginning to sweat. She was used to being in control of any sexual situation; with her killer body and confident attitude, she’d never had any trouble twisting men around her little finger. But women? She was rusty there. Bianka was shocked at how authoritative the deceptively mousy Jinny had become since revealing her secret. “I’m going to make you a great big pot of pasta carbonara, so rich and creamy and decadent. You’re going to sit here and smell all that delicious pasta cooking, and you’ll get hungrier and hungrier just thinking about the feast to come.  Bianka, how much would you like some pasta carbonara?”


To her own surprise, Bianka was feeling hungry. “I would…I would love some!”


 Jinny grabbed Bianka’s hand and led her out of the bedroom, into the dining room, and forcefully plopped her into a chair at the far end of the table. “I want you to sit here and think about eating all that pasta, how good it’s going to taste.”


“But I’m not wearing any pants!” protested Bianka. “The kids will see me!”


“They’re in the den watching cartoons. That’ll keep them hypnotized until dinner’s ready, and then they won’t see you because your lower half is hidden by the tablecloth. So just sit there. Don’t protest. Just sit here and think about how good it will be to fill your belly until you’re full, until you’re completely stuffed.”


“Mmm, that does sound good.”


“By the time dinner is ready, I want you to be wet.”


Bianka was stunned. “What?!”

 
Jinny continued, relentless. “I want you to be so wet that you’re soaking through your panties. I want there to be a giant damp spot on your crotch. I want your chair to be soaked.”


“But sweetie, I’m—“


Bianka’s protest was cut short as Jinny continued. “That’s what I want by the time dinner is ready. By the time you’re finished eating, you’re going to be absolutely mad with desire, do you understand? But don’t you dare show it. I don’t want Sandy or Alessa to know, that wouldn’t be good for them now, would it?”


“N-No.”


Jinny slowly ran her fingers down Bianka’s inner thigh, pausing at her crotch.  Then, quick as a snake striking, she reached in and grabbed Bianka between the legs, squeezing her plump pubic mound until Bianka gasped with barely-contained pleasure.

“Good,” said Jinny.


Bianka sat as Jinny set the water on the stove boiling.  At first, Bianka was just a little confused. Sure, it was true that she was a little bit turned on just by Jinny’s forcefulness. It had been a long time since Bianka had any loving, but she’d not been with a woman since college. Still, maybe this was what she was missing…


True to her word, Bianka sat quietly, obediently. And she thought about dinner.  Soon she was smelling dinner too.  It smelled heavenly! Oh mmmmm. She was starting to drool, her tummy starting to growl, her pussy starting…to drip? What? Was this possible?  Was it Jinny’s behavior that was turning her on, her strange domination game? Or was it really the thought of getting stuffed like a Thanksgiving turkey, giving in to excess and eating as much Carbonara as she dared?  Bianka had never felt this was about food before, but Jinny’s words had opened up a whole new universe to her….


By the time dinner was served, Bianka thought she was going to explode.


Sandy and Alessa kept up a stream of inane kiddie chatter throughout the dinner.  For once, Bianka was quiet. She was usually even louder and more obnoxious than her daughter, but she was so horny now that she couldn’t think straight. What had Jinny done to her? All she could do was think about sex. And food!  She shoveled food into her face so quickly that she didn’t have much chance to talk at all and every swallow made her belly bulge more and her pussy throb more. Her plump pussy felt like it was on fire!  She couldn’t believe this.  It gave her a crazy rush to know that she was doing something so naughty…and right in front of the kids! They had no idea that Bianka wasn’t wearing anything below the waist but her underwear, flimsy lacy underwear designed more for sex than for support.  It was underwear that was practically see-through, the sort that was little more than gauzy cobwebs, where you could just faintly see the darkened area of Bianka’s perfectly shaved pubes. And she was getting so wet now.  Just as Jinny had ordered!  She felt her belly puffing against the waistband of the overloaded panties as she ate.  If this meal didn’t end soon, Bianka was sure that the pressure of her swollen gut would snap the elastic waistband on her underwear – if she didn’t pop herself first!


Bianka stifled a burp as she glanced up from her meal.  Jinny sat across the table, staring at her. Not in surprise, not in shock, but with a narrow-eyed, smirk-mouth look of approval.  She liked what she was seeing.  And that was all the encouragement that Bianka needed to keep going.  She was going to keep eating until all this pasta was gone.


Unfortunately, Bianka didn’t have much help.  Both the kids had long since given up and now were fidgeting in their seats, begging to be excused so that they could get back to playing.  And Jinny wasn’t eating anymore either.  Bianka wasn’t sure if Jinny was actually full now or if she had just stopped eating to purposely leave more for Bianka to finish.  What a sly bitch, thought Bianka approvingly.  The thought actually made Bianka feel even hotter. She was so wet between the thighs by this point that she thought her pussy might explode before her belly.  She could actually feel her overloaded tummy settling between her plump thighs, pushing them part, the warmth of her stuffed belly mingling with the warmth of her over-stimulated crotch to the point that she wasn’t sure where one ended and the other began.


“You’re fat, mommy,” blurted out Alessa matter of factly. The little girl had noticed her mother’s gluttonous behavior and her over-stuffed stomach pushing against the table.


“Yes, mommy knows. Mommy ate waaay too much! Now mommy better get up before she eats more and pops.”


Alessa looked terrified. “Are you going to pop, mommy?!”


Bianka softly patted her stuffed stomach, causing it to bounce ever so slightly. “No, baby, mommy’s going to be fine.” She glanced across the table and caught Jinny’s eye. “I hope.”


“Why don’t you and Sandy get back to playing, Alessa?” said Jinny. “I think your mommy ate too much and she might have a tummyache. You kids go play and I’ll help her feel better.”  


“Okay!” Without a second thought, Alessa jumped down from her seat.  Sandy followed and the two kids rushed into the next room, whooping and shouting.  Once they were gone, Jinny stood up, pulled a curtain across the kitchen door and sauntered over to the bloated Bianka.


“Now that you ate, it’s time for me.”


Jinny pushed Bianka back in her seat. The bloated bunny was so full of pasta that she couldn’t resist at all. She flopped over, helpless as a beached whale.  She could feel Jinny grabbing her panties and pushing them aside, feel the cool air brush her now exposed pussy, but she couldn’t see anything around the vast dome of her overstuffed belly.


“No, no, the kids might come back!” protested Bianka softly but her heart wasn’t into it. She was so horny and it had been so long since anyone had touched her, that she just didn’t care about the kids.


“They won’t,” said Jinny breathily. There was no way that she could guarantee that, but Bianka didn’t care.  Just the empty assurance was enough for her.  Even if the kids did come back, all they would see would be Jinny and Bianka sitting at the table together. From the other side of the table, they wouldn’t be able to see that Bianka wasn’t wearing anything below the waist. They wouldn’t be able to see that Jinny’s fingers were in Bianka’s pussy. They wouldn’t be able to see Jinny’s other hand massaging the massive honey-colored globe of Bianka’s belly.


Bianka gasped as deeply as she could – her massively over-filled stomach made it difficult.  She could feel her face becoming flushed as Jinny expertly worked her magic fingers against Bianka’s swollen clit.  Heaven! She hadn’t felt this good in years! Certainly Antonio had never bothered to pleasure her like this before.  Bianka’s eyes rolled back in her head and she had to bite her lips to prevent her self from whimpering out loud.   


Bianka couldn’t help it. She began to buck in her chair, pushing her soaking crotch into Jinny’s tongue, her full tummy bouncing. She was so stuffed that she could barely move, but the ache of her bloated belly only heightened the pleasurable sensations emanating from her vagina, lulling her into an electric nexus of pleasure and pain.


“Keep…going,” she whispered, placing her hand on the back of Jinny’s head. Any fear of discovery by the kids had fled her thoughts as she was consumed with ecstasy.


But that started to fade as Jinny suddenly pulled away.  Bianka moaned in frustration and peered down, futilely straining to see over the big tanned dome of her round belly.


“Why did you – oh!”  Her question was cut short as Jinny plunged her fingers into Bianka’s pussy and began working them in and out.  


“Bianka, do you like what I’ve been doing so far?”


“Hmmm, yes,” said Bianka, her breath coming in short gasps.


“Do you want me to keep doing it?”


“Oh! Oh yes….please…Jinny…don’t stop….it feels…so good.”


“Okay, Bianka, I’ll keep going, but I need you to do something for me in return.”


“Yes!...I’ll do…anything…just…keep going….”


“Bianka, do you see know what I have in the fridge?”


“No…what…”


“I’ve got a nice, big, rich, tasty cannoli in there.  Just perfect for dessert.”


“Ohhh…I love cannolis…but I’m…so full…”


“Bianka, I want you to eat that canola while I eat you.”


“No…I can’t…I’m too stuffed already…I’ll pop!”


“You can do it,” said Jinny, assuming that same authoritative tone of voice. Bianka knew that these weren’t just words of encouragement; they were a command.  And Bianka felt herself getting weak in the knees again at the thought of sweet little Jinny ordering her around. Why did she love that idea so much?  Suddenly all her resistance melted away and Bianka knew that she would, she simply had to obey. There was no question.  She would eat that cannoli no matter how full she was, no matter how big it was.  She’d eat until she blew herself to pieces if it made Jinny keep nibbling her clit.


“I can…do it,” said Bianka, “Bring me…the cannoli…but please!...don’t stop!”


Bianka paused her massage of Bianka’s clit only long enough to step across the kitchen, open the fridge and pull out the cannoli that she had promised. It was, as she had implied, a big one.


She gingerly balanced the dish on the dome of Bianka’s bloated stomach, watching in rapt attention as the wobbling plate rose and fell with every labored breath.


The cannoli looked bigger than ever up close and Bianka was about to open her mouth to protest again when Jinny placed her fingers between her thighs and began again. Immediately, all complaints vanished as Bianka was once again awash in pleasure.  She could do this. She could totally do this.  She raised the cannoli to her lips and started to eat. She was already so full that she could only take small, dainty nibbles at first, but Jinny was whispering in her ear.


“Finish it,” said Jinny, her voice husky. “Eat the whole thing. Eat it now, Bianka, I know you can do it.” 


Those words opened a fire inside Bianka and she started eating faster. In seconds, she was cramming it into her mouth, as much as she could at a time, her cheeks bulging, cream spilling out the opposite side and falling onto her tightly stuffed tummy.  Jinny bit her lip as she watched the spectacle play out in front of her.  Bianka ate quickly, hoping to fit the entire cannoli into her stomach before it could complain.  It was complaining already, so full, so very very full. Her painfully distended belly was sending all sorts of painful warnings to her brain NO STOP NO MORE YOU’RE GONNA EXPLODE but Bianka ignored them, all that mattered now was finishing the cannoli and pleasing Jinny even as Jinny continued to pleasure Bianka yes yes yes more more Bianka bucked and twisted, moving her thick, wet thighs up and down in time with Jinny’s expert flicks, each flick bringing her closer to explosion, each bite bringing her closer closer closer so good too much until finally her teeth sank into the last bite, cream falling from her plump lips slipping down her hot chest, between her big round boobs, melting into liquid as it dribbled over her tummy, so hot radiating desire, so full, the final droplets rolling over the apex of her belly to drip into her crotch, mingling with her own juices and OH OH OH HERE IT COMES I’M EXPLODING OH


“Oh Gawd oh Gawd oh oh oh!” cried Bianka.

Jinny put her hand to Bianka’s mouth to muffle her screams.

“Shhhh,” she whispered, “The kids.”

She needn’t have worried. The kids were still absorbed in their own business in the other room.  Jinny grinned as Bianka collapsed in her chair, all the tension leaving her body.

“Oh my Gawd that was amazing,” said Bianka, still gasping from the strain of her orgasm. “I can’t believe you could do that. Where did you learn that?”

Jinny smirked. “I’ve had a lot of practice. You should probably put your pants back on before the kids actually do come back in.”

Bianka looked at her swollen gut. “I’m never going to fit them on over this,” she said, poking the bloated mountain of her middle. Nevertheless, she struggled to pull them up and hook them, whimpering as the waistband bit into over overstuffed paunch.

“You know,” said Bianka, “A girl could get used to this. But I’d have to be careful. If I did this too often, I might just get fat.”

Jinny smiled. Bianka smiled back.

Jinny couldn’t help but think: Maybe going to the playground won’t be so bad from now on, after all.

