Tubby Teacher vs Sultry Student: Battle of the Booties

By Mollycoddles

Mrs. Dana Mulgrew was the sort of woman who would fire any student’s imagination. No one knew exactly how old she was; she kept that a tightly guarded secret. Most kids assumed she was probably in her early to mid-40s, but she might have still been in her late 30s for how well she kept herself up. Whatever her age, there was no doubt that she looked stunning. Mrs. Mulgrew was a school teacher from the old school – a harsh, disapproving mistress who ran her classroom with an iron fist and didn’t brook any guff.  You could tell that she was quite the voluptuous bombshell when she was younger, but age and indulgence had caused her waistline and bustline to spread to the point that now she looked like a tasty matron.  Sure, she was fat – quite fat, but she wore her fat in all the right places, making her almost ridiculously curvy.  And in her tight pencil skirt and professional business jacket, her jet black hair done up in a severe bun, always squinting sharply over her half-moon glasses, she looked every inch the no-nonsense school marm.

So no student would have ever dared to talk back to her.  Every kid in her math class lived in fear of her sharp tongue and disapproving glare. But Mrs. Mulgrew couldn’t police her students’ thoughts. And good thing, too! Because there was no way that she would have have been able to get them to stop fantasizing about her in the most filthy ways – not unless she drastically changed her wardrobe and shed quite a few inches around her bust and rear.

She wore skirts that hugged her curves so tightly that students could only stare at her enormous round ass when she turned around to write something on the board, mesmerizing by the bounce and sway of those two giant luscious globes struggling to burst their confines. Her breasts were like two melons bulging out of her neckline and testing the buttons on her conservative white blouses to the point that it was almost impossible not to notice the clear glimpses of frilly bra beneath.  When she lectured, Mrs. Mulgrew would pace back and forth in front of the classroom, heels clicking on the floor, thick thighs swishing in sheer pantyhose, bulbous rear wobbling back and forth within her skirt, melon-heavy breasts bouncing, buttons and seams creaking.

Oh what flights of fancy those students entertained as they watched her!

Melissa imagined what Mrs Mulgrew would look like with a little more up top. She imagined those breasts, already so large and round that they looked like they were about to explode, swelling with milk, pressing tighter and tighter against Mrs. Mulgrew’s overloaded blouse, the buttons folding into the material as her blouse grew tighter and tighter, small dribbles of sweet milk starting to leak from the fat nipples that poked through the thin cloth, creating growing wet spots on Mrs. Mulgrew’s perfect, immaculate shirt. And then ping ping ping, the buttons went flying, those two perfect milky tits bouncing  out, and bobbing up and down, jiggling like two overfull water balloons, still bloating bigger and bigger, oozing over the lips of her bra cups, her bra straps groaning and finally snapping, one then the other, with loud whip-crack sounds that echoed through the entire school.

Jeremy imagined Mrs. Mulgrew growing even wider and thicker, her body growing so fat and plump that the teacher started to waddle when she walked.  He imagined Mrs. Mulgrew growing so plush with overindulgence that she stopped bothering to walk back and forth when she lectured, instead plopping her growing rear into her creaking chair at the start of class, and sitting there, sweating and grunting, as she popped donut after donut into her eager mouth, so intent on stuffing herself that her lectures grew muddled and confusing.  He imagined how her constant nibbling and snacking would pack on more pounds, until her skirt’s waistband unceremoniously snapped off in the middle of lecture and dropped to the floor, exposing her enormous, pale white tree-trunk thighs and wide, child-birthing hips.  He imagined how she might lean over to write on the chalkboard one day only to find that she had eaten one donut too many, consumed just a few extra calories too many, and her bountiful booty, an ass way too big to be confined, finally split the rear seam of her skirt with a loud rip, bursting apart to reveal her wide wide bottom, clad only in her snug white panties.  He imagined her getting so big that after class, she needed to call on students to help her get out of her chair, becoming so fat and lazy from her constant gluttony that she could no longer lift herself to her feet without help.  He imagined how she would grunt and groan and scold students for not helping her fast enough, berate them for taking too long. And when she finally stumbled to her feet, she might try to waddle out the door only to find herself stuck – her hips so wide now that they brushed either side of the doorway and now she was wedged fast, struggling like a fat little pig grown too fat to fit.  He imagined how she might try to struggle her way out, her rump wiggling back and forth as she fought for her freedom, but eventually she would have to give up and beg her class to help her again.  All those students that she had just been so mean to. And now she had to ask them for help again! Her face would be red, not just from exertion, but also from the embarrassment of having to rely on these kids for help just to get through a doorway. And maybe that incident would light a fire under Mrs. Mulgrew’s giant ass, alert her that she was eating too much, growing too fat and chubby, that she needed to cut back, but she was too proud and stubborn for that. So she would just ignore those obvious signs of her inflating girth and just keep growing and growing and growing….

Bill imagined Mrs. Mulgrew suddently, inexplicably, filling with air in the middle of class, swelling up like a great big balloon.  She might try to ignore it at first, concentrating on continuing her lecture and desperately pretending that nothing was wrong as her boobs started to rise up to touch her chin, as her ample squishy belly began to puff out, her clothes began to creak and groan, her body becoming rounder and rounder.  Students would start to push their desks back, scooching away from their strangely inflating teacher, afraid that she might overinflate, fill so full that she would simply explode. But Mrs. Mulgrew would just keep growing, bloating, her belly puffing out further and further until she looked like she was six months pregnant with triplets, the buttons on her blouse growing tight as the gaps widened, buttons shivering, squeaking, pulling tighter and tighter, the white of her stretched blouse and the gray of her demure skirt making an exciting contrast with the warm rosy pink of her skin as bubbles of flesh squeezed out through burst seams, stitches straining and then popping, fabric tearing until finally the overfull teacher simply couldn’t hold herself in anymore, she was still trying to lecture, the poor dear, still trying to tell them something or other about the Quadratic equation, but her body was so bloated, so impossibly round, her face was red with the strain of trying to hold herself in, but finally – it was just too much! And her clothing, that fragile cloth shell keeping her enormous bulbous body constrained, finally exploded into ribbons, bursting to shreds, throwing strands and ribbons of cloth all across the room as she was hit by a new wave of explosive inflation.  Now perfectly round, Mrs. Mulgrew might start to panic just a little as her feet left the ground.  She would be so full of air, so light and bouncy, that she started to lift into the air, floating like a helium balloon, still growing, bigger and rounder, until she bobbed up to the ceiling where she continued to expand until the sheer size of her blimping enormity finally cracked the room and this over-inflated teacher, clad in nothing but the remnants of her bra and panties and garters and hose, floated up into the sky and away like a gigantic mega-zeppelin.

But whatever their private fantasies about this pneumatic teacher, all the students agreed on one thing: Mr. Mulgrew must be a lucky man indeed.

In fact, there was only one student who didn’t fantasize about Mrs. Mulgrew.  That was Crystal Arabella.  Crystal sat in the back of the classroom, fuming with rage every time that Mrs. Mulgrew turned to write something on the blackboard and every other pair of eyes locked onto her undulating backside.  Crystal Arabella was pissed.  Because Crystal Arabella was jealous.
Now most people would say that, of all people, Crystal Arabella had less reason than most to be jealous of Mrs. Mulgrew.  Crystal Arabella had been gifted by nature in ways that few girls her age could hope for.  A Meditteranean beauty with long jet-black hair, big brown eyes, a Roman nose, and a coy smile, Crystal was a thick girl, curvy and soft, with wide hips that filled out her schoolgirl skirt and ample breasts that tested her blouse.  Of course, her curves weren’t nearly as explosive as her teacher’s.  Crystal didn’t have much trouble turning heads if she added a little extra wiggle to her walk, but, here in Mrs. Mulgrew’s class, she might as well have been invisible.

“What’s Mrs. Mulgrew have that I don’t have?” she muttered, crossing her long silky legs and hoping, futilely, that someone would try to steal a glance up her skirt.  No one did.  In any other class, half the boys here would have been breaking their necks trying to spy her secret surprise. But when Mrs. Mulgrew was here, no one cared about Crystal’s sexy body. That was totally unacceptable!

She turned to look to the seat next to her, where her boyfriend Todd sat mesmerized by Mrs. Mulgrew’s womanly allure.  Grr!  She narrowed her eyes.  She was definitely going to let him have a piece of her mind once they were out in the hallway after class.

BRINNNNNNG!  That was the bell, announcing the end of another lesson.  

“Now I want everyone to finish reading chapters three and four before next class,” called Mrs. Mulgrew above the din of students grabbing their bookbags and heading for the doors.  She leaned forward to scribble the assignment on the board and quite a few kids paused to watch her ample bum sway back and forth as she wrote.  Todd wanted to stay to watch the entire show, but Crystal grabbed him by his ear and yanked him out into the hallway.

“Oh what was that all about?” he said, rubbing his wounded ear.

“For scoping out Mrs. Mulgrew, you perv! What’s wrong with you?”

“There’s nothing wrong with just looking. She’s a good-looking woman.”

“You should be checking me out and no one else!” said Crystal, standing on her tiptoes to look Todd in the eye.  The fiery Latin babe thrust her bosom out until her boobs were flush with Todd’s chest, and gave him her best wide-eyed pout. “I don’t even see what you like about Mrs. Mulgrew so much! I’m just as hot!”

“I didn’t say you weren’t hot,” mumbled Todd, distracted by the warm fleshy mounds pressed against him.  “It’s just that…Mrs. Mulgrew….you know…she’s so…there’s so…”
“So much of her? Is that what you’re going to say?”  She rocked back onto the balls of her feet, narrowing her eyes. “Is that what you like? Is that what you ALL like?”

“Well, yeah…”

“I don’t care about those blimps on her chest or those beachballs she has shoved under her skirt,” muttered Crystal, angrily poking her boyfriend in his chest. “I’m going to beat her at her own game.  The boys here like curves? I’ll give ‘em curves to die for!  I’ve already got a nice pair of tits and a sweet ass, but I can do better.  Much, much better.  When I’m done, every eye will be on MY Tits and ass, and Mrs. Mulgrew will be just another boring old math teacher that no one pays any attention to.”  She turned on her heels and stalked away. “Just you wait!”
Todd just shrugged.  There was no understanding girls!

He assumed that this would blow over quickly, but Crystal was determined to outdo Mrs. Mulgrew.  She made a beeline right to the cafeteria, where she grabbed a lunch tray and pushed her way to the front of the lunch line.  
“Hey! Watch it!” snapped another student as Crystal elbowed her aside to access the dessert selection.  “No cuts!”

“Shut it,” said Crystal, putting her finger to her protesting schoolmate’s lips. “I need this dessert. It’s for, uh, a school project.”  Crystal immediately started throwing plates of carrot cake and bowls of pudding onto her tray.  When she pulled her tray up to the cash register, the lunch lady could only stare at the huge pile of desserts.
“Uh…you sure you want all that, honey?”

Crystal only scowled in reponse, so the lunchlady sighed and rang her up.  “Okay, fine, none of my business if you want to buy $30 worth of dessert cakes.”

Crystal whipped out her parents’ credit card and paid for the pile of desserts without a thought.  Still grumbling at the thought of her Mrs. Mulgrew’s supple form, Crystal plopped down on a bench.
“So much of her,” she said, imitating Todd’s voice. She angrily stabbed her fork into a slice of cherry pie and shoved it into her mouth, chewing vigorously. “By the time I’m done, everyone will be saying ‘There’s so much of Crystal!’” 

Todd had thought that Crystal would give up quickly, but Crystal wasn’t too be dissuaded from her new plan.  All she thought about was filling out until she rivaled Mrs. Mulgrew’s unbelievable curves, and she was determined to eat until that came to pass.

Over the weeks, Crystal’s new eating habits paid off.  Some of the denser students started spreading gossip that Crystal’s weight gain was due to a secret pregnancy, but even an imbecile could see that Crystal was mostly gaining in her hips, rear, and chest, leaving her belly pudgy but relatively small.  As Crystal exploded into an extreme hourglass, her clothes couldn’t keep up.  Crystal’s parents offered to let out her uniform to keep their daughter decent, but Crystal wanted everyone – especially Mrs. Mulgrew – to see the full effects of her growth.  Crystal’s shirts pulled tighter and tighter, buttons gapping across her billowing breasts and plumping tummy.  Her rear puffed up like two pale olive party balloons, popping out from beneath her tartan skirt as they grew bigger and rounder.  Her confident saunter slowly degenerated into a thick, rolling waddle.

Mrs. Mulgrew watched, first in curiosity and soon in annoyance, at this growing girl who seemed intent on defying her.  The way Crystal sat bolt upright in class, her bosom puffed out and her butt pushed out behind her, smirking and throwing self-satisfied glances around the room as she watched for leering eyes, made it clear that she was issuing a challenge.  Did she really think that she could compete?  Mrs. Mulgrew was fascinated despite herself, but, still, she was a teacher with a responsibility to maintain order.  She wasn’t about to let some upstart kid try to show her up in her own classroom.
After yet another class session, as the students started to file out, Mrs. Mulgrew called Crystal up to her desk.

“Miss Arabella, I need to speak with you.”
Rolling her eyes, Crystal lurched to her feet, wobbling slightly since she was still not used to her new center of gravity.  After finding her balance, she tottered over to her zaftig teacher.  Affecting her best innocent schoolgirl pout, Crystal laced her hands behind her back and thrust her chest out.  She batted her eyes innocently, but there was no mistaking that she was purposely calling her teacher’s attention to her expanding chest.  Her shirt buttons struggled to contain her.

“What’s wrong, Mrs. Mulgrew?”

“What’s wrong is your uniform, Miss Arabella. Your appearance is completely unacceptable.”

“Why? What’s wrong with it?”  Crystal rocked back and forth on her heels, subtly inhaling to puff out her chest even more.  Her blouse creaked and groaned as the buttons fought to hold together.  If Crystal kept inflating at this rate, those buttons were going to blow and soon!

“Miss Arabella, don’t act innocent. I can see perfectly well what you’re doing.”

“And what’s that?”

Mrs. Mulgrew pushed her half-moon glasses down her nose and peered at Crystal critically.  “Miss Arabella, are you familiar with the story of the frog and the ox?”

Crystal rolled her eyes. “Why, are you gonna tell it to me?”

Mrs. Mulgrew raised an eyebrow.  “It seems that, at a certain pond, there was a tiny little frog. And one day, a large ox came to drink at that pond. And the frog saw the ox and marveled at how huge the ox was. So the frog decided that she could make herself bigger than the ox. And the frog puffed herself up with air, bigger and bigger and bigger, until she just burst like a balloon.”

Mrs. Mulgrew folded her hands across her desk and looked at Crystal meaningfully. “Do you understand my meaning?”

“No,” said Crystal flatly.  She didn’t get what Mrs. Mulgrew was going on about at all.

Mrs. Mulgrew smiled faintly.  In all her years of teaching, she had occasionally run up against students who were just too arrogant, too competitive for their own good, girls who, in all their folly, thought that they could beat the zaftig teacher at her own game.

“What I’m saying is this: Do your worst, little froggy.  You can’t beat me.  But go ahead, puff yourself up until you burst.”

Crystal gawked in surprise.  Mrs. Mulgrew had sussed her out!  But knowing that her teacher knew full well that she was trying to surpass her curves only made Crystal’s resolve stronger.  By the time the school year ended, Crystal would make Mrs. Mulgrew look like an ironing board!
After that day, Crystal turned to gluttony like never before.  She stuffed herself at every meal, bolting food down her throat at lunch in the school cafeteria and at dinner with her family.  Between meals, she frequented the snack machines to buy a constant onslaught of chips and soda.  Anything that could pump a few more calories into her already swollen frame.

Mrs. Mulgrew wasn’t about to let this little upstart claim her spot in the sun, though.  The students rarely saw their teacher eat, other than her usual between-meal nibbles of fruit or her dainty lunch salads, but she must have been eating more at home – because she was growing too, adding inches to her wobbling bum, hefty hooters, and chubby waist.  Maybe she was lucky because, as an older woman, her slower metabolism let her pile on pounds quickly and without a fuss, allowing her to avoid having to unseemly gorge herself in public like Crystal.

The two rivals’ continuous expansion didn’t go unnoticed by the rest of the class.  If anything, it only fired their imaginations to dizzying new heights!  Melissa’s daydreams now involved not just Mrs. Mulgrew’s melons bloating into high-riding milkers, but Crystal’s as well – so that the two rivals ballooned into top-heavy human cows with enormous swollen boobies that they would use to fire buttons at one another like enemy gunfire.  Jeremy imagined the two arrogant beauties eating vast feasts that piled on pounds until they were two fat, flabby piggies who both got stuck in the door together as they tried to leave, angrily squirming and ranting to no avail as their overstuffed cabooses pressed into the doorframe.  And Bill thought of both women inflating like two big round blimps, each straining to outdo the other, blowing up bigger and rounder and bigger and rounder until they simultaneously exploded, done in by their own hubris.
Of course, neither woman knew the extent or perversity of the class’s fantasies.  But they did know that they were attracting a lot of attention, because no pair of eyes could stop staring at the sultry sirens’ splendiferous curves. 
BRRIIING!  The school bell rang, signaling the start to another homeroom lesson for Mrs. Mulgrew’s class.  Crystal waddled into the classroom, her now wider hips swaying, her bulbous rear bouncing.  She was clearly outgrowing her school uniform, since the skirt could no longer cover all of her backside. Just the tiniest sliver of buttcheek was visible below the skirt’s hem. A more self-conscious girl might have minimized that by walking a little slower, but Crystal was determined to play it up big time: Her swishy saunter called attention to her newly expanded rump

“Little froggy’s getting bigger,” said Mrs. Mulgrew, a thin smile playing on her lips as she watched her plumping student wiggle her way to her desk.

“Getting scared, you big ox?” snickered Crystal, plopping her fat rear into her seat and reapplying gloss to her full, pouty lips.  Crystal was finding it harder and harder to balance her growing heinie on the tiny wooden chair, so every morning required her to do even more squirming and bouncing to get comfortable.  And the more she scooched her bottom around, the more her already barely legal skirt tended to shimmy up her swollen thighs.  It was getting difficult to say whether the other students now were paying more attention to Crystal or Mrs. Mulgrew as this silent contest of wills wore on.  The two stubborn women were treating the class to an epic battle of the booties and no one was about to complain.

“Not by a long shot,” said Mrs. Mulgrew, standing up to take her usual position at the head of the class.  “But keep it up.  This little froggy might burst yet.”

“We’ll see about that,” muttered Crystal.

“Miss Arabella, could you come up in front of the class and solve this problem?”

All eyes turned to Crystal. The once supple young girl has since ballooned into a big bountiful babe of most exquisite proportions, her school uniform practically bursting at the seams.  The buttons on her blouse are gapping so much that the pale flesh of her melon-heavy knockers and her sagging, pudgy belly are clearly visible.  She’s grown enough that her blouse doesn’t even tuck into her skirt, instead hanging off her bosom and leaving just the tiniest strip of exposed belly blubber.  Yawning, Crystal pushed herself to her feet, careful to stretch as she moved to better show off all the junk in her trunk.
“Oh absolutely, Mrs. Mulgrew,” said the sassy sultry strumpet with extra sugary sweetness.  

She strutted to the front of the classroom, sassing up her walk with even more extra wiggle than usual. She plucked a piece of chalk out of the tray, again careful to bend enough to show the class a tease of her sweet round rump.  A barely audible groan goes up from the class as Crystal scribbles on the board, the twin hemispheres of her perfect bubble booty swaying back and forth with enough energy that her skirt almost flips up enough to expose a glimpse of plump, pantied cheek.
At the front of the class, Mrs. Mulgrew sat behind her desk, watching the show without a word.  

“Ready to give up yet, big ox?” sneered Crystal quietly, so that only Mrs. Mulgrew could hear.
Mrs. Mulgrew just smiled.  She’d been teaching enough years to know that patience is a virtue and silence is golden.  She wasn’t about to lose to this silly little tart. She pushed herself to her feet, something that took her even longer to do than Crystal. The titanic-titted teacher has not been a slouch as to her growth either.  Mrs. Mulgrew’s overfull hourglass figure has inflated out, her curves expanding so fast it’s almost like someone is blowing her up with a bicycle pump.  Her demure gray pencil skirt creaked across the vast expanse of her bodacious badonkadonk butt, tree-trunk thighs, and wide flaring hips.

“No way,” mouthed Crystal, staring wide-eyed.  She was sure that she was bigger than her teacher, but was it possible that Mrs. Mulgrew had grown this much?  Crystal ate constantly like a fat greedy piggy, so of course she was gaining. But how could Mrs. Mulgrew have also grown when you never saw her eating?   

“Not by a long shot, little froggy,” she whispered back.

The rest of the class must have been equally impressed because a hush fell over the room.  The only noise breaking the silence was a suddenl CLINK as Melissa in the front row, overcome by awe, accidentally dropped her pencil to the floor.

The fantastically well-rounded teacher waddled over to the pencil, her heels clicking on the floor.  She bent over, aiming her big globular ass at the class.  As she lowered herself to the floor, grasping at the lost pencil with her chubby fingers, her pencil skirt slid up her thick pantyhose-clad thighs with a gentle zipping sound,  

“Try not to drop anymore pencils,” said the tasty teacher out loud as she straightened up and plopped the pencil back on Melissa’s desk.
Mrs. Mulgrew straightened herself to her full height.  Smoothing out her blouse, the teacher tugged on her hem just a little too hard.  Her top button, already under too much strain from her massive mammaries, popped off and hit Crystal directly in the forehead.
“Ouch!”

“Oh dearie me,” said Mrs. Mulgrew, raising her hand to her lips. “I hope you’re not injured!” Crystal could hear the mocking tone in her voice and could see the older woman was unsuccessfully trying to hide a smug giggle.

“That’s it!” snarled Crystal. “It’s time to show you who’s really the biggest!”

“Are you calling me out, little froggy? You think you’ve got me beat?”

“I know I do!” said Crystal. 

“Alright, little froggy, time for the moment of truth.”  She pulled open a drawer on her desk and fished out a tape measure.  “Now who out there can we trust with the tape measure?” she asked the class, stroking her chin thoughtfully.

Every hand in class shot into the air.

“My my, so many kind volunteers,” said Mrs Mulgrew, “But who can we trust to be unbiased? Certainly, you’d all judge honestly, wouldn’t you class?”

Mrs. Mulgrew’s question was greeted with a chorus of affirmations, every student loudly claiming that they were the most honest of all, more honest than any of their classmates, anything to get to measure the two most luscious tushies they had ever seen.

“Me! Pick me!” shouted Bill.

“I would be totally honest!” called out Jeremy.

“I’m an A + student! I should be the one to measure!” insisted Melissa.

“Oh I’m sure that you’d all do a fine job,” purred their sultry teacher, perching her plump posterior on the edge of her desk and pushing her glasses up the bridge of her nose.  “So I think I should be quite happy with anyone.  Why don’t we say, challenger gets to pick the judge?”

“Fine, I will,” said Crystal. “I pick Todd.”

The rest of the class groaned and booed, partly because every single other student was disappointed at not being the winner but also because Todd was clearly not an unbiased judge.

“No way!” shouted Jeremy. “Mrs. Mulgrew, Todd is Crystal’s boyfriend! He’s not going to be unbiased!”

“That’s right, he’s going to let Crystal win because they’re going out!” said Bill. 
“I’m a girl!” shouted Melissa, “That makes me more trustworthy! Pick me!”

Mrs. Mulgrew raised her hands for silence. “Shhhh, class, please. I appreciate your fears, but I did say that Crystal could pick the judge and I stand by that. Besides, I’m sure I can trust Todd to be fair, can’t I, Todd?”

Todd gulped. “Er…sure.”  Poor Todd!  What a situation to be in!  He had to choose between his teacher and his girlfriend.  He was sure to lose either way he picked.

“Me first!” snarled Crystal as Todd reluctantly slouched his way to the front of the classroom.  She turned her back to him, and leaned against the wall, pushing her butt out.

Mrs. Mulgrew held the tape measure out.  “Go ahead, Todd. Challenger gets to go first.  Let’s see what this little froggy has to offer.”

“Stop calling me that!” snapped Crystal, “This little froggy is about to blow you away, you big ox!”  She waggled her backside at Todd, who could only gawk at Crystal’s perfect round peach of a tushie packed into her tiny skirt.  Gulping, he took hold of the tape measure and pulled it around Crystal’s hips and rear.  He desperately wanted to pinch an inch of that delicious butt blubber, but he could tell Crystal was in no mood to play.

“46 inches,” he announced.  The class moaned in unison.  That was ridiculously huge!
Crystal turned on her teacher, an evil grin on her face. “Top that!”

“Oh dear, it looks like you’ve grown more than I expected,” said Mrs. Mulgrew.  “Why, Crystal, I must admit – I didn’t think you had it in you.”  She ran her hands over her own plump hips.  “I only hope I can compete.  Todd?”
“Assume the position, big ox,” instructed Crystal. “This is it! Buns to the wall!”

“Oh my,” said Mrs. Mulgrew again, feigning concern. Now she placed her own hands against the wall and thrust out her bulbous booty so that Todd could draw the measuring tape around her lower quarters.  Todd was even more careful this time not to inch an inch – after all, he didn’t want his teacher to get upset with him.  It wasn’t easy, because his sultry teacher kept shifting her weight from one shapely leg to another, her rump bouncing as she did  -- almost as if she enjoyed Todd’s nervousness and was deliberately trying to get him to bump her butt with his hands.
 “Be sure to pull it tight around my hips,” said Mrs. Mulgrew, “I wouldn’t want you to give me an unfair advantage, Todd.”

Todd pulled the tape tight, so that there wasn’t an inch of give.

“A bit tighter, Todd.”

Todd pulled it a bit tighter, pressing the tape slightly into that soft flesh.

Todd swallowed. “I’m sorry, Crystal, but…. You lose.”

“WHAT?!?” Crystal turned on her boyfriend, eyes flashing. “You son of a bitch, what do you mean I lose? There’s no way I could lose!?”

“I mean, Mrs. Mulgrew is bigger than you.”

“No way is her fat ass bigger than mine! Measure again!”

“Uhh…I don’t need to measure again. It’s not even close.  Mrs. Mulgrew’s..uh…bottom is 50 inches around. Yours is only 46 inches around.”

“Impossible!” shouted Crystal, her face flushing red in anger.  “There’s no way!  She must have cheated!  She probably stuck her butt out when you measured it! Look at mine!  My butt is totally rounder than hers, just look!”

Crystal reached behind herself to grab her plush tushie with both hands, her manicured nails sinking deep into the soft spongy flesh.

“Better luck next time, little froggy,” said Mrs. Mulgrew, “I suppose you could admit defeat right now, but maybe you’d like to be embarrassed twice in one day?”  The pneumatic teacher stiffened her back, puffing out her own generous bosom.  “Would you like to see if you at least make a good showing here?”

“My tits are gonna knock you out of the water!” shrieked Crystal. She puffed out her chest. “Todd! Measure!”
Looking absolutely miserable, Todd threw the tape measure over Crystal’s shoulders and pulled it around the haughty hottie’s ample bosom.

“37 inches,” he announced.

“Beat that!” crowed Crystal.  She hefted her billowing knockers with her hands. “37 inches of pure boob meat!”

“Oh my, that will be hard to beat,” said her teacher.  “Todd?”

Todd once again threw the tape measure around his teacher.  He was even more nervous this time, barely able to work the measuring tape with his shaking fingers as he watched her massive mammaries heave up and down with her steady breathing.
“40 inches,” he said.

“What?!!”  Crystal shrieked. “That’s not possible! No way!”

“Sorry, Crystal, I –“

“Shut up!  How did you do it, you fat bitch? There’s no way you could beat me!  I ate constantly!  Five square meals a day and constant snacks! But I never saw this bitch eat anything!  How did she get so much bigger? It’s not possible!”

The furious Latin babe huffed in anger, inhaling so deeply that the top button finally blasted off her blouse. Then the next followed it. And the next! Ping ping ping, the buttons on Crystal’s blouse had all finally had enough, blowing off in a quick zipper tear and showering the class like a hail of little pebbles.
When the storm cleared, Crystal stood in front of the class in her ruined blouse, her flabby belly exposed, sagging over the waistband of her skirt, her titanic tits bulging out of her red bra.

A knock at the classroom door drew everyone’s attention.  A middle-aged man in a suit stood there, brow furrowed in apparent confusion at the spectacle before him.

“Oh shit,” muttered Crystal, holding her arms up to shield herself from his gaze.  Who was this guy?  The principle?  Some sort of district inspector?  She was really going to get it now!

“Ah,” said the man, realization dawning as he eyed the curvy student standing in front of the class in her busted blouse. “You must be Crystal.  I have to thank you!”

Crystal goggled in confusion.  “What? Why? Who are you?”

“Why, I’m Mr. Mulgrew!”

The class gasped in surprise.

“And I thought I was a lucky man before,” said Mr. Mulgrew, looping his arms around his wife’s thick waist and pinching her soft, supple love handles. “But since you challenged my wife here, I…well, I feel like now I’m even luckier!”

He dipped his wife and planted a deep kiss on her lips.  Mrs. Mulgrew fluttered her eyes closed.  Crystal’s jaw dropped.
After minutes, Mrs. Mulgrew broke away, gasping and giggling.  She looked back at her class and then at her half-naked competitor. She smiled.

“You see, Crystal, you forgot one thing,” she purred. “I don’t need to waste my whole day eating like some people. Not when I’ve got someone who really knows how to feed me at home.  Better luck next time, froggy.” 

She looked at her husband again. It looked like she had something else on her mind than just kissing.

“Class dismissed,” she said.

* * *
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