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Ivy blinked her eyes open groggily. For a spit second, she wasn’t sure what that noise was.

The overweight girl grabbed her tortoiseshell glasses off the bedside table and put them on, blinking in the light.  What was that?  Outside, she could hear her darling pet pug barking excitedly.

“Spunky? What’s going on out there? You okay, boy?”

Grunting, she pushed herself to her feet and wobbled to the window.  This was no mean feat.  Ivy was not a small girl.  Always a greedy glutton, she carried over 500 pounds of soft, spongy blubber on her frame.  She carried most of her poundage in a massive belly that protruded three feet in front of her, wobbling and jiggling as she moved.  She was grown so big these days that she couldn’t buy clothing off the rack from even the most generously portioned fat girl clothing stores, but that didn’t bother Ivy much: At her size, clothing was just a constant annoyance so she tried to spend as much time lounging about in her underwear as possible. Ivy’s wide load ass filled out the seat of a pair of panties as big as a circus tent; her underwear was only visible from the back since her sagging belly completely eclipsed her knickers from the front and made it look like she wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing downstairs.  An enormous sports bra helped to restrain Ivy’s billowing E-cup breasts, but, despite their bulk, her tits still looked positively tiny compared to the medicine ball-sized belly below them.  Ripples ran through her butter soft-blubber as she moved, no clothing helping to firm or steady her rotund gut.
She brushed her lemon-yellow bangs out of her eyes and peered through the sliding glass door into the backyard.  It was nearly impossible to make out anything in the dark, but she could hear Spunky yapping excitedly.  What was getting him so agitated?  Ivy paused for a moment, pondering whether she should grab at least a bathrobe to cover her enormous body from prying eyes, but who was awake at this time of night?  Of course, with all that noise Spunky was making, it would be a wonder if he didn’t wake the whole block.

Eh, whatever.  Ivy shrugged her massive shoulders and pushed open the sliding glass door.  It’s not like anyone would be shocked to see a mammoth blob like Ivy wobbling around in her own back yard. They all knew how big Ivy was; she could feel the judgmental stares whenever she pulled her car up in her driveway, its muffler scraping the asphalt as the car struggled under her behemoth bulk and then the horrified looks as she strained to push her elephantine body out of the driver’s side door.  If they were scandalized by seeing her busting out of her underwear, then it was their own fault for peering into her yard.

Ivy waddled into the backyard, already huffing from the short trek.  As her eyes adjusted to the gloom, she could see Spunky in the center of the yard, hopping up and down like a Mexican jumping bean. 

“What’s the matter, Spunky?”  Ivy’s gaze traveled upwards.  Her jaw dropped.  Hovering in the air above her house was a massive metallic disc, humming softly, glowing lights blinking around its rim.

A flying saucer??? No way! This was impossible.

Before she could react, Ivy was knocked to the ground by a sudden blast of wind.

“Argh! Oof!” cried Ivy, the wind knocked from her lungs as she collapsed to the ground in a big pile of helpless blubber.  Ivy was way too fat to be able to rise from this low position without some serious help!  Her tortoiseshell glasses flew off her face, landing in the dew-stained grass with a soft bounce.
A strange green light bathed the corpulent cutie and, beyond all reason and logic, she began to lift off the ground.  As a jumbo heavyweight, Ivy was almost surprised that the ship could lift her; she was used to cars settling below her and bikes breaking apart, so this alien technology must be REALLY advanced to handle her flabby ass!
Ivy couldn’t believe it! She was being abducted by a UFO!

Below her, Ivy could hear Spunky still yapping desperately, upset to see his master suddenly rise up into the air and disappear.  Ivy hoped that Spunky would be okay.  But apparently these aliens weren’t interested in her dog; they were only interested in her.
She gulped nervously.  What could these aliens possibly want with a fat girl like Ivy? Memories of old Twilight Zone episodes flashed through Ivy’s mind.  Was she about to become the main course on some alien dinner menu?

She shuddered, a ripple running through her unrestrained naked blubber.  She would be a feast fit for a king, indeed! In fact… what possible other reason could an alien have for choosing literally the fattest girl in the city, possibly the state, for abduction? They must be planning to eat her!

Ivy didn’t have time to ponder the possibilities.  Paralyzed by the strange green light, Ivy rose into the craft.  The next thing she knew, she was hovering in a vast, dome-shaped room, floating for all the world like a helium balloon as a horde of strange alien beings watched her through inscrutable black eyes.  

The aliens looked like something straight out of an X-Files episode: tall, think, almost skeletal gray creatures with large melon-sized heads and long bony fingers.  They didn’t seem hostile.  Ivy didn’t know how she could tell, but she felt like these creatures didn’t mean her any harm. If anything, they just seemed really, really interested.  As she floated past them, she felt thin bony fingers pressing into her soft flanks, experimentally kneading her flesh as if the creatures simply had to touch her to confirm for themselves that she was real.

She couldn’t move a muscle to resist as she was gently lowered onto a long cold operating table and cold iron shackles fastened themselves round her plump ankles and chubby wrists.

All at once, the green light shut off and Ivy regained control of her body. Not that it did her much good now.

“What…what’s going on?” huffed Ivy in surprise, struggling futilely against the ankle and wrist bracelets that held her in place.  The aliens watched in fascination as Ivy squirmed, her movement making her mammoth belly jiggle like a giant mound of gelatin.  Ivy’s belly looked like a mountain, and the overweight cutie actually looked like she might be taller lying down than standing up.  She was so big that the restraints probably weren’t even necessary. She was pretty much pinned down by her own bulk.
“What are you doing? What are you… going to do to me?”

Ivy shivered as she felt the aliens’ delicate hands fondling her thick rolls of blubber, bony fingers poking into her belly as if to test its fullness, its resilience, or even just to test if it was real.  

“You guys… you guys have done this before, right?” said Ivy, realization dawning.  She wasn’t sure how she knew, but somehow she was certain of it.  These aliens knew all about Earth girls, knew how big and soft and plush and squeezable they were.

“But I bet you haven’t found a girl like me before, huh?” said Ivy with a small grin.  She couldn’t help but be amused. There weren’t a lot of girls out there as fat as Ivy and she could tell these aliens were in awe.  She couldn’t understand their language, but she could read the awe in their strange alien faces.  Ivy was far bigger than anyone… or possibly anything… that they’d ever seen before.

One alien stepped forward and babbled something incomprehensible.  Ivy didn’t know what he was saying, but she got the impression that he… she?... must be the one in charge.

Then it said, in perfect English: “Greetings, Earth Girl.”

Ivy balked. “You can talk?”

“Yes, Earth Girl, it just took some time for our universal translators to calibrate.  Welcome to our ship. Do not be afraid,” said the lead alien.

“I wasn’t afraid,” said Ivy. It was the truth.  All those rough hands pawing at her blubber… maybe she should have been scared, but they didn’t feel threatening at all. Instead, they felt comforting.  It felt like the aliens were… admiring her, appreciating her, almost even worshipping her.

“I am Commander Grax and these are my people, the Grebulons.  Our people have chosen you, Earth Girl, for a very special destiny.  You are to be our goddess.”

Ivy’s eyes nearly popped out of her head. “Your goddess? You can’t be serious!”

“Oh, but I am.  To our people, nothing is more miraculous than to be, as your people call it, ‘fat.’  To store flesh upon the body is something that our people cannot do, and it continuously astounds us how you earthlings manage so magnificent a feat! And you, earth girl, are fatter than any other human we have ever encountered! That’s why we are confident that you can fulfill this sacred destiny: To be our goddess and to be eternally loved and worshipped by all Grebulons!”

“But… I’ve never been a goddess before,” protested Ivy, writhing in her bonds. The assembled Grebulons let out a collective “ooooo!” as they watched her fat jiggle in response to her movements.
“Don’t worry,” said Commander Grax. “You won’t have to do anything.  Anything, that is, except grow.  Insert the tube!”

Ivy opened her mouth to protest, but before she could say anything the Grebulons shoved a tube into her mouth, down her throat and into her stomach. Ivy nearly gagged but there wasn’t much that she could do. Ivy noted with mounting concern that the other end of the tube was attached to a massive machine that took up an entire wall of the room.
“Don’t worry! After countless trials and experiments, we’ve perfected the perfect formula to grow our goddess to her utmost limits.  Granted, we’ve had a few failures along the way, but we’re confident that THIS TIME we have it right.”

“But Commander!” piped up a second Grebulon. “What if this one explodes too?”

Ivy’s eyes bugged out of her head.  “’Asploe?!” she yelped, her words muffled by the tube down her throat.

“Well, we’ll just have to keep trying till we get it right.  But I’m 100% confident that this one is the one! After all, none of the other girls were even nearly this fat when we started, right?”

There were murmurs of agreement from around the table.

“And if she’s already managed to get this fat on her own without bursting, then she’s probably capable of getting way bigger without bursting, right?

The assembled Grebulons nodded in agreement. Ivy desperately shook her head. The Grebulon might have been willing to take that chance, but Ivy sue wasn’t!
“Okay, start up the machine!”

Ivy grunted and struggled as much as she could as the Grebulons threw the machine into action.  Immediately, a thick, glowing green liquid began flowing through the tube, right into Ivy’s mouth.
No! No! No! thought Ivy.

But then the liquid flowed into her…

Ivy’s brown eyes rolled back in her head as the slime hit her stomach.  Oh wow! A sudden wave of pleasure washed over her as she felt the green goo filling her stomach.  Ivy’s belly began to swell as the Grebulons pumped more and more goo into her.  Her breasts began to rise, bolstered by her expanding gut.  But Ivy wasn’t just filling up.  She could feel the goo inside her converting instantly into fat, adding doughy flesh to her already overloaded frame.  Pillowy rolls of new blubber piled up around her legs and arms.  Her belly rose higher and higher, soft lard filling up the folds in her skin, stretching her out.  Her round face puffed up, her chubby cheeks filling out, her fleshy double chin inflating until her neck merged with her body.  She was literally inflating with fat like a human balloon!
“Hmmm, excellent progress,” said the Grebulon Commander, nodding his head as he watched Ivy swell and bloat like a tire attached to an air hose.
Within minutes, Ivy was at least 100 pounds heavier and inflating so quickly that she was starting to look like the Michelin Man.  But she wasn’t done yet.  The goo kept coming, pumping her up bigger and bigger.  All her reservations fell away in the bliss of growth.  This was great! Ivy couldn’t believe that anything could feel this good!

And it just kept getting better!
The stitches in Ivy’s sports bra began to tear as her breasts ballooned bigger and rounder, filling up like fat-filled pontoons. A spasm of pleasure ran through her overbloated body as the swollen sweetie felt her aerolea plump up inside her bra, the two dark discs topping her twin globes puffing up and her nipples popping to attention.  Finally, with a loud tearing sound, the seams completely burst apart and Ivy’s newly ripened boobs bounced out triumphant, slapping against her expanding gut and sending shock-waves through her new flab.  Ivy’s panties were also unraveling.  Who would have thought? When Ivy first bought these panties, they seemed absolutely ginormous.  Even she couldn’t imagine the day that she would completely fill them much less the day that she would get so fat that she would literally explode out of them.  But now that day had come!  The seat ripped out as Ivy’s ass bubbled and billowed, filling with pulpy, squishy new fat almost as fast as her growing belly.
Completely naked, Ivy continued to grow.  And grow. And grow.  Ivy was so big now that she was starting to look like a beached elephant seal, thick rolls of flab accumulating around her stubby arms and legs, new flesh bubbling into existence to meet the demands of all the millions of calories being pumped into her.  Every square inch of her body was alive with sensation. She could feel the cold slab of the table beneath her as her adipose spilled out in all directions, finally oozing over the sides of the table as the apex of her growing gut rose higher and higher in the air above her.
Surely I must be the fattest girl in the world now, thought Ivy.  But the next words of the Grebulon commander cut through the haze of Ivy’s euphoria like a knife.

“Turn up the power,” insisted the Grebulon Commander.  
“Uhppp?!” cried Ivy, her eyes bulging with terror and her forehead breaking out in a cold sweat. Surely they couldn’t possibly force her to get any bigger! She was already ridiculously huge! If they made her any bigger, she was going to fill up the room!

An underling threw a switch.  The goo came faster.  Ivy’s body billowed out.  Her wrists bulged with fat, finally swelling enough to burst apart the shackles.  Her ankles followed suit in short order.  But by now it didn’t matter.  Ivy was rapt with the pure hedonistic pleasure of growing that she had no interest in escaping.  Besides, she was also grown so monstrously fat that she couldn’t even stand up on her own anymore, let alone run away.
She was nothing more than a big buttery blob of blubber, her extremities swallowed up by her own bulk. She didn’t look human anymore; if anything, she looked like a massive, bloated sea elephant.
But she kept growing.

Ivy’s body inflated with fat, blimping bigger and bigger, absolutely engorged with flesh.  She was too big to move a muscle now, even her hands so caked with flab that she couldn’t bend a finger.  She had no clue how big she was anymore, since she couldn’t even see all of herself anymore.  Her gigantic breasts and, beyond them, her towering belly no completely filled her view, although she could feel her expanding flanks pressed against the cold metal warehouse walls.  Pressing harder and harder until the walls began to bend, then crack, bolts bursting from sockets under the force of Ivy’s gathering flab, then kaboom! With a thunderous crash, the walls of the room exploded outward and Ivy’s grandiloquent, growing mass billowed out like a butterfly exploding from its cocoon.  

Ivy was only vaguely aware of the fact that the Grebulons must have already brought her back to their own planet, because outside of the warehouse wasn’t the void of space by the rolling expanse of hills and valleys.  The sky above was an odd greenish color, but Ivy was too blessed out on her own expansion to pay it much mind.
Ivy couldn’t imagine that the Grebulons wouldn’t be satisfied with her size now; she was bigger than a whale, just a tiny insignificant girl buried under acres and acres of soft, quivering cellulite.

But the Grebulons didn’t seem to think this was enough because the green goo kept flowing.  Ivy wasn’t sure where it was coming from anymore. Surely the machine had been destroyed when the warehouse was demolished?  She couldn’t see where the tube led because her neck was so swaddled in fat now that she couldn’t even turn her head.  Not only that, but her body was rising all around her like dough rising in an oven.  Soon she would be completely enveloped within her own flab if she kept blowing up like this!  Ivy was absolutely huge beyond all belief!  She felt so full, her skin stretched oh so tight, like an over-inflated balloon that should have popped long ago yet the green goo kept flowing into her, pumping her up bigger and bigger and bigger.  Surely she must have already surpassed all the Grebulons’ expectations? There was no way that any of their previous experiments could possibly have grown this big without detonating?

In the back of her mind, Ivy was certain that she couldn’t possibly grow much more.  But at the same time… all her pleasure circuits were abuzz.  She’d never felt this good before and she didn’t want it to stop!  She felt like… she just needed to keep growing and growing and growing no matter what the consequences!

By now, Ivy was the literal size of a mountain, the summit of her enormous belly reaching into the clouds, billowing out like a helium balloon.  Ivy was so vast and round that she now looked less like a human and more like a brand new planet.

Her brain was so alive with pleasurable electricity that she barely even noticed when she felt the ground fall away from beneath her.  What was this?  Ivy was so massive that she was developing her own gravity, her own gargantuan belly becoming its own planet and pulling her off into space.  It didn’t matter.  By now Ivy was so vast that she must surely dwarf the earth.  Maybe she was even bigger than the Grebulons’ planet now.  She’d never seen it, so she had no way of knowing how big their world was.  But she must be bigger.  Surely it wouldn’t be right for a goddess to be any smaller than the planet. A goddess had to be big, right? A goddess had to be the absolute biggest thing ever, right? To think that Ivy was ever unsure that she could play the role of a goddess!  She was perfect for the part!
Ivy would be the Grebulons’ new goddess and she would never stop growing! They wanted a fat girl to worship? She would be the fattest girl who ever lived! She would be the fattest thing EVER!

Bigger, bigger, bigger…

Ivy was bigger than any human had ever grown ever in all of history.  Hell, she was so far beyond anything any human had ever imaged that it was ridiculous to even call her a human anymore.  She was too big to qualify as a planet, bigger than a star, bigger than a galaxy, a giant continuously expanding ball of lard, swelling bigger and bigger at an exponential rate.  Her growth beggared belief.  Even the Grebulons were astonished at Ivy’s size.  She was bigger and fatter than anything they could have possibly envisioned and, under their influence, she continued to grow bigger and bigger.

She was no longer human.  She was a goddess.

It was the only word that even approached adequately describing her absolute enormity.  Even from planets hundreds of light years away, Ivy’s bulk was so vast that she filled the sky.  Her blubbery arms and turgid swollen legs disappeared between enormous folds of flesh.  Even her head was enveloped within her growing body, only the protruding feeding tube marking the divet where, under acres of lard, her fat face was buried.  And always she grew.  Smothered and swallowed by her own swollen flab, Ivy was little more than a monstrous sphere.
Bigger and bigger.  It seemed like there would be no end to her expansion.  Ivy was already the absolute biggest thing in the universe, a goddess of fat who lived only to guzzle and gorge and grow.

Planets no longer circled the sun. Drawn by Ivy’s immense gravitational pull, planets now began to orbit Ivy as though the massive girl herself were a star.
But as the Grebulons pumped Ivy with even more goo, her size far surpassed that of even the largest red giant.  She was so gigantically fat that her gravity threatened to destabilize the entire star system.

The planets closest to Ivy’s orbit were beginning to feel her pull.  Representatives from the colonies on Grebulon 1 and 2 argued passionately in front of the Grebulon Senate that Ivy’s feedings should be reduced, because the goddess was simply becoming too big for her own good… or for the surrounding planets!

But the colonists’ pleas fell on deaf ears. Homeworld politicians were too invested in plumping their divine goddess to ever more ludicrous sizes, consequences be damned.  Admiring pilgrims traveled from all over the universe to pay tribute to the glorious growing goddess of girth.  

As for Ivy, she didn’t care. Her entire universe consisted of consuming and growing, growing, growing.  The green goo filled her with a sense of euphoria that she’d never felt before, a constant high better than the best orgasm, a tingle arcing through every soft, blubbery inch of her colossal, universe-sized body.  She was only vaguely aware of the first disquieting stirrings within the very pit of her enormous, vast ocean of a belly.
But what did she care?  She was a goddess! She was an indestructible, invincible goddess! She was so obscenely, unbelievably massive that it was completely inconceivable that anything could harm her in any way! She was simply way too big for anything to stop her!

She was simply too big… too big…

That sudden strange quiver deep inside came back again.  What… what was going on? Ivy felt…suddenly unsure. Something was wrong. But what could it possibly be? What could be wrong for a goddess?

Then it happened.

Ivy was simply too big.  Far too massive to explode, Ivy imploded.  Like a collapsing star, her bulk sucked into itself.

The Grebulons were disappointed to see their goddess reach her end, but they could only shrug their shoulders helplessly.  In retrospect, what other end could there be? From the very beginning, they had always known that this day would come.  They were impressed that Ivy could grow so big; no subject had ever grown so big before.  Most fat girls reached the limits of their own bodies before they reached the limits of physical reality, so they were used to seeing their goddesses explode from overzealous feedings. But to see their goddess implode? Now THAT was a spectacle!

Still, they were sad to see Ivy go.  Now they’d have to return to Earth to find another fat girl to abduct.

* * *
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