Valentina’s Pasta Binge
By Mollycoddles

It all started when my girlfriend Valentina got her navel pierced. No, that’s not true. It started way before that.  Valentina was a voluptuous Italian bombshell – the whole package! She had long wavy black hair that looked like the darkest night, long silky tan legs, dark Mediterranean skin, curves to die for, and that impeccable fashion sense that makes Italian women such a joy to watch.  She was a tall Amazon of a woman, almost a full head taller than me, and her stiletto heels and piled-up bouffants made her look even taller.
A lot of tall women don’t seem to pack on a lot of meat. Maybe their bodies spend all their excess energy accumulating height? But when I met her, Valentina already sported a wide, juicy badonkadonk that filled out her leopard-skin print tights and a hefty bust that challenged her denim jackets to button and spilled over the hem of her crop tops like bread rising in an oven.

What she lacked, though, was a belly.  She had a little bit of a pooch, true, just the barest little bit of doughy tummy that sagged against the bling-bing belts she used to cinch her khakis.  That was the first thing that I noticed about her.  Despite all her other assets, I knew that her tummy had the most potential to grow.  And when I saw that Valentina only ever wore belly shirts, I began to suspect that she was secretly longing for the same thing that I was.

Why else would I always catch her studying her tiny little gut in the mirror at night? Playing with that roll of flab as it spilled over the elastic waistband of her panties? Or the way that she surreptitiously kneaded her tummy after a big meal, her manicured hands wandering under the table to squeeze her full belly, as if to test whether it had grown, while her eyes darted here and there to make sure that no one spied her naughty secret?

So I knew immediately that Valentina wanted more.  When I confronted her, she confessed quickly. But what luck! To find a woman who wanted to grow, when all I wanted was to find a woman who wanted to grow.

“Do you think I should get my belly button pierced?” asked Valentina, admiring her fat tummy in the mirror.

“Why do you want to do that?” I asked, coming up behind her to place my hands on her shoulders.  She shivered as I ran my hands down her arms and then moved them around front to caress her stomach.

“I just love it when people notice how much I’ve grown,” said Valentina, leaning her head backwards to nip at my chin, “I bet if I had a belly ring, people would notice my tummy even more.”

“You’re already pretty hard to miss, Valentina, with alllll this tummy out front.”

Valentina cooed as I kneaded her fleshy tummy, playing with the small but growing roll of blubber that circled her middle.  I knew that it wouldn’t stay small for long.  Valentina was a growing girl.  She loved to eat and nothing made her more excited than to know that all her late night snacking and big Italian dinners were having an effect on her waistline.  I think she even found it more exciting than I did.
Valentina gained weight so fast that her new flesh barely had time to sag; she always looked so round, tight, and fully packed that it was almost as if this stunning Italian beauty was a human balloon being pumped fuller and fuller.
I didn’t think that Valentina needed any help to flaunt her burgeoning belly, but evidently people weren’t noticing as much as they should.  I don’t know how anyone could possibly ignore it.  

“I don’t know,” said Valentina, fingering her deep navel with a chubby finger. “Don’t you think a belly ring would look sexy on me?  Just imagine, though: As I get fatter, it would get harder and harder for anyone to see that ring!  Pretty soon, this roll of blubber will just sag over my belly button and no one would know there was a ring at all! It would just be my secret.

“Hmmm,” I said, nuzzling her neck, “That does sound pretty sexy.  Okay, Valentina, you’ve convinced me.  If you want to get a belly ring, I won’t stand in your way.”

“Okay,” said Valentina, “Maybe I’ll get it pierced when I go to the mall tomorrow.  As long as you don’t mind.”

“I don’t mind.”

And I really didn’t.  Nothing Valentina did to her delicious tummy could ever make it less sexy… except maybe lose weight, that is.  Luckily, there wasn’t much chance of that ever happening, not with Valentina’s appetite growing lustier by the day.  I was partly to blame for that.  Knowing my growing girls’s lusty penchant for rich Italian food, I made sure to always keep the kitchen well stocked and to make sure there was always something cooking on the stove when she got home in the evening.

The next day was no exception.  While Valentina left to find the perfect belly ring at the mall, I stayed home and pondered what dish to have ready for her return.  It had to be something creamy, something heavy and fatty.  That was the sort of thing that Valentina loved the most – not just for the taste, but also for the knowledge that every bite help her to inflate with fat just a little bit more.

When she returned, Valentina was ecstatic.  “Mi amore, guess what happened to me today!” She paused to inhale deeply, a slow smile spreading across her round face.  “Ooo. Is that…carbonara? You know I loooooove pasta carbonara!”

“Of course,” I said, still stirring the saucepan.  “I know everything that you love.  Why do you think I make it? I want to make what you want to eat. But that’s not why you’re so excited, is it?”
Valentina giggled shyly, lacing her hands behind her back and shifting her weight back and forth so that her belly wobbled. I looked her up and down.  Valentina’s khaki pants were so tight across her growing bubble butt and her thick thighs that they looked painted on. Not a single wrinkle was visible in the stretched material all the way down to her knees. The only creases were the pucker lines radiating outward from the metal button at her crotch as the pants’ waistband fought to hold together, and even those lines were nearly buried beneath the avalanche of soft tanned flesh that was her growing potbelly.  Valentina’s potbelly was the most amazing thing about her – perfectly smooth and round, billowing out in front of her in a great arc that began below her full, plump bosom and ended right above her mysterious, hidden crotch.  Valentina loved to show off her plumping form, but her belly was the centerpiece of her gain.  She preferred to wear crop tops and belly shirts whenever she could, just because it drew attention to her chubby bare stomach, reveling in the feel of her unrestrained tummy swaying and bouncing as she sauntered.
But…I noticed that her belly button wasn’t pierced! How odd!  I looked at her quizzically.
“Valentina, your belly button… I thought you were going to get a belly ring, but I don’t see anything.  Surely you’re not plump enough yet that your belly would hide it?”

“Ooo, if only!” giggled Valentina, “No, when I was in the store, a woman pointed at my middle and asked me when the baby was due? I was totally caught by surprise at first! I had no idea what she was talking bout, but then I realized that my belly is so big now that I look pregnant!  Ooo, I just love that my tummy has grown so big that people are starting to ask me if I’m carrying a baby around.  I’ve always wanted to have a great big fat tummy and it’s finally happening. It gets me sooo turned on.  Maybe someday I’ll be big enough that people will ask if I’m carrying twins... or even triplets!  I just can’t wait!”

Valentina squirmed in her seat as I ladled the carbonara onto her plate.  

“Oh my Gawd, honey, I am soo excited I just can’t sit still! I just want to eat this all up! I want it all in my belly, comprende?”
“Good, cuz I made it all for you, baby.”
Valentina suddenly fixed me with a serious look.

“Sweetie, I need you to be the voice of reason for me tonight, okay? You know that your fat little Valentina can’t say no. You know I’m just gonna eat and eat and eat till I pop the button off these khakis and then I’m gonna ask for dessert.  So I need you to cut me off before I bust my britches, okay, honey?”

“You know you can count on me,” I said, nuzzling her perfect neck.  I chuckled to myself.  What a ridiculous request! That was like asking Jaws to get the kids out of the pool.  Nothing pleased me more than to see my chubby Italian girlfriend stuffed so full and tight that she could barely breathe, and I knew that nothing made Valentina hornier than eating until her belly was ready to burst.  I certainly wasn’t about to stop her from gorging herself to her heart’s desire.

“You promise? You won’t let your pet porker pop?”

“I promise.”

From the twinkle in her eye, I knew that she knew I was lying.  This was our agreement.  I would never stop her gorging and she would never stop gorging.

And Valentina started to gorge.  Watching her eat was amazing.  She took such joy in consumption; she seemed to be in heaven with every bite.  I could see it in the subtle flush that crept into her chubby cheeks, the heaviness of her eyelids as they gradually closed over her glazed eyes, the way that she blocked out everything other than the food in front of her, the steady quiet little grunts and murmurs that escaped her lips as she sucked down pasta like a ravenous animal.  Valentina always ate like a woman starved, as if she couldn’t fill herself up fast enough – and that was actually the case.  I knew that nothing pleased Valentina more than the full-up feeling after a feast when her belly was big and round and tight and packed to absolute bursting, when she was so full that all she could do was lie on her back and moan because the least little bit of pressure on her distended middle would make her want to puke.

More, more, more! She shoveled the pasta into her greedy mouth, spilling sauce down her double chin and dribbling cream onto her leopard-skin print top and into her deep, inviting cleavage.  Under the table, I could sense her grinding her hips, rubbing her legs together.  She could barely hold herself together in her excitement.

It wasn’t long until she hit the wall, though.  I knew she would power through it; she always did. 

Valentina heaved a deep sigh and pushed her chair away from the table to give her bloated abdomen a little extra room.

“Ooo, I’m getting so bloated, baby, could you reach over and open my pants?”  Valentina leaned back in her seat and I watched her full tummy bulge against the waistband of her Khaki slacks. “I feel like they’re about to cut me in half! You wouldn’t want your pet to hurt her tummy, would you?”

I reached forward and patted her tummy, but I didn’t touch the fly of her Khakis. “No, Valentina, I’m not going to touch your pants.  If you want to get out of them, you’ll have to get out of them yourself.”

“Ooo,” whispered Valentina, understanding fully what I meant.  She didn’t move to open her pants herself, knowing that I meant she should just eat and eat and eat until her ballooning belly busted her pants open.  It was always so sexy to see my bloated bambina blow the buttons off her biggest pants.  That’s why she just kept growing.
“Oooo, baby, I’m feeling so bloated… but I just want to keep eating! I’m going to stuff this tummy until I pop!”
Valentina’s breathing quickened, her full bosom heaving like a stormy sea inside her leopard-skin top.  Beads of perspiration formed along the hairline on her forehead, dripping down her cheeks in rivulets. I could see more beads of sweat coalescing on the tops of her hefty hooters, sliding inwards when she inhaled to pool in her cleavage.

“Ooo, I’m never going to stop, baby,” moaned Valentina in a husky voice, “I’m just going to keep eating and eating and eating until I’m so big and plump and round. Ooo, honey, I want to be your tubby pet.  I want to gorge and grow, mi amore!”

She was beyond all reason now.  She often got like this when she was super horny; in her excitement, she would push herself beyond her limits until a massive tummy ache forced her back to reality.  This was exactly the sort of excess that she had asked me to guard against.  If I were a better man, I would have stopped her.  I would have taken that giant plate of pasta away from Valentina. When she whined and cried and stamped her foot, I could have reminded her that I was following her own orders. In the morning, she would have been uncomfortably full but not in agonizing, burstingly full pain. But why would I do that? I loved to watch Valentina eat, and nothing made me hornier than watching my sexy Italian bunny go into an insane feeding frenzy. I just smiled and let her eat. 

 Valentina leaned in close, a sly smile across her full dark lips.  “I have a naughty secret,” she whispered with a giggle.  “These pants are soooo tight that every time I hiccup I can feel the seam pressing into my pussy, and it’s turning me on so much.”

“Eat a little more and you’ll feel that tingle every time that you breathe, Valentina,” I replied.

Her face lit up as if she hadn’t thought of this wonderful idea, and her breathing immediately quickened.  Possibly because her quick breathing was actually making her tight pants stimulate her even more, I had no way of knowing.

“Mmmm,” moaned Valentina quietly as she shoveled another forkful of creamy carbonara pasta into her mouth. The delicious salty bacon, the creamy sauce… it was dreamy!  Valentina felt like she was in heaven!  She simply couldn’t get enough! She could feel her tummy bulge out as she ate, reveling in the delightful feeling of her stomach growing fuller and tighter, pushing harder and harder against the button on her khakis.
“Oooo, mi amore, my pants are getting soooo tight,” giggled Valentina, her eyes closed, a smile on her plump lips. She rubbed her free hand against the vast brown expanse of her lower pot belly, gasping slightly at the electric sensation of fingers against her hot skin.  “The tighter they get, the better I feel!  Oooo, bambino, I feel like I might pop before my button busts. I…I’m not going to make it, sweetie!  I’m too full…. I’m just gonna blow!”
I rubbed her bloated gut thoughtfully.  “No, baby, you’re just being paranoid. I know you’ve got plenty of room. See?”  
I poked her belly lightly, noting that my fingertip sank slightly into her flab.  I didn’t want her to stop until her belly was so full and so stuffed that it was as hard as a rock and as tight as a drum.  I didn’t want to be able to poke my finger even a millimeter into her gut.  And I knew that she wanted the same thing.

Valentina was so turned on that her panties were a sopping, sticky mess. When she shifted in her seat to get more comfortable, her pubic hairs kept sticking to her tight, sticky knickers.  She would yelp slightly as she felt the snag.

“You naughty naughty man,” scolded Valentina, wagging a finger at me.  She could barely see over the vast dome of her bloated belly, and she was certainly way too full to even move.  All she could do was lie sprawled on the couch, listening to the pops and gurgles of her overloaded gut as it struggled to digest her massive meal. “I told you that you must stop me before I overdo things! And now look! You let me just eat and eat and eat and now my belly is huge!  These were my favorite khakis!”

She grabbed the flaps of her broken fly for emphasis.

“You never said they were your favorites before today, Valentina. Are they just your favorites because you discovered that they were tight enough to make you horny?”

Valentina grinned sheepishly, caught in her fib.

“Okay, you got me.  But still!  Now that the button’s busted off and the zipper is broken, I’ll never get them closed again! And I was so close to coming!  Now what am I going to do? I’m so stuffed I can’t even move but I’m sooooo horny I can’t stand it!”

I chuckled. “Valentina, if you want to come, you don’t need you pants for that.  Just leave it to me…”

* * *
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