Gaining Aboard 2

By Mollycoddles
“Gotta get a new swimsuit,” Vicky repeated to herself as she waddled down the promenade of the USS Fiesta cruise ship, distinctly aware of how her thick thighs rubbed against each other with each step.  Vicky’s lycra-blend one-piece swimsuit was too small for the chunky Asian girl, cutting into her fleshy legs and riding up between the cheeks of her wobbling bottom.  Vicky paused to tug the back of her swimsuit out from between her butt cheeks, too annoyed by the sudden wedgie to worry that other passengers might see her being so uncouth.

As Vicky turned, she caught sight of her reflection in the glass display window of one of the promenade shops.  At home, Vicky was used to seeing a thin Asian girl with pale porcelain skin and short dark hair that barely touched her shoulders.  Well, some of that was still true… her hair was still dark and her skin was still pale, at least.  But she was definitely no longer thin!  Vicky’s friend Monica had convinced Vicky to accompany her on a bachelorette cruise aboard the USS Fiesta, so that the two old friends could let loose and indulge for two weeks before Monica’s wedding.  Vicky had expected that two weeks of non-stop gorging at 24-hour buffets, guzzling free liquor, and lying in the sun without getting any exercise might have an effect on her waistline…. But she didn’t expect anything THIS drastic!  The girl in her reflection was twice as big as the girl Vicky remembered, her narrow hips vanished under thick new layers of blubber, her petite bottom now billowing out behind her like twin bowling balls shoved into the back of her swimsuit.  That ass definitely FEELS as heavy as twin bowling balls, thought Vicky, as she started walking again with new determination.  A mere two weeks at sea and Vicky had blossomed into a massively pear-shaped porker! Not that her backside was the only place gaining… she definitely could feel her swollen breasts fighting against the confines of her snug swimsuit as she breathed!
This was completely insane! How was it possible to gain this much weight so fast?  She knew there was something strange about this cruise… it wasn’t just that she was eating way too much, it was that… she couldn’t stop herself!  When she and Monica sat down to eat lunch or dinner or breakfast or any other meal at the buffet, both women were overcome with just how preternaturally delicious everything was… and pretty soon they were gorging themselves to bursting three times a day!  They had lost all self-control ad Vicky was convinced that something was afoot!

And where was Monica?  Vicky’s friend began this trip as a vivacious, bosomy black woman with long wavy hair… and she was rapidly ballooning into a fully-packed apple shape!  Vicky had always been slightly jealous of her friend’s full figure, unable to resist comparing it to her own slim, boyish physique.  But now both women were definitely more “womanly!”  They were picking up pounds way too fast!

Vicky was worried because Monica had not come back to the room after their last meal together.  Or at least, Vicky never saw her come back.  Granted, Vicky was so stuffed and bloated that she had just fallen into a drunken stupor when she got back to her bunk.  But she suspected she knew exactly where Monica was! Monica was probably still at the captain’s mess, stuffing her face with abandon!  Vicky grimaced.  If Monica was stll eating, there was no telling how big she would get!

Vicky paused again to once again yank a growing wedgie out from between her chubby buns.  This was getting annoying!  Looking down at herself, Vicky could see that the seams of her swimsuit were straining against her flabby lovehandles and pudgy gut; her deep navel made a noticeable indent through the slick fabric and white threads were visible down her stretched side seams.  Shit.  She quickly scanned the promenade and noticed a clothing store two doors down.  She was saved!  She would just pop in, quickly buy a bigger swimsuit, and then hurry to the captain’s mess to save Monica.  It shouldn’t take any time at all!

Minutes later, Vicky was wobbling down the halls in her new, better fitting swimsuit.  Unfortunately, this new swimsuit couldn’t change the inescapable fact of Vicky’s weight gain, so she could still feel her thighs chafing together and the elastic cutting into her legs. But at least her butt was covered!

Though I don’t know how long that will last, thought Vicky ominously.

Her jaw set in determination, Vicky burst into the captain’s mess.  She scanned the room, hoping to find Monica and… there she was!  Vicky’s jaw dropped.

Monica was sitting at a table, surrounded by waiters each bearing a big tray of decadent treats.  Monica was laughing and giggling, clearly loving the attention, while plucking treats from one tray after another.  She was huge.

Way bigger than she should be!  Even if she’d been indulging constantly throughout the whole cruise, she shouldn’t be THAT big!  Monica had ballooned into a big buttery mountain of lard, so vast that her stretchy orange tube dress couldn’t disguise any of her new bulges… all it did was make her look like a ripe pumpkin!  As Vicky watched, Monica giggled coyly as she daintily picked up another bon bon, fixing the waiter with a flirtatious wink.  When she moved, the side seam of her dress suddenly split, allowing Monica’s fleshy love handles to bubble into view.  Vicky needed to rescue her friend before she completely busted apart her dress in public!

“Miss Vicky! Are you joining us for dinner?”

“Huh?” Vicky blinked in surprise at the unexpected voice.  Oh no! It was Alex, that super cute waiter!  Goddamnit why did it have to be him? Vicky gulped hard.  She knew that, whatever was happening here on this ship, Alex seemed to be part of it. She couldn’t trust him, but he was just sooo cute that he was hard to resist! “Uh.. .no… I’m just… here to get my friend…”

“Oh, but you’ll at least stay for a snack, right, Miss Vicky?”

Vicky noticed, for the first time that Alex was holding a tray of delicious looking chocolate truffles. Oh damnit. They couldn’t reasonably expect her to resist those!
“No… I’m just… I’m not hungry…”

“You don’t have to be hungry to treat yourself,” said Alex, insistently holding the tray closer to Vicky’s face. 

“I…I…mmmm…” Vicky gulped.  For some reason, it was getting harder to thinkclearly.

“Are you sure you wouldn’t like a snack, Vicky?” asked Alex again, holding up a tray of chocolate bonbons.

“Mmmmm,” mumbled Vicky, her eyes going wide at the sight.  Already her chubby tummy was growling.  She wanted… no! She needed to eat.  Gawd, those treats looked so good! “No, Alex, I don’t think so…. I know what’s going on here…. I think…. I think… you’re trying to make me fat…”
Vicky’s words trailed off as she licked her lips.  She was having trouble keeping her thoughts organized when those tasty bonbons were just within arm’s reach!  All she could think about was how much she wanted them!  Gawd, she wanted nothing more than to grab all of those bonbons and shove them into her mouth.  

“What are you talking about, Vicky? We’re just here to serve you.  To make sure that you get everything that you could possibly want.”

“Hmmm,” murmured Vicky, her eyes glazing over with pleasure as her fingers reached out, despite all the commands of her brain to resist, and plucked a bonbon from the tray.  Vicky popped it between her lips and immediately groaned out loud with orgasmic glee.  OH GAWD IT WAS SOOOO GOOD.

“Would you like another, Vicky?”

“Yes please,” muttered Vicky thickly.  She grabbed another… and another…
She was only vaguely aware that Alex was leading over to Monica’s table, pressing down on her shoulders to make her take the seat next to Monica. Monica grinned as her friend arrived to join her.

“Hiii Vicky, you came for dinner!”

“Yes…” Vicky said, her voice distant. “I… I was hungry…”

Monica smiled, though her eyes were glazed and drooping. “Me too…”

The night passed in a blur of eating. Vicky couldn’t keep track of all the courses that she ate, it seemed like they would never end.  Sure, they started out by plying her with candies and bon bons, always reassuring her that she was just having a snack, but as soon as her guard was done, they started to bring out the plates.  And Vicky knew she didn’t have to eat, she could always say no… right? But somehow she never could say no.  So and Monica were soon eating to their heart’s content and beyond… They gorged like two women possessed, cramming more and more food into their eager mouths, their bellies swelling like two balloons. Indeed, from the outside, they looked like two blimps gradually being inflated, only with food rather than air.  Vicky felt her bloated gut bump into the edge of the table, a clear signal that she was getting too big and her gut was poking out way too far.  But not even that seemed to send a message to her brain.  Was she hungry? Vicky honestly couldn’t tell anymore.  She was so confused! She had absolutely no idea if she was even hungry, but the idea of not eating never came to her… she NEEDED to eat!! She needed to get every last bite inside her, she needed to be filled, overfilled, overstuffed, she needed to eat until she was absolutely glutted, until she was satiated, until she was bursting at the seams and there wasn’t any more food anywhere, on this ship, in the world!  She needed to eat until she was as round as a beachball, until they needed to roll her back to her cabin, until she was so big and bloated that there wasn’t enough room on this ship for her and they had to drop her overboard and let her float alongside the ship like the great big blubbery whale that she was!
Vicky couldn’t believe how much she was eating, she could feel her bloated stomach settling into her lap, she could feel the stitches in her swimsuit pulling tighter and tighter as she kept shoveling food into herself… but she couldn’t stop!  Every bite felt like it would have to be the last one, but no matter how many times she told herself, promised herself, that she was done, that she was going to push herself away from the table and stop, she couldn’t.  Monica must be in the same situation! Both women were hopefully addicted to the pleasures of the feast, cramming themselves full with complete abandon, and it seemed like every waiter, every porter, every steward on this ship was all part of some grand conspiracy to fatten them up!  Vicky had no clue how any of this was even possible, but somehow… she didn’t care! All that mattered was getting as much savory, delicious food into her yawning belly as fast as she possibly could.  She felt like she could keep eating forever and ever until she herself was bigger than the ship, bigger than the planet, bigger than the universe and even then they would just keep bringing out more and more food, all food that she was absolutely powerless to resist. Gawd, how big could a girl get? Was there no end?  Vicky felt so full yet as long as food was available her hunger would not abate… she felt like it might not even be possible for her to eat enough food to ever satisfy this ravenous new greed welling up inside of her! Yet she was still going to try her best…
She was so intent on her outrageous feast that she didn’t even notice Monica next to her doing the exact same thing! She was only vaguely aware of her friend, making They ate and ate and ate… and ATE!  It seemed like the feast would never end.

Until inevitably, it did. 

Vicky didn’t remember how it ended.  She would have thought that there would be no end, that they would simply let her stuff her fat face until she exploded and she would have done it.  But at some point, she must have finally looked too full, too stuffed too sick with gluttony.  They must have feared that she really was ready to explode, maybe only a bite or two from her absolute utmost limit, because she vaguely remembered some waiters helping her back to her cabin. She remembered them helping her into her bun, tucking her in, and leaving her to sleep off her binge in groaning, overstuffed agony.
She heard a groan next to her.  “What…what happened, Vicky?”

Vicky strained to sit up, grunting as she peered over the twin mountains of her breasts and the blubber boulder that was her belly.  “I think… we got fat.”

Across the cabin, Monica was lying in her own bunk, also pinned by a gigantically swollen belly.  The big black girl paused.  “Oof. You can say that again! Damn, girl… can’t say I’m surprised this would happen to me. You know I love my treats. But you, Vicky? I never thought I’d see the day when you became a sister big gal.”

“Jesus Christ, I’m a whale,” said Vicky, rubbing her pudgy hands along the arc of her globular gut.  She wasn’t just pear-shaped now, she was fat all over!  From this angle, she could see Monica over in her own bunk was in a similar position.  Both women had gorged themselves to the absolute limit for the very last time and now they were each as round as two beachballs, two big bloated fatties pinned in their bunks by their own excess.  Vicky’s gut weighed down on her so heavily that she could barely breathe! Her stomach was crushing the air out of her lungs… She felt like she needed to sit up or she would suffocate.

“Oooof,” moaned Monica from across the galley.  Nothing was visible of her except for her bloated belly, a massive chocolate-colored sphere that wobbled and jiggled in time with her words.  Vicky wondered what had happened to their clothes; both women were wearing nothing but their underwear, their bras digging into their back fat and their panties digging into their privates.  They must have just burst out of their clothes during dinner, before the helpful waiters had, once again, helped carry the two bloated mamacitas back to their cabin.  “I feel like a balloon ready to pop… Oooof, correction: I feel like a balloon ready to BE POPPED. Damn, I wish Fred was here.  I don’t know why I just get soooo horny when I eat on this cruise…”
“Oof,” grunted Vicky as she tried to sit up only to find that her swollen belly put up too much resistance. “I know what you mean! I swear, I’ve been wet for the last two weeks and the more I eat… the wetter I get… I feel like my pussy’s gonna explode if I don’t get a good dicking soon.”  Vicky sighed, her cheeks flushed.  She was surprised at her own words!

Monica stared at her friend and then laughed loudly.  “Vicky! Oh my Gawd, I can’t believe you! You’re terrible! I’ve never heard you talk like that!”

“Well… you’ve never seen me this horny!  I’m literally soaking through mu underwear.  Gawd, I hope we put to shore soon… I need Fred sooo bad!  When I see him, I’m gonna make sure he pounds me until…. Gawd, until my pussy is so raw and tender that I can’t even zip my shorts for a week!”  She looked down at her massive gut.  “Not that I’m gonna zip much of anything with this giant jelly belly!”

“Hmm…” said Vicky, “Yeah… wish Daniel was here too! I could REALLY use a man right about now.”

“Well… there’s always Alex.”

“Monica! You’re incorrigible!  I am not having a fling with some waiter here! Daniel trusted me to go on this cruise without him and I’m not gonna betray that trust!”

Monica laughed, a raucous sound that turned into a moan and a belch.  “Aw, you’re too uptight Vicky.  It won’t even count, it’d just a fling.”

“Oh? Are you saying you’d cheat on Fred, then?”

“No! That’s different. We’re engaged. So it’s serious.  You and Daniel are just dating…”

“Yeah, well, maybe… but we might be more serious… Before this cruise, Daniel was talking kinda… weird.  I think he might be ready to pop the question.”

“OH MY GAWD, really? Girl, you best not be joking!”

“He was… but when he sees what a cow I’ve turned into… jeez, I don’t know if he’s gonna go through with it… There’s no way that I’m gonna lose all of this… scratch that, there’s no way that I’m gonna lose ANY of this before we get back home! I mean, jeez, how long have we been at sea? We’re probably almost back home…”

Monica grunted as she shifted in her bunk, struggling to reach her cellphone with one of her plump hands.  She managed to snag it before flopping back down.  Her eyes widened as she took in the date.  

“Vicky, I don’t want to alarm you… we’re getting back home tomorrow.”


“What?! No way! Two weeks passed that quickly?”  Once again, as she stared down at all her new flesh, Vicky could only wonder… how was this all possible?  How had she gained THIS much weight in just two weeks? Even with all her non-stop gorging, it just didn’t seem like it was possible…

And what was Daniel going to think? He was ready to propose to the slim and trim Vicky that had left for sea two weeks ago, not the massive sea elephant that was returning! Vicky had a sudden vision of herself being rolled down the gangplank as Fred looked on in horror from the shore. How could she ever face him again? 

Then again… Gawd, she had never felt anything as fulfilling as these two weeks of absolutely sinful, blissful indulgence, two weeks when she didn’t need to worry about her weight in the slightest, two weeks where all she did was gorge and glut until she was literally bursting at the seams and then gorge and glut some more… This was such a rush! She… she might not be able to live like that all the time once she got back home, but Vicky couldn’t imagine giving it up entirely.  And if Daniel didn’t like that? Well, then maybe that relationship just wasn’t meant to be.  It pained her to admit it, but what else could she say?  She hoped against hope that wasn’t the case.

Vicky grabbed at the metal support beam above her bunk and slowly, laboriously, raised herself to a sitting position.  She swung her tree-trunk legs over the edge of the bunk and grunted as she stood up.  She could feel the full gravity of her new body now and she was HEAVY.  Vicky hardly dared wonder how much she weighed now, but one thing was definitely for sure.

“None of my clothes are gonna fit,” said Vicky.

Monica started to laugh, her towering belly shaking like a mountain in an earthquake.  “Guess we gotta do one last shopping trip before we make landfall.”

***
They never got to make that last shopping trip.  Both women were so bloated that it was all they could do to heave themselves out of their bunks when the ship reached dock and porters came to shoo them out of their room.  Vicky packed herself into the only clothing that even reasonably approached decent and waddled her way up to deck, wincing as she felt every new pound of soft flab shaking and jiggling with her footfalls.
“Fred is going to be SO surprised,” puffed Monica, shuffling along behind her best friend.   Monica had gained even more weight than Vicky over their time at sea, but then Monica had had a big head start. Vicky estimated that now she must weight as much… if not more… than Monica had just a couple weeks ago.  Both women could clearly no longer make any pretense to just being chubby; they were downright fat.

“You sound almost excited,” said Vicky. “You don’t think he’s going to be mad that you’ve, uh, gained so much?”

Monica grinned. “If he’s gonna marry me, then he ought to know what he’s getting into,” she said. “It’s not like any women ever LOST weight after getting married. Let’s just say I’m getting a head start on this marriage. If he doesn’t like it, he can get out now.”

Vicky was shocked. Was Monica really willing to let her fiancée go if he didn’t accept her new weight? Then again… why shouldn’t she? She was right.  This was going to be a true test for both of their fiancees.  Vicky really hoped that Daniel would pass! She really did like him.  But she had found that she also REALLY liked eating.  And she wasn’t going to give that up.
As the two women wobbled along the deck, Vicky noticed Alex standing by the gangplank, bidding adieu to guests as they disembarked. He gave Vicky an especially wide smile when he saw her approaching.

“Miss Vicky! I’m so sorry to see you leave. You were my favorite guest.”

Monica poked Vicky in the back as if to say ‘I told you so.’

“Huh, thanks,” said Vicky crossly. “If you liked me so much, why did you do this to me?”

Alex grinned innocently. “Do what, Miss Vicky?”

“This!” Vicky gestured at herself, her new chubby body, her plump middle spilling over the waistband of shorts that pulled way too tight in the seat and sides. “All of this! You kept feeding me and feeding me and look how fat I got!”

Alex smiled. “I didn’t feed you anything, Miss Vicky. I think you just found out, for the first time, how much you liked to eat. No one forced you, Miss Vicky. You just did what YOU wanted to do.”

“I-I-“ Vicky was flabbergasted.  She couldn’t believe the nerve of this guy! He stuffed her silly for two whole weeks until she ballooned up like a butterball turkey and now… he was claiming he had nothing to do with it! “You DID feed me! You made all of this!”

“I merely facilitated, Miss Vicky,” he said. “You found what you really wanted. And I hope you never lose that. I hope you take that knowledge and use it to make sure that you live the life that you want to live.”

Vicky was stunned. But… he was right!  All this eating, all this indulgence, it only made Vicky want more.  She didn’t want to go back to her old ways anymore.  She didn’t want to waste her life on diet and denial!  She wanted everyday to be a feast for the senses.  Her new life as an epicurean was beckoning her… 

But one thing still bothered her.

“Okay, okay, you’re right. I love to eat and I guess I should be thankful that you all here showed me that, but… how did you do this? I came on this ship skinny and now two weeks later I’m a blimp! There’s no way that I could have naturally gained THIS much weight, no matter how much I ate!”

Alex smiled but he didn’t say anything. “Time to disembark, Miss Vicky, you’re holding up the line. But I hope you have a nice life.  Maybe someday, if you decide to take another cruise, we’ll see each other again…”

“Uh huh, maybe,” mumbled Vicky as she ambled down the gangplank. This was so weird! But she didn’t have time to worry about Alex now…. Now she had to worry about Daniel!
She was so nervous her heart was pounding… She almost hoped that Daniel wasn’t there to pick her up!

As Vicky looked over the ship’s railing, her heart sank.

Fred and Daniel were, of course, there to meet them as they disembarked from the ship.  Oh no.  Vicky knew that he was going to be there, but she had hoped against hope that maybe he wouldn’t be…. Maybe he just wouldn’t show up and she would at least have a day to think of someway to explain to Daniel that, well, she was fat now.  

“Hi, Daniel,” said Vicky, her voice cracking.  She could feel her boyfriend’s incredulous eyes traveling up and down her newly plumpened body, drinking in every curve, her thick hips, her soft pudgy belly, her wide ass, her swollen breasts, her double chin and chubby cheeks.  It was even more embarrassing that she hadn’t been able to buy any new clothes to fit her, so she was bulging out of her T-shirt and shorts, a thick slab of pale flesh poking out from under the hem of her shirt and hanging over the waistband of her too snug shorts.  Vicky blushed furiously, the red creeping into her cheeks extremely visible in contrast to her normally pale skin.

“What…what happened?” asked Daniel, dumbfounded by this extreme change in his formerly petite girlfriend.

“I… I gained a little weight,” said Vicky, “And, okay, Daniel, listen. Before you say anything, let me talk.  I had some time to myself on this cruise and I had a lot of time to think. And I found out that, well, I like being fat.  I mean, I like eating. I mean, I don’t like being on a diet all the time.  Oh, I don’t know what I mean! But I do know that I’ve discovered something new about myself that I’ve never known before. I’ve discovered that I like pleasure.  I want to live a life of pleasure, not of self-denial.  And, okay, maybe that’s going to have some consequences.  But I’m okay with that.  And I hope… I hoped that you would be too.”

Vicky was nearly in tears, so embarrassed that the raw words just came tumbling out in a heap.  She wanted to just shrink away into nothing and disappear, but then Daniel put his arms around her.

“Vicky, Vicky, calm down! Don’t be upset! You’re acting like this is a big deal…”

“Of course it’s a big deal!” sobbed Vicky, her whole flabby body jiggling as she sniffled. “I just got… huge…. And I’m… I’m gonna keep on going. You can’t stop me, Daniel, I don’t want to stop! I want to eat and eat and eat some more… I’ve decided that this is the way I’m gonna live my life from now on. No one is ever going to tell me that I’ve had too much to eat ever again!  I… I’ll understand if you don’t want to keep dating…”

“This is kind of a surprise,” said Daniel. “You were always so restrained before, and now you’re telling me… that you don’t want to be like that anymore?”

Vicky nodded.  She could feel her double chin wobbling. Gawd. She had a double chin now too.  She really WAS fat.  How could Daniel even bear to look at her?

“Well… this is gonna take some getting use to,” said Daniel, “But I always DID think you should loosen up a bit.”

Vicky’s eye bugged out. “You mean… you still want to stay together?”

“Of course. A little weight isn’t going to change how I feel about you.  Besides…” He snuggled up to her, putting his hand around her waist to squeeze her love handles “…It kinda looks good on you.  Kinda looks REALLY good on you. Damn. I never thought I’d say it, but wow you got WAY hot with this new look.”

Vicky was so surprised that she was speechless. She wasn’t sure what had just happened on this crazy cruise… but somehow two weeks at sea had shown her exactly what she was missing in life, a little spontaneity and a lot of indulgence, and now Daniel was learning what he had been missing too: a nice juicy woman to call his own.  This was amazing!  Vicky wanted to cry again, but this time from joy.

“Vicky, I couldn’t wait for you to come home… because I wanted to do this.” Daniel got down on one knee. Vicky gasped, her heart in her throat.
“Vicky, would you do me the honor of becoming my wife?” He held out a small box, snapping it open to reveal a ring.  Vicky squealed in glee.

“Oh my gosh! Daniel! Yes! Yes, a thousand times yes!” She grabbed Daniel and hugged him close, showering him with kisses. 

“Oh Vicky, you’ve just made me the happiest man—”

“Not as happy as me!” said Vicky. Then she lowered her voice: “I can’t wait to get home to show you just how happy I am. I’ve been waiting two whole weeks for this…”

Daniel jumped up, excited to take his newly plumpened fiancée home and to bed, but Vicky stopped him.

“Though, can we wait just a second?” said Vicky. She grinned widely.  “Monica’s coming down the gangplank now and I really want to see Fred’s face when he sees her…”

* * *
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