Country Stuffing 3

By Mollycoddles

Betty Jo was enormous.  There was no way around it.

The young country gal, desperate to escape the boredom and anonymity of this flyspeck country town, had hit on a poorly devised idea: Join the traveling circus as their resident fat lady.  But Betty Jo had needed to gain a lot of weight before she could qualify for the circus life, so she had made an even more poorly devised deal with her sister Ginger to help her gain.

Betty Jo was not enjoying this.  Ginger, however, was having a ball.

“How big do you think y’are now, Betty Jo?” asked Ginger, a huge grin creasing her face as she fondled her sister’s flabby flanks with her one free hand.  With her other hand, Ginger tilted the jug of creamy liquid bovine growth supplement so that Betty Jo could suck it down a little easier.

Of course, Betty Jo didn’t say anything. Her mouth was full.  Her mouth was always full.  Ginger kept her on a strict regimen, making her drink bovine growth shakes every few hours and then feeding her high-calorie pastries constantly between doses.   She mostly just ate and slept these days.  It was easy to do. At her size, she was constantly hungry, a deep insatiable hunger that forced her to eat all the time, even when she felt ready to explode.  And the constant churning hum of the milking machine in the room’s corner, always attached via tubes to the soda can sized nipples atop Betty Jo’s beachball-sized breasts, easily lulled her to sleep in the rare times that she wasn’t concentrating enough on chewing to keep awake.
It was getting to be too much.  Betty Jo had long since outgrown normal clothes.  At over 800 pounds, she relied on Ginger for help in dressing herself in the morning.  But since Betty Jo spent most of her day in a stuffed, bloated stupor, there wasn’t much reason to get dressed.  Betty Jo’s wardrobe was little more than underwear now, and even the super-sized stretchy maternity panties that Ginger had dug out of their attic were beginning constricting on Betty Jo’s massive overloaded blubber belly.  Betty’s breasts were even bigger, swollen with milk and fat to the point that they looked like two blimps on her chest, so heavy that they pressed on Betty Jo’s lungs and made it impossible for her to breathe if she laid down on her back.  Ginger kept her obese sister propped up with pillows to make sure that she was as comfortable as possible.
At first, Ginger felt a certain pride in Betty Jo’s growing size.  When Betty Jo waddled to the fridge, the sag of her newly flabby gut hanging under the hem of her shirt and shaking like gelatin with her thick footsteps filled Ginger with pride.  I made that happen, thought Ginger.  And as Betty Jo grew and grew and grew, Ginger was filled with excitement.  How big could she make her sister?

“Mmmfffpph…” mumbled Betty Jo, her lips locked around the rubber nipple of her feeding bottle.

“Oh sorry, sis,” said Ginger, pulling the bottle away and allowing Betty Jo a moment to catch her breath. “I guess I got too excited.  How’re ya doin’, Betty Jo?  Still got some room in there?”  She grinned as she patted Betty Jo’s voluminous belly.  Betty Jo’s stomach was an avalanche of wobbling, gelatinous blubber, covering her tree-trunk legs down to the knees but still nearly hidden from view by her enormous milk-filled tits.

“No more… room…” said Betty Jo, belching an explosive burp that expelled milky strands of spittle from her slack lips.  “I’ve been… eating all day… I can’t take anymore… Ginger, please, just let me rest…”

“Oh you can rest when you’re asleep, silly,” said Ginger.  Honestly, that was kind of a disappointment to Ginger.  If only there was a way to make Betty Jo keep eating even when she was asleep, then there would be no way that this tub could miss her mark to become the best fat woman any circus had ever seen.  “But you’ve got to work hard if you want to make this goal.  But listen, we can take a little break first.  Do you need to go potty?”

“No,” mumbled Betty Jo.  At her size, she rarely left the bed and, when she did, she only did so with Ginger’s assistance.  Ginger was vital in escorting Betty Jo the short distance down the hall to the bathroom.  If Betty Jo kept ballooning, even that distance, merely a few dozen feet, would prove too much for her increasingly overworked heart and lungs to take without a few rests along the way.  Even worse, she was well on her way to outgrowing the bathroom completely.  She was already so round and wide that she had to have Ginger lift and tug her blubbery belly to squeeze through the doorway, but soon she’d grow so vast that her two-ton ass wouldn’t even fit on the toilet seat.

“Can’t get up…Too full…too fat…I just wanna… be milked…”

Betty Jo’s breasts ached. The bovine supplements shoved her milk production into overdrive, so she required near constant milking.  At first, Ginger would detach the machine at night so that Betty Jo’s poor abused nipples could at least rest overnight.  But that was impossible now that Betty Jo was producing enough milk to inflate her bulging boobs to the size and firmness of basketballs in just a few hours.  The pain of her overinflated tits was waking her up several times during the night now, but she was too fat and helpless to do anything but shout for Ginger’s help.  When at rest, she was constantly hooked up to the machine and, even with its eternal work, her knockers were as big as bean bag chairs.
“Betty Jo, you’ve really come a long way. I’m so proud of you!”

“Are we… almost done?  Can we stop?”

“We’re almost there,” said Ginger gleefully. “And once we do, boy! That circus is never gonna see you comin’! I bet it’ll feel real nice when you finally make goal. What was it, 900 pounds?”
“No…it wasn’t…it wasn’t that big, was it?”

“Then we can take you off the bovine supplements. And I’ll bet you’ll be glad when you won’t have to be milked around the clock, huh?”

“Yeah….”

“But today is a very special day! Today we’re going into town.”

“Town? But… I can’t go into town!  People are gonna stare!”

“Oh, but Betty Jo! You used to love going to town!”

“That was before you turned me into a whale!  ‘Sides, I can barely walk, how do you expect me to get to town?  I can’t even go down the hallway without getting’ winded.  I’m way too fat to leave the house now! Look at me, Ginger! An’ even if I wanted to, I’m plumb indecent!  I ain’t got no clothes that would even fit my fat ass anymore! Oh AND what about my tits? You gonna take me away from my milkin’? You stop milkin’ me fer a couple hours and I reckon I’d blow like a megaton bomb!”

Ginger giggled. “Betty Jo, you worry too much.  First of all, ain’t no one gonna stare. Cuz everyone in town already knows what you’re doin’.  I done told everyone all about your plan to run off with the circus and all the folks in town are just plumb tickled pink!”

Betty Jo goggled, her chubby cheeks and double chin flushing pink.  “What!?”

Ginger shrugged.  “Okay, I know I broke my promise to keep you a secret.  But c’mon! How can we keep you a secret? You’re just too dang big to hide, Betty Jo!  Besides, it’s not like anyone cares that you’re a little hefty…”

“What did you tell everyone, Ginger?”

“I just told them the truth: That you’re trying to gain weight so you can join the circus as a fat lady. At first, I’ll admit, people thought it was a little strange, but I just had to explain it to them.  See, I told ‘em, wouldn’t it be great if this town had something to be proud of?  Something that would really put us on the map? And that somethin’ is you, Betty Jo!  You’re gonna be the fattest fat woman that circus ever had and you’re gonna make this little ol’ Podunk famous as the hometown of the fattest fat woman ever!”

“You told everyone that!?”

“Yeah! Why, you thought you would keep it a secret?  Newsflash, Betty Jo, there’s no way that you’re keeping all this a secret!”  Ginger grabbed a handful of gelatinous flab from Betty Jo’s enormous, elephantine belly and gave it a hearty shake. “You’re a sensation!  And here’s the best part.  You know Irma down at the diner?  She told me that if you ever come down there, she’ll let you eat for free!  Same thing with Jed over at the General Store.  All your food is free!  All you have to do is come get it!  And Albert at the Breakfast Nook! Oh, and Pancake Heaven, too. Free eating there too!”

“Are you telling me that I can eat for free anywhere in town?”

“Yeah! You just have to fit your fat ass in the door and then anything you can fit in your mouth is on the house!”

A low rumble came from her stomach, reverberating through Betty Jo’s thick strata of blubber.  Despite herself, she was hungry.  She was always hungry!  And the chance to eat some real food!  Ginger had been feeding her a strict liquid diet of bovine substitute for so long that the very idea of some tasty, solid food made Betty Jo feel positively faint with excitement!
But there was still the matter of clothes.

“I don’t have anything to wear, Ginger,” whined Betty Jo.  She was far too large for any of the clothes in the house!

“Betty Jo, I’m surprised at you! Don’t y’all have any faith in your big sister? You don’t think I’d make all these plans to get you some extra grub and then forget a little detail like that?”  Ginger smiled broadly, obviously very pleased with herself.  “I special ordered you the perfect outfit weeks ago, just for this occasion!”

Ginger clapped her hands in glee.  Indeed, she had found a special company on the Internet that specialized in custom clothing for the, er, ample lady, and ordered the very biggest mumu that she could find.  When it arrived, Ginger was simply astonished at its size; it looked like a circus tent.  She had been half-tempted to present it to Betty Jo immediately, but Ginger ultimately decided to save her gift for the right occasion.  After all, she couldn’t deny that seeing the physical evidence of Betty Jo’s expansion – including the exciting way that her ballooning body slowly strained the limits of her inadequate clothes, eventually outgrowing them to the point that Betty Jo could only fit into her stretchiest underwear – was a big part of the thrill of blimping her sister.

Betty Jo was less enthused.  “You mean ya’ll had clothes I could wear this whole time? I didn’t hafta sit around all indecent?!”

“Aw, hush your mouth, Betty Jo, none of that sass!  If you wanna be that ungrateful, maybe we won’t go out after all.”

“No, no, I’ll be quiet!” said Betty Jo quickly.  Her enormous, cavernous belly growled in response, eager to be filled with this promised feast.

Ginger held up the mumu.  “I’ll just throw it over you, alright? I’ll unhook you from the milking machine and we can get you dressed.  Hold up your arms, Betty Jo, so’n I can get them through the sleeves.”

Betty Jo goggled. The mumu looked like a deflated helium balloon!  Even after all her gains, when she was so huge that it was literally impossible for her to ignore her own vast size, this was a new shock.  Sure, she’d always been chubby, but being beyond obese was a weird new experience… and being forced to wear a baggy, shapeless mumu simply because there was no way that any ordinary clothes would ever fit around her new bulk was insane!

This was absolutely insane.  Once again, Betty Jo felt herself seized with doubt.  She was enormous, a huge fat-filled blob – so fat now that she could barely even waddle without assistance, could only wobble a few feet before she was panting and red-faced, sweat pouring down her round cheeks and double chin.  Her belly extended past her knees, resting heavily on her lap and drooping over her legs like a curtain of soft, jiggling flesh that, if she kept gorging like she was now, would surely reach the floor soon.  Her breasts, vast milk tankers so engorged with liquid that they barely sagged, bulged out forever in front of her, creating a vast canyon of cleavage in the rare times that she bothered to struggle into a bra. Mostly they splayed to her sides, constantly hooked to the milking machine that drained her just quickly enough to keep her from bursting like a pair of overinflated milk balloons.  Her face was so round and her double shin so thick that she no longer had a neck; her round head seemed to sprout directly from her bloated body.  Betty Jo still had the same long brown hair pulled back into a jaunty ponytail, the same gap-toothed country smile, the same freckled cheeks… the only difference was that now she was 500 pounds heavier!
Betty Jo sighed with relief as she felt Ginger pop the suction cups off of her puffy, engorged nipples. As much as she needed constant milking, the machine’s eternal tug on her teats left her feeling sore and achy.  Even just a few minutes away from the machine would be a relief.

At the same time… it was kind of worrying.  Betty Jo could already feel a new batch of milk swirling inside her.

“Hey Ginger, you sure it’s okay to go into town for a few hours? I mean, I’ve had an awful lotta hormones this morning and I can already feel it affecting me.”

“Oh Betty Jo, don’t you worry none about that.  You know your sister ain’t gonna let you pop, right?”

“I dunno about that,” mumbled Betty Jo, her gaze falling to her own blubber-laden bulk.  Somedays it felt like that was exactly what Ginger wanted to happen.  Some days her sister stuffed her so thoroughly that Betty Jo almost believed that Ginger was trying to see how enormously, burstingly full Betty Jo could become before she exploded like a neutron bomb.

Her thoughts were cut short as she felt Ginger tug the enormous mumu over her head.

“Ha, look at you! You look like the big top itself,” giggled Ginger.  The mumu was decorated with a series of garish, multi-colored vertical stripes that were SUPPOSED to be slimming.  But Betty Jo was so wide and round that it just made her look like a great big circus tent with a tiny little head sticking out of the top.
“Very funny,” mumbled Betty Jo sourly.

“Aw don’t be sour, Betty Jo. Just think of all that yummy food you’re about to get! I know that must make you excited, don’t it?”  She patted her sister’s globular flank and grinned. “Now let’s see if we can get you out of here!  Grab my hands and let’s get you on your feet!”

Grunting and groaning, Betty Jo seized her sister’s outstretched arms and tried to pull herself up.  It was not easy.  She was weighted down by her dead-weight ass and her planetoid knockers, which sloshed back and forth angrily as she struggled.  

“It ain’t gonna happen, Ginger! I’m too damn fat!”

“Don’t give up, Betty Jo!  I know you can do it!” said Ginger through gritted teeth.  Ginger grabbed a handful of flab on Betty Jo’s side and tried to lug her sister up, but that was proving a challenge even for a hearty farm girl like Ginger.  Betty Jo could feel her knees straining and popping as they struggled to hoist her vast, flabby bulk.  For a moment, Betty Jo was convinced that there was no way she could stand at all – that even if, by some miracle, she managed to get upright, her own voluminous weight would immediately overwhelm her stubby limbs and she would simply crash to the floor.  But despite her worst fears, she and Ginger finally managed to get her to her feet.
“Oh Gawd, I’m so… tired,” moaned Betty Jo, “Ginger, I can’t stay standing long! I…I’m gonna fall down!”

“Nonsense, Betty Jo, all you gotta do is get down the hallway.  We got a wagon outside to carry you the rest of the way.”

Of course, even a quick trip down the hall was ridiculously laborious for a growing girl weighed down by nearly half a ton of blubber.  Even if the weight wasn’t absurdly heavy for Betty Jo’s weak, atrophied legs to carry, she was so swaddled in fat that she started to overheat after just a few steps.

“I…can’t…I just can’t…shit, Ginger, I’m gonna have a heart attack if we keep goin’!”

“Shhhh, calm down, Betty Jo, your big sis aon’t gonna let nothin’ happen to ya.  You just gotta put your mind to it.”  Honestly, though, Ginger was a little worried about her sister!  Betty Jo’s face was as red as a tomato and she was so unsteady on her feet that she looked like she might crash into the wall.  And she was so big that she might actually crash THROUGH the wall!

“Ugh…I can’t… just… let me rest…”

“No way! You sit down here and I know you ain’t getting’ back up! I don’t intend to let all my hard work arrangin’ this outing go to waste! C’mon, Betty Jo, move your fat ass!”  She leaned her entire weight against her obese sister, using her body to prop Betty Jo up as she waddled heavily down the hallway.  It was a tight squeeze.  Betty Jo filled nearly the entire width of the hallway, her hips brushing against the walls, so Ginger had to walk behind her, pushing her sister forward with her shoulder.

After what seemed an eternity, the farm girl and her pet blimp finally emerged through the front door.  Betty Jo blinked in the sunlight.  How long had it been since she’s been outside? She could barely remember!  But that wasn’t important now. All that she cared about was the family flatbed pick-up truck that she could see parked only a few feet away.  There was no way that she could squeeze into the cab, but Betty Jo could instantly figure out Ginger’s plan: She was to ride in the flatbed, like a cow being taken to market. At one point, the very idea of being so absurdly fat that she had to ride in the back of the truck would have horrified and humiliated her, but Betty Jo was so winded from her laborious trek and so eager to get down to business with some chow that she just didn’t have the strength to care. Ginger lowered a ramp and carefully helped her sister make the final few feet of her slog onto the back of the truck.  Betty Jo collapsed into a jiggling, gasping heap.
“Y’all okay there, honey?” asked Ginger, genuine concern in her voice.  She was afraid that Betty Jo might genuinely have a heart attack right there!

Betty Jo could only gasp and uselessly flail her tree-trunk arms, but Ginger could immediately see the problem.  Betty Jo had flopped down in such a position that her gargantuan breasts were pressing against her chest.  Ginger hopped up into the flatbed and rolled her sister over, so that her titanic tits flopped away from her chest.

Betty Jo wheezed in relief. “Thanks… Ginger! I thought I was…a goner there…”

“No sweat, Betty Jo.  But those milk tits of yours are already starting to fill up again.  We better get you to your lunch quick, before you spring a leak!”

Betty Jo nodded weakly.  

***

Even after a year of non-stop binging and gluttony, Betty Jo had never had a lunch like this.  They stopped at Irma’s Café first, but Betty Jo was too tired to get off the truck so Irma just brought the food out to her.  Mmm pancakes.  Two platefuls.  Sausage, biscuits, gravy.  Technically this was lunch, but Betty Jo couldn’t resist her sudden craving for greasy, fatty breakfast food. More more more! Solid food was so good after nothing but shakes and supplements and Betty Jo couldn’t control herself.  Ginger drove her from restaurant to restaurant, stopping at every diner and café and truck-stop in the county, and everyone, EVERYONE knew this giant whale of a girl who was trying to join the circus.  Everyone was happy to give her free food. And Betty Jo just couldn’t say no.  She should have stopped eating long ago, but now it didn’t matter anymore. What was a few thousand more calories when you weighed as much as a full grown cow? More! Eat and eat and eat… The day was a blur, Betty Jo was oblivious to everything except the wonderful feeling of solid fullness in her belly and the creeping worry of the growing liquid fullness in her breasts.  She needed to be pumped and soon.  Halfway through the endless meal, Betty Jo could feel her overbloated jugs start to leak, thick rich milk dribbling from her nipples and drenching her mumu.  No one noticed since her mumu was already stained with sauces and crumbs from her enormous lunch.  But her breasts were filling up, their engorged bulk pressing against her distended and sensitive belly with increasing urgency as their weight increased.
So much, much food… So many times Betty Jo was sure that she couldn’t force down another bite, yet she couldn’t stop herself.  She ate anything that anyone offered her, gorging like a woman possessed. She was like a hog at the trough, concerned only with filling her stomach to its utmost limits.
By the end of the day, Betty Jo’s breasts were burstingly full, so bloated with extra milk that they were hot to the touch and Ginger could swear that she could see those two enormous hefty orbs visibly throbbing with fullness.

“Had enough?” she asked, watching her sister’s prone form sprawled out in the back of the truck, her belly rising above her like a mountain.  The mumu that had been loose this morning was stretched snuggly around Betty’s belly, its hem slowly rising over the course of the day as Betty Jo’s gut grew fuller and fuller until it barely reached halfway down her gut, leaving most of her lower half, as well as her overtaxed granny panties on display for all the world to see.

“Oofff… so full….but… my…my boobs are so heavy… I haven’t gone.. this long without a milking in months… oh Gawd.. Ginger… please… take me home… milk me… I don’t care anymore.. milk me like the fat dairy cow that I am… before… my tits burst!”

Ginger laughed. “I’m glad that you’re being sensible, Betty Jo.  I think you just might make your 900 pound goal after all!”

“…900?”

***


With the entire town joining into the game, Betty Jo’s gain kicked into high gear.  She rocketed up to 900 pounds in another month, and soon basted past that as well.  By May, Betty Jo had far surpassed her initial goal.  The entire town turned out to watch Betty Jo’s final weigh-in, when Ginger loaded Betty Jo onto the family’s livestock scale… since that was the only thing capable of measuring Betty Jo’s enormous weight.  Using a forklift, Ginger finally managed to lift the hippopotomus-sized girl onto the cattle scale and the digital readout was shocking: 1000 pounds.  

Everyone cheered and hollered. Everyone except Betty Jo herself.  Partly because she was so fat now that even talking exhausted her.  But also partly because she was so surprised. Betty Jo nearly fainted from the shock of her size.  She weighed an entire half a ton! A whole ton of soft, thick, useless blubber!  She was completely trapped in her own corpulence, an enormous bloated elephant seal drowning in her own flab. 

“I only need to be 450,” said Betty Jo thickly, but it did her no good.  But by now, the town had come too far to give up.  Everyone was still plying the gargantuan girl with food.  Betty Jo spent her days in a food stupor, constantly stuffed so full that she felt like she would surely explode.  She could see her flesh rising all around her as the day wore on.  When she first woke up in the morning was the only time of the day that she was truly hungry – but what a hunger!  She woke up ravenously starving, so hungry that she could only cry and moan from the great empty pain in her belly.  Luckily, Ginger was never far away, so Betty Jo’s sister would be at her side in a flash with her breakfast. In the morning, Betty Jo’s soft flab hung about her like a deflated helium balloon. But as the day wore on and more and more townspeople stopped by with gifts of food for their favorite fat girl, Betty Jo felt herself filling up, swelling outwards, growing tight.  From the outside, she must look like a parade float being blown up and readied for display.  But the end of the day, Betty Jo would be as round and tight as a ripe pumpkin.  When she finally drifted off into a glutted stupor at night, she imagined that she must look like an overinflated balloon with a tiny peanut head.

This was her life now. Nothing but eating and eating and growing and growing.

In June, the circus returned to town.

“Are you Nobunga?”

Nobunga turned to see a husky farm girl, the sort you saw all too often in these Podunk towns.  “Yeah, what do you want?”

“My name is Ginger.  Last year, you told my sister that you would hire her as your new fat woman if she could gain 450 pounds by the next time you came to town.”

“Oh yeah, I remember her.  Don’t tell me she stuck with that crazy scheme?”

Ginger smiled. “Maybe you should come outside and see.” 

Nobunga shrugged and followed Ginger outside.  Sitting outside, in the back of an overloaded pick-up truck, its wheels sagging, was an elephant.  Nobunga did a double take. No! That was no elephant at all!  That was Betty Jo!  The girl weighed over half a ton, so vast that she filled the back of the truck with her flabby bulk.  As usual, she was too dazed from her morning gorge to even react when she saw Nobunga step outside of the tent.

“Holy smokes! She’s as big as a house!  And I mean literally!  What have you been feeding her?”

“Oh, everything.  What do you think? Is she big enough for your circus?”

“She’s too big! How are we gonna load her into the train?” asked Nobunga. “There’s no way we could lift her up the ramp!”

“Just leave that to me,” said Ginger, “Hey Betty Jo, you ready for lunch?”

“Lunch?” A light went off behind Betty Jo’s eyes. “Oh Gawd no please, I couldn’t…”  But her stomach betrayed her products, groaning loudly at the thought of more food.
“Sorry Betty, it sounds like the boss is talking,” giggled Ginger, “C’mon, folks, let’s give Betty Jo a good ol’ send-off!”

“C’mon, Betty Jo! You can do it!  All you have to do is walk those few feet to the train. Then you’ll never need to move again.  They’ll take care of you.”

The townspeople were happy to oblige.  Edna Milligan the baker brought forth a cherry pie that Betty Jo gobbled completely in minutes; she plunged her face into the dish and lapped it up like an animal.  Irma Wilkes brought a plate of waffles that disappeared in seconds.  Mitch McGillicuty dropped a bucket of slaw in front of her that Betty Jo vacuumed down.  And that was just the start.  It was time for another endless meal…
Nobunga was shocked at the sheer amount of food that Betty Jo consumed, so much so that she barely noticed how the massive girl transformed over the course of the meal.  By the time she was done eating, Betty Jo was so full that she was no longer a soft, squishy pile of blubber, but a completely round, completely tight sphere.

“Can’t…eat…anymore….” Huffed Betty Jo finally, her fat face spattered with the remnants of her binge. “One more bite… and I’m gonna explode…”

“That just made things worse,” complained Nobunga. “Now she’s even heavier!”

“Yeah,” said Ginger, “But she’s round.  Give me a few stout fellows and we’ll roll her right into the car!” 
It took a half dozen roustabouts to roll Betty Jo up the plank and into the train.  Ginger waved goodbye as the train chugged out of the station; Betty Jo was too dazed and bloated to do anything but wave back, her face a mixture of conflicted emotions.  No one could say that Betty Jo didn’t get exactly what she wanted.  She was finally leaving this stupid little town, on her way to see the big wide world beyond.  Even if she wasn’t seeing it in quite the same shape that she’d originally thought….

Ginger certainly hoped that Betty Jo’s new life as a circus fat lady was all that she dreamed it was.
Ginger knew that she was going to enjoy running the farm.  Even if fattening dairy cows would probably be less fun than fattening her sister… 

But maybe someday she’d find a new project…

* * *
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