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By Mollycoddles

Alice lowered her bulk into the tub, careful not to spill any water over the lip.  It wasn’t easy since Alice’s massive frame displaced a lot of water.  It also wasn’t easy because this tub was becoming such a tight fit for Alice’s ponderously porky body; the sides pinched her hips and sides.  Unfortunately, at her size Alice found that she no longer had the energy to stand long enough to take a shower – even a few minutes supporting her vast weight made her plump little feet ache – so now she was forced to turn to the bathtub as her only alternative.

At over 400 pounds, Alice displaced A LOT of water.  She only filled the bathtub half way up, but even that was almost too much water.  As Alice plopped her girthy body into the tub, the water rose higher and higher until it just about breached the lip of the tub.  Luckily, the emergency drain prevented the water from rising too high.  Thank goodness for small favors!

Alice sighed, enjoying the warmth of the water.  She was so big these days that, much like a hippo or an elephant seal, she found it so awkward to move about on land that she welcomed the weightless feeling of floating in water.  They say that fat floats and Alice was so fat that she was basically unsinkable.  She was an enormous, flushed pink hog, the water buoying her mammoth belly, voluminous thighs, and plump breasts.

Alice closed her eyes, a flush on her chubby cheeks and a smile on her plump lips.  This was a rare slice of heaven!  The only thing that might make it better was if she could have a little snack… Well, she could wait for that.  She was beginning to feel a little peckish. After all, it had only been an hour since dinner.  But Tyler was supposed to come over to help her study tonight, so maybe she could wait to eat until he arrived.  After all, Tyler did love to watch her eat.  By now, Alice had come to terms with Tyler’s unusual taste in women. She was glad that he liked her growing body, but, deep down, she still worried sometimes if she could get TOO big for him.  At last weigh-in, she was 420 pounds.  That was already pretty big.  And she was still growing…  And that just kept making life harder for her!  She already needed Tyler’s help to get out of bed in the morning, to get dressed, to fit through doorways.  If she got much bigger, she’d need him to support her when she walked… we, waddled!
Luckily, Alice had a contingency plan.  Her mind drifted back to that mobility scooter that she’d seen at the mall.  She and her equally overstuffed bestie Jen had decided to start saving up their allowances, so that they could purchase a pair of Rascals.  The two girls were ecstatic at the thought that soon they wouldn’t have to struggle with walking anymore.  Walking was such a bother! It always left them panting and winded.  If they could just scoot along…!  Of course, the occasional waddle was probably the only physical exercise that Jen and Alice got these days, so buying scooters would only make them both blow up even faster.  They were willfully ignoring that.

Alice opened her eyes and glanced across the room at her favorite cargo pants, draped over the counter.  The pants looked like a circus tent they were so big, but Alice required the biggest sizes at the big girl store to cover her growing rear (In fact, Alice did a lot of her shopping at the maternity store because the Big Girl clothing shop didn’t carry styles with enough room in the front for the massively bellicentric blimpette).  She could see the black stitches running up the seat of her pants – few a few days ago, Alice had split the rear seam when she bent over to grab something from the bottom shelf of the refrigerator. In despair, Alice had taken her busted pants to Abida, knowing that Abida was a master seamstress.  And now they were (almost) as good as new!  Abida really was a godsend. As long as Abida would keep stitching up broken seams and refastening popped buttons, Jen and Alice wouldn’t have to keep buying new clothes.  And the money they saved on clothes could go right into their mobility scooter fund!

The only fly in the ointment was that neither Jen nor Alice had modified their eating habits. They were willfully ignoring the fact that Abida could only let out their pants so many times or repair so many tears before they simply ballooned beyond the limits of their old clothes.   

As lovely as this bath was, Alice needed to get herself dried off before Tyler got over.  It wouldn’t do for him to catch her naked in the tub!  Alice stifled a giggle at the thought.  She was still pretty bashful about her ballooning body, but she liked the effect she had on Tyler.  She imaged what he would think if his growing girlfriend greeted him in the nude; it was actually kind of a compelling idea!  Alice felt a flush hit her cheeks and a slight tingle in her nethers at the naughty thought, but she quickly pushed it out of her head.  No, that would just be too embarrassing! She needed to get dressed.  After all, he was coming over so that they could study together, not fool around!  She wouldn’t object if Tyler wanted the two of them to get undressed later, though…

Alice placed her hands on the sides of the tub and attempted to hoist herself out of the tub.  But her big fat butt never even rose from the tub floor.  Alice frowned and pushed again, the water sloshing over the rim of the tub and splashing against the tile floor as she shifted.  She could feel her meaty flanks sticking to the sides of the tub; there was too much suction, she couldn’t pull loose.  Her eyes bulged as the realization hit her.  She was stuck.  No, no, no!  This was terrible!  To make matters worth, Alice’s wet flab was so slippery that she had no luck trying to push her blubber down with her hands; her rolls simply slipped away from her pudgy little fingers.

Alice bit her lip, terror rising in her heart.  She couldn’t believe that she was actually stuck in the bathtub!  What was she going to do?  If her mother caught her stuck in the tub… Oh Gawd, she’d never hear the end of it!  Her mother had recently stopped nagging Alice about her weight, apparently resigned to the fact that Alice was destined to keep swelling bigger and bigger no matter what she said.  But Alice could still feel her mother’s disapproving glare whenever the chubby cutie reached for a second helping at dinner or whenever her mother caught her raiding the fridge between meals.  Her mother’s frowns weren’t enough to dissuade Alice from her gluttonous ways, unfortunately, because the siren song of food was just too strong. 
There was a knock on the door.

“Mom? Mom, are you there?”

“Alice, are you okay in there?” Alice’s mother’s voice came through the door. “I heard a noise.”

“Yeah, Mom, I’m fine!” lied Alice. “I was just taking a bath.”

“Okay, fine.”

What was she going to do?  Eventually her mother would figure out that Alice was stuck fast.  Now she was worried! The longer she stayed in the tub, the more water-logged she grew.  Her pudgy finger tips were already growing wrinkled. Logically, it wasn’t like she could absorb enough water to make her even more stuck, but Alice wasn’t thinking logically right now.  She was almost frantic, convincing herself that she could absorb all the water in the tub and wedge herself in even tighter!
“Oh Gawd, why did I let myself get so fat?” whined Alice, desperately struggling to push herself into an upright position.  Her gargantuan belly bunched up into three thick jelly rolls as she leaned forward, acting as a spring that pushed her back into a lying position. “Why didn’t I have more willpower? This is the worst thing that’s ever happened to me! Oh Gawd, when mom finds out what’s happened, I’ll never hear the end of it!”

A sudden thought occurred to her.  Maybe if she could just reach the soap, she could help lubricate her sides enough that she could slip out of the tub! Unfortunately, the soap bar was resting comfortably in its soap dish and out of reach.  Maybe she could get it with her foot.  With considerable difficulty, Alice raised her elephantine left leg and stretched out to try and grab the soap with her dainty little piggy toes.  That was hard work! Not only were Alice’s leg muscles too weak to keep her leg raised for long, but her globular gut sagged against her upper thighs with such weight that her leg started to quiver as it supported the heavy mass.  Alice felt her toe touch the soap, but when she tried to push it toward her she only succeeded in knocking it into the water with a splash

“Darn it!” muttered Alice, “This just keeps getting worse and worse!”
Suddenly there was another knock at the door.

“Alice, are you sure that you’re okay in there? I heard something.”

“I’m… I’m fine, Mom! Don’t come in!”

“Alice, I can tell something’s wrong. I’m coming in.”

“Mom, no!”

Alice yelped as her mother threw open the door.  Her eyes fell on her obese daughter wobbling back and forth in the tub, the thick flab of Alice’s meaty flanks overflowing over the side of the tub as she squirmed.

“You’re still in the tub? Wait… Alice, are you… are you stuck?” 

Alice blushed. “I…I…yeah.”

Her mother stared at her with icy eyes.  Alice could guess what she was thinking: How did I end up with such a disgraceful pig of a daughter so fat that she’s stuck in a bathtub?
“Alice, honey, you know that I don’t like to nag you about your weight…”

“Mom, please,” begged Alice.  She was already feeling miserable enough! The last thing that she needed now was a lecture about her ever-expanding waistline.  Besides, thought Alice grimly, it was a total lie that her mother didn’t like nagging her about her weight.  Her mother did nothing BUT nag her!  True, she had been quieter recently, but that was only because she was resigned to Alice’s size not because she actually cared about her daughter’s feelings.

“…but don’t you think things are getting a little out of control?”

“Mom, I…I…please, Mom, this is serious! I don’t have time for a lecture right now.”

“I think this is the perfect time for a lecture,” said her mother. “You can’t ignore me now. You’re a captive audience.”

For emphasis, she placed her hand flat against the slippery surface of Alice’s wet belly and gave it a quick shake, watching the soft blubber jiggle in response like a water balloon filled with gelatin.

“Alice, you know that I’ve always worried about your weight.  A year ago, you were just chubby.  But now! Now you’re completely out of control.  How much do you weigh, Alice?”

“I…I…I dunno, Mom.”  Alice stuttered, reluctant to tell the truth.

“You don’t know how much you weigh,” repeated her mother, “Is that because you’re afraid to get on a scale? I can tell just by looking at you that you must be, what, 500 pounds.”

“Nuh uh!” cut in Alice. “I’m just 420 pounds!”  Immediately, she slapped a hand to her mouth, but the damage was done.

“420 pounds, is it? So you DO know how much you weigh.  And you just weren’t saying because you were embarrassed, right?”

Alice’s face was red as a tomato now, the flush of embarrassment creeping downwards through the rest of her porky body too.

“You should be embarrassed, Alice. I don’t know how a girl could let herself gain so much weight so quickly. All you do is eat.  Or hang out with those friends of yours, Jen and Laurie – and eat with them!  Lord knows the two of them are almost as fat as you are!”
“Um… actually, they’re bigger than me,” said Alice, hoping that revelation might assuage her mother.

“Even bigger? Good Lord, how fat are the three of you going to get before you’re done? You’re like… you’re like three little pigs together, except that none of you are little. You’re all massive! You’re already eating me out of house and home; I shudder to think what the food bills must look like at the Belmontes and Sarovy households! And think about the expense of installing a custom-built bathtub to fit you! What do you have to say for yourself, Alice?”

“It.. couldn’t cost that much…”

“Any other girl would think it was easier to just lose the weight, but here you are seriously talking about just getting a bigger tub! Young lady, I’m putting my foot down.  I don’t know how you’ve managed to balloon up like this while I’ve had you on this diet, but I don’t want to see you gain another pound.  You say you’re just 420 pounds? Good! Next time I weigh you, if you’re even one pound over 420, I am going to… I am going to make you quit that job at the pizza place!”

“No! But Mom, I…I need that job! How am I supposed to make any money after you cut off my allowance?”

“And why do you need a job? What do you use your money for? For more food? As if you’re not already stuffing your face enough at work.  No, that’s final.  Now you can just sit in that tub and think about what you’ve done to yourself tonight.”

“But Mom! Aren’t you going to help me out?”  Alice raised her thick, blubbery arms helplessly.

“No! I’m going out for a drink. Lord knows I deserve it for what I put up with here.  You can sit in that tub until you lose enough weight to pry yourself out. Maybe if you had to solve your problems for yourself, you’d think a little before letting yourself blow up like a blimp.”

Her mother stalked out of the room, leaving Alice alone and frightened in the tub.  Now what was she going to do? Would she really be stuck here until she wasted away?  Alice almost wanted to cry. 
Even worse, would her mother actually force her to quit her job at Pizza-by-the-Pound?  Alice was already on thin ice at work as her supervisor suspected her of stealing food on the sly.  Maggie hadn’t actually caught Alice in the act, but Alice’s growing belly and shrinking wardrobe seemed to confirm her suspicions.  Alice already looked like a plump sausage ready to burst when she was stuffed into her work clothes, and her ballooning size made it harder and harder for her to spend an entire shift on her feet or to fit into the kitchen without her gut plopping onto the counter or pushing against the cash register. And if she wasn’t working, Alice would have no income at all!  That meant that she’d never get her mobility scooter!

Gawd, she would just die if Jen got to ride around on a scooter but she was still forced to waddle. That was soooo unfair!  

I need someway to make sure that Mom doesn’t realize how much I weigh, thought Alice.  She was sure that she was already way over 420 and she knew, deep in her fat-clogged heart, that there was no way that she was going to stop plumping up anytime soon.  Food just tasted way too good to pass up! And Alice just loved filling her fat little tumtum too much to deny herself the tastiest, richest treats.  The poor baby! 

How could she do that? If she kept growing at this rate, her mother wouldn’t need a scale to tell that Alice was gaining: She would know just from watching Alice pop buttons off her slacks and break chairs… and get stuck in bathtubs.

Another knock at the door roused Alice from her self-pity.

“Mom! You came back?” Alice had never been so happy to see her mother before.  But when the door opened, it wasn’t her mom at all. It was Tyler.

That was better.

“Hey, Alice, are you okay? No one answered the door, so I just let myself in… oh sorry, I didn’t know you were in the bathtub. I’ll leave you alone.”

“No, no! Don’t go, Tyler! I need your help!”

“What?”

“I’m stuck! My mom got so mad that she left me here, but I can’t get out.  Tyler, I need you to help pull me out, please? You’re my only hope!”

“Oh gosh, what happened?”

“I just…I just got stuck. I don’t know what happened!” said Alice, willfully ignoring the truth.  Of course she knew what happened. She got too fat.  But she didn’t want to admit that.

Tyler was spellbound.  Naked and glistening, Alice looked bigger than ever.  He was well aware of Alice’s weight – she was nearly 500 pounds, so it wasn’t like she could hide it!  But stuck in the tub without a stitch of clothing on her massive, blubbery body, Alice looked huge! She looked like a hippopotamus struggling to escape a muddy river bank as she grunted and flopped inside the tub, her vast dome-like belly wobbling and shaking as she flailed her uselessly rotund arms and legs.  Alice’s round breasts bounced against the shelf of her belly, wobbling like jello, and Tyler couldn’t help but stare at his fat girlfriend’s exposed nipples.  Alice blushed again as she realized what Tyler was staring at, but she was too busy trying to push herself out of the tub to worry about modesty.  Luckily, her hanging gut covered her crotch and hid her plump little pussy from view.
This was silly! Tyler had seen her naked plenty of times before.  But somehow, catching her naked and stuck in the tub made Alice feel more exposed than usual, so she couldn’t help but feel a little embarrassed.

“Tyler, you’ve got to help me! I’m…”  Alice blushed.  “I’m too tubby for the tub!”

“Wow, Alice, are you kidding me? Are you really stuck in there?”

He walked over to her, peering through the mist of steam to get a better glimpse at the trapped behemoth.  Indeed, he could see the rosy pink blubber of Alice’s flanks oozing over the lip of the tub as the blimping blonde struggled to pull herself free.

“Yes! Tyler, please stop! This is serious!” Alice whined.  She was so embarrassed that her boyfriend would catch her in this situation!  Of course, Alice knew that Tyler liked her big – and that knowledge was helping to put Alice more at ease in her growing body.  She didn’t need much encouragement to succumb to her own extreme gluttony, but Tyler’s tacit endorsement meant that she felt somewhat less ashamed of her increasingly frequent binges.  If it wasn’t for her mother’s disapproval, Alice probably would glut herself constantly without guilt just like her friend Jen. 

“Alright alright, Alice, just calm down, it can’t be that bad.  Try sitting up, Alice. You pull and I’ll push!”
“Oh Tyler, that won’t work! I already tried! Oh Gawd, you’re going to have to call the fire department to get me out!  I can’t believe this is happening.  Oh why did I let myself get this big?  I knew I should have stopped eating!”

“Alice, stop fretting and work with me here!” snapped Tyler, beginning to tire of his girlfriend’s self-pity. “The problem isn’t you, it’s this tiny tub.  Why did you even think this tub was the right size? It’s way too narrow!”

“I... I can’t use the shower anymore!” said Alice, “It’s too hard to stand!”

“Then just put a chair in the shower. You’ve got some waterproof outdoor chairs you can use, don’t you?”

“Oh! Wow, yeah, I hadn’t thought of that! That’s a great idea!” Alice brightened up immediately. 

“Yeah, but it doesn’t help us much right now,” said Tyler as he yanked on his girlfriend’s tubby arms. “You’re still stuck fast in there! If only there was  way to lube you up… We could get some butter to grease you up and I’ll bet you’d pop right out of there.”

“Butter? Oh Tyler, no, that would make such a mess!”

“I was just kidding, Alice, calm down. But wait a second, that gives me an idea.  Where’s the soap, Alice?”

“I…I, uh, accidentally kicked it into the water.”  She nodded toward the foot of the bath, wiggling her delicate chubby toes uselessly. “I was trying to get it to soap myself down but… I couldn’t reach it.”

“Okay, just hold tight, let me find it.”  Tyler rolled up his sleeve and plunged his arm beneath the warm water.  Alice blushed again as Tyler searched the area between her thick chunky legs to find the missing bar of soap.  

“Aha! Here it is!” He pulled out and held up the soft, dripping bar.  “Now we can really get you lubed up.”

“Please be gentle,” whimpered Alice.  Her soft, gelatinous flesh was so cruelly pinched between the sides of the tub! It was just so uncomfortable.  

“It’s okay, Alice, don’t be a baby,” said Tyler, “This might hurt a little, but I promise it’ll get you out more easily.”

Tyler pressed on Alice’s side and Alice whined as her boyfriend fought against the suction holding her flesh to the smooth white porcelain of the tub.  When he finally managed to pry enough of Alice away from the side, he vigorously scrubbed her flanks with the soap, working up a slippery lather.

“Okay, other side now.”

Alice groaned as she struggled to roll her bulk toward Tyler, so that he could access her other side.  She looked like a whale lazily doing a barrel roll under the sea, but Tyler managed to finally lather up her far side enough that she might have some give when he pulled.

“Okay, Alice, you’re all soaped up.  If this doesn’t get you out, nothing will!”

“Oh, don’t say that, Tyler!” said Alice, her face going pale at the thought.

“Don’t worry so much.  Just remember: when I pull, you push, okay?”

Alice nodded as Tyler once again grabbed hold of her hands.  Tyler nodded back and called out: “Okay, now!”

“Uuuughhhhhhh!” moaned Alice. She heaved as much as she could; her flabby body didn’t have the muscle mass to effectively do much of anything anymore, but Alice pooled all her concentration, drawing on deep inner reserves of strength that she never even knew she had, and PUSHED.  Tyler pulled.  And gradually, with a loud groaning, squeaking sound, Alice started to move.

“It’s working! It’s working! Oh, Tyler, thank you so much, it’s working!” squealed Alice, overjoyed at the movement.

“Don’t stop!” scolded Tyler, “We’re not out of the woods yet! Keep pushing!”

“Ughhhhhhhhh!”  They kept pushing and pulling and pushing and pulling until finally…

POP!  Like a cork popping out of a wine bottle, Alice came free, lurching forward and spilling water out of the tub.  Alice tumbled forward, nearly pinning her boyfriend under her weight.

“Oh my gosh, Tyler! I can’t believe it! You did it! You saved me!” Alice gushed, barely able to contain her glee at her new freedom.  Struggling to her feet, she grabbed Tyler and hugged him close in a warm, wet embrace, pressing the thin boy tightly against her bare, flushed flesh.  Tyler could barely stutter out a response as he felt the moisture of his over-bloated girlfriend’s wet naked skin soaking through his shirt.
“Oh no! I need to get dressed!” said Alice, suddenly remembering her nudity.  She released Tyler and instantly held one chubby hand over her ample chest to block the view of her nipples and the other over her crotch to block the view of her plump pussy.

“Gosh, Alice, you don’t need to be so modest. You don’t have anything I haven’t seen before.”

“I know… but… this is different,” said Alice, “I’m not being sexy right now, I’m just all fat and gross!”

“You could never just be fat and gross, Alice,” said Tyler.

“Aw, Tyler, thanks, I... I needed to hear that. I guess you’re right.”  Shyly, the obese blonde cow dropped her hands, allowing Tyler to drink in her complete naked form.  Alice was quite a sight! Glistening with moisture, Alice was massive.  The voluptuous, zaftig blonde was as round as a bowling ball; her enormous belly stuck out in front of her a good two feet, sagging against her thick, elephantine thighs that touched all the way down to the knee.  Her breasts rested against the shelf of her oversized gut.  Her pale pink skin was flushed red like a lobster from the heat of the bath as well as her natural bashfulness.  Tyler couldn’t help but gawk as the gargantuan girl stepped out of the tub, resting her delicate feet on the fluffy bathmat.

“Tyler, could you help me get dressed? My pajamas are right there on the chair.”
Tyler turned to look.  Alice’s tent-like pajamas hung over the back of the bathroom chair, right next to her enormous cargo pants.  Tyler grabbed them and held them up, noting that the pajama pants were so vast that he could fit his entire body into one leg. He could also feel how the pants’ waist hung loose and limp; Alice had grown so round and fat that her belly had overpowered the waistband and snapped the elastic.
“Okay, Alice, lift your left foot and I’ll help you in.”

Alice stared dubiously at her feet, afraid that she’d finally grown too round and unwieldy to balance herself on one foot.  “Could you help, though?”

Tyler smiled. “Of course.”

Tyler crouched down as Alice lifted her left leg, leaning her arm against Tyler’s back to support herself.  Tyler nearly buckled at the intense weight suddenly pressing down on him, but he held on until he was able to get Alice’s feet into the pants – first one then the other.

The pajama top barely fit around Alice’s corpulent body.  Her rotund arms filled the soft cotton sleeves so tightly that her arms looked like two cloth-covered sausages.  With some effort, Tyler just managed to shove the top two buttons into their holes, covering Alice’s growing bosom—but the buttons that should help cover her belly wouldn’t reach at all.  Her fat belly hung over the broken waistband of her pajama pants, wobbling and jiggling with Alice’s labored breaths.
“Alice, you really need to get some new pajamas if you want to cover up,” said Tyler, stepping back to look at Alice’s body bulging out of her inadequate sleep clothes.

“I can’t afford new pajamas,” said Alice. “But don’t worry, I’ll just have Abida let these out next time I see her.”
“Can’t afford them? But don’t you have money from working at Pizza-by-the-Pound?”

Alice bit her lip.  Did she dare confess to Tyler the truth? That she was saving up her money so that she could buy a mobility scooter?  Tyler certainly reveled in her larger body – she could feel his lustful gaze on her whenever he looked at her massive bulk – but would he be okay knowing that she was so large that she needed extra help to move around?  She knew that Jen was hiding their plan from Craig, but she also knew from Jen that Craig wasn’t as supportive of Jen’s size as Tyler was of Alice’s.  Craig mostly accepted Jen’s ballooning body as a tolerable side-effect of her growing backside.  But Tyler really LIKED Alice’s size.  And, of course, he had just discovered that she was too fat to comfortably fit into a bathtub and, instead of judging her, he had rescued her.

Maybe she could trust him with this information…

“Um…well, see, I’m trying to save my money right now,” said Alice, “Jen and I saw these… these mobility scooters for sale at the mall.  They were kind of expensive, but we thought it would be really great to have them.  You know, it would just make it so much easier to get around, you know?”

Alice felt beads of nervous sweat pop out on her forehead.  Her stomach flipped and gurgled in fear as she waited to hear Tyler’s reaction.

“Yeah, that sounds like a good idea,” said Tyler, nodding. “I know that you get tired from walking around so much, so I think it would be awesome if you could get a scooter.  You wouldn’t need to wear yourself out.”

Alice couldn’t believe her ears. “Really? So you don’t mind?”

“No, of course not!”  Tyler ran his hand over the arc of Alice’s stomach, tickling the bare flesh that billowed from under the hem of her too-tight top.  “I want to make sure that you’re never uncomfortable, Alice.  And if a scooter will help you to be more comfortable, I’ll even help pitch in a little!”

“You will? Oh Tyler, you’re the best! If you’ll help me, I bet I could get that scooter in no time! That would be great!”

Alice hugged Tyler tightly, planting a delighted kiss on his cheek.  Holding the skinny boy close to her, she could feel his heart beating wildly in his chest.  Tyler, of course, loved his big beautiful girlfriend, and nothing made him happier than the prospect of seeing her growing EVEN bigger.  He was trying to hide his excitement, but he knew that if Alice spent her days with her already wide ass plopped into the bucket seat of a mobility scooter, she would be getting even less exercise than she was now.  And that meant that she was only going to grow bigger and bigger and bigger…

Tyler could hardly wait! 
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