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  Chapter 1

  
  




Tim waddled through the airport, his fatness shaking and jiggling with every step. He was winded and could feel sweat beading on his brow and lips. His thighs chafed something awful, but it was only with the last few steps that they were really starting to hurt. His feet were beyond swollen, with his shoelaces gradually coming untied with each step.

He usually didn’t do this much exercise, but this was necessary. He bought himself a European vacation for his thirtieth birthday, and he was excited for every single step of it—even if it was a bit painful.

Walking was always somewhat of a chore to him, carrying his 300 pounds all that distance was no easy feat, and of course his gate was on the far end of the terminal! But at least he could see it, and the end was in sight!

His heart beat faster, pounding his chest, yet he wasn’t sure if it was due to the walking or because he was excited to finally be able to sit down. His sweating increased, feeling it well up under his boobs.

“Almost there,” he cheered himself. “Almost there.”

With an adjustment of his bag from one shoulder to the other, Tim hefted himself along.

Ten minutes later he approached the seats. Relief flooded through his heavy frame and he licked his lips, as though he saw a beautiful plate of food.

But that elation was short lived when Tim noticed the type of seat. They weren’t benches and had armrests—one of his archnemeses.

Ever since Tim outgrew his last pair of jeans, and had to wear sweats all the time, he was wary of armrests. Didn’t matter if it was on a chair or a bench or in a bus, he knew he wouldn’t fucking fit within them anymore.  Whenever he sat at his mom’s dinner table, he could feel the chair encroaching on his body, cutting off his circulation and threatening to squeeze him in two.

In fact, it was just on his actual birthday last week when he had to take time to squeeze his way out from his mother’s chair. From then on, Tim vowed to avoid armrests as much as possible.

Now, though, was an entirely different matter. His feet, ankles, and everything were screaming in pain. He was really out of breath and his needed to rest. He needed to sit and he couldn’t walk anymore. 

Tim looked around to see if there was a bench seat or at least something he could fit in, but the ones he found didn’t have any available space for him. Given the choice of discomfort, he’d rather squeeze than have to sit with one ass cheek hanging off.

With the grumbles of an old man moving his stiff muscles, Tim dropped his carry-on bag and steadied his rolling suitcase. Carefully, he grasped the armrests as he lowered his 300 pounds into the chair, though his arms were just barely long enough to reach past his fat, and he resembled a T-Rex. The strain of the stretch and the increasing weight on his joints was painful, causing him to sweat even more. He didn’t know what was more painful, the walk over here or having to seat himself.

Immediately, he sensed a problem when his wide butt hit the armrests, squeezing back reflexively at the touch of the cold metal. They were well within his hip bones, and he wasn’t going to fit…

But his knees were screaming in pain and Tim had to move fast. Quickly and with fierceness he squeezed his ass into the seat, shoving as much as he could. At first there was a strange, tingling chill as his skin got used to the metal, but it soon turned into an uncomfortable pain as his cheeks realized there wasn’t any more room. Tim was already halfway into the seat and had to keep going, for it was harder to pull himself back up than it was to keep going down. 

For several moments he struggled, wiggling as much as he could to fit. Thankfully, his weight helped gravity drag his body home, and with a loud squeak of the leather he squeezed uncomfortably in the seat.

Tim was panting and out of breath, unsure if he was in more pain in his knees or his butt. He tried to adjust himself to be comfortable, but it was clearly no use. His thighs and butt took up the small seat, and he could barely move his legs. Only his arms and neck could move freely. When he tried to lean back to get more comfortable, the top of his head touched the top of the seat. His ass was that big! 

Tim pulled his torso forward, straining his arms with the effort. “That’s not going to work. Oh well, at least I’m off of my feet.”

He smiled and scratched his boob, deciding what to do next.

Tim stretched to grab his roll bag, which was almost just out of reach. All of this exercise and strain gave him an appetite—let’s be honest, he always had an appetite, but he was especially hungry at the moment—and he knew just how to fill it. He reached into the top pocket and pulled out a large bag of candy bars. Quickly, he unwrapped two Milky Ways in one motion and brandished them in front of his face.

“Gonna need some energy.” He said as he lovingly gazed on the candy. He sensually took a bite and closed his eyes.

Immediately everything was calm and at peace. His heart rate slowed and his breathing steadied, and no longer was he anxious or stressed. His butt was no longer in pain and suddenly the tiny chair was comfortable and big enough. He felt every cell in his body relax and the pain in his legs disappear.

This was food to him; comfort, peace, happiness. Love.

In two bites he finished the full-size candy bars and reached to get some more. Suddenly, the PA beeped and the voice called for his attention. 

“Attention all passengers, flight nine-oh-one to London is preparing to board at Gate Twelve. Please proceed to the ticketing agent and have your tickets at the ready.”

Tim rolled his eyes. “Shit. I knew it. Every single time, just as soon as I sit down. But at least I got a pick-me-up.”

Tim took a breath and steadied himself. He now had the difficult task of standing back up. Bracing his 300-pound frame on his luggage, he pulled himself out of the tight chair, squeezing every cell of his ass and hips past their breaking point.  It took a whole two minutes to stand, and he nearly ripped his sweatpants in the process. 

Jiggling and wiggling his fatness, Tim finally extracted himself out of the chair, and joined the line just in time to be the last one. But he was not deterred, but rather excited! Armed with his two tickets, he was ready to celebrate his thirtieth birthday!

***

Alan put down the receiver and cleared his throat. He wasn’t comfortable nor used to using the public address system, especially using his big-boy-yet-still-polite customer service voice, even after ten years as a flight attendant. He loved serving people and was quite adept at diffusing conflicts and difficult situations, but he hardly had to sound like a cop, ya know.

Alan liked his job and was for the most part a happy person, always smiling and friendly and willing to lend a helping hand. But he was a bit empty inside. He was never hard up for a friend or a sexual companion, but he was lonely. He wanted to be someone’s companion, to be cared about by someone, to be someone’s number one. Everyone else had a soulmate, he figured, so where the hell was his?

Nevertheless, Alan did not let that deter him and still managed to find happiness in life, even the most mundane aspects of it. 

His colleague, Ira, gathered the necessary equipment for check-ins while Alan watched the travelers assemble. His absolute favorite thing in the world to do was people watching, and he never got enough of it in this job.

In ten years as a flight attendant, he had seen just about every type of personality and income level imaginable, and was still always surprised by someone, whether it be how they are or how they reacted to things. Today was no different.

It wasn’t going to be a full flight, but Alan was already looking at a kooky cast of characters. One family was completely dressed in costumes, with the father dressed as Frankenstein, the mother and grandfather as vampires, and the little boy as a wolf with pointy ears. No one sat next to them and the other travelers gave them a wide berth, but there was one lady who socialized with them as though they were family. She was the only normal looking one…

Another interesting looking person was at the back of the line, just barely able to stand on his own two feet. The man had an attractive smile with radiant blue eyes and a perfect mustache resting on a chiseled face, and he carried the most rounded belly Alan had ever seen. His shirt barely fit and his sweats were quite filled out, with an ass that reached all the way back to Gate One.  How the man’s face was so thin, yet his body was so large, Alan couldn’t fathom.

He was the most attractive man Alan had ever seen.

Immediately Alan’s dick went hard and he had to tickle himself. 

Correction, this was his favorite part of the job, seeing very attractive men. And it was a long flight too, meaning the two would spend a lot of time together. Alan immediately grew very excited.

But the man at the back of the line, with the perfect belly and ass presented Alan and his coworkers with a dilemma—how to balance the plane with his added weight?

Ira looked over and noticed the big guy. “Fuckin A, you gotta be kidding me. We can’t put him in coach. That’ll throw the whole plan out of balance.”

Alan was flushed with a surge of disappointment. “How do you know he bought coach?”

Ira gave Alan the side eye. “Clearly, his money goes to food. My point is, nobody will want to change seats just to accommodate him.”

“Does anyone ever want to change their seats?” Alan looked at the man with desperation and hope. “Maybe we’ll luck out and not have to do anything. After all, it’s not a full flight.”

“Okie dokie,” Ira said skeptically. “And I’m a pilot.” Sarcasm tinged his voice.

For the next twenty minutes, Ira continued gathering supplies while Alan scoured the passenger list, hoping for something that could make what they were about to do easier. By now, all of the passengers were in line and they were able to gauge how many people needed to move.

“According to the manifest, only seven people are in first class. One person, Tim Scranton, and a family of six called the Munsters.” Alan threw down the clipboard. “That’s all we got.”

“Shit, so we’ll have to move all six. Families don’t like being separated. We can leave the single passenger up there with the fasto.”

Alan looked at Ira. “You’re utterly determined that that fatso is a problem, aren’t you?”

Ira pounded his fists on his thigh, punctuating the point. “He’s too big. Easily over three hundred fifty pounds. Regulations state we have to move him!”

“I bet you he won’t be a problem,” Alan put his hands on his hips, defiantly.  

Ira wore a sly smile. “You know you look just like my mother when you do that. How much do you want to bet?”

Alan smiled back, fluttering his eyelashes while rubbing his hands over his hips enticingly. “How much do you got?”

“Twenty-five?”

Alan started turning away, looking back at Ira over his shoulder. “If that’s all that you’re comfortable with?”

“Thirty?”

Alan’s back faced Ira. “Piker.”

“Fuck you, then fifty dollars. Take it or leave it.”

Alan snapped his hips in excitement as he turned around. “Add to that the safety drill and you’re in.” His face was beaming with smiles.

Ira’s frown deepened. “Now come on, it’s your fucking turn! You still own me for losing the last one.” He pulled out a piece of paper from his wallet. “Lookie here, you still have three days, until Wednesday.”

“You forget that I’m still in charge of balancing the plane. If that’s a problem. take it or leave it.” Alan swung his ID badge around and whistled.

Ira snapped his lips in disappointment. “Fuck you, fine! But I’m turning on the scale.” 

All flight gates had a secret scale to check weights. It was the only way to truly get an accurate reading from people in order to balance the plane. If the plane was unbalanced, it wouldn’t take off, or if it did, it wouldn’t fly for very long.  

Ira switched on the scale with a satisfied smile. “Done. You know I’m right, Alan, just give it up now.”

“Not on your life!” The two shook hands and Alan grabbed the phone. “Attention passengers for flight nine-oh-one to London, we are now boarding at Gate twelve. Please proceed to the boarding gate with your ticket ready.”

Slowly the people lumbered along, scanning their tickets and taking their seats. Five minutes passed, and then ten. The large man was approaching closer and closer, he was just behind the kooky looking family.

Alan’s excitement was nearly boiling out of him. He couldn’t help but smile wider as the beautiful man came closer.

“Here he comes,” Ira said, just as excited as Alan. “Take out your fifty bucks.”

It took everything for the flight attendant to not scream like a girl. He took a deep breath. “Hold on, mate. Hold on. We have to see a number first.”

The strangely dressed family in strange clothes approached next. They turned out to be the Munsters…with the father, Herman, weighing 350 pounds. 

“Too bad we didn’t bet on him.” Alan said. “I’d made a killing.’

As soon as the Munsters entered the plane, there was a tremendous scream of fright from a large group of people. Suddenly half of the passengers ran out of the plane, their hair standing up straight and their eyes nearly bulging out of their sockets. The passengers looked like they just saw a group of monsters. A few of them screamed “Get us out of here!”

Alan and Ira were frozen
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