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  Chapter 1

  
  




Douglas stood in the kitchen, taking in the aromas and listening to the sounds of his favorite meal, breakfast. Impatiently he watched the three microwaves operate at full speed, hurrying to prepare what would be the beginning of his large meal—the rest of which was still baking in the oven, and comfortably chilling in the refrigerator. 

He leaned in to watch the trays spin with the piles of frozen waffles, pancakes, and Hot Pockets, licking his lips as he could already taste the sweet and savory goodness even before it hit his tongue. 

Douglas’s mother’s voice echoed in his head, You’re going to ruin your eyes doing that! 

“Yeah, but it was great for building my favorite body part!” he mumbled to himself.

Ever since he could remember, Douglas loved two things the most, food and his large tummy, and he only wanted to eat as much as possible so he could make the latter bigger. At first, it wasn’t a sexual thing, as all of his family was big and jokingly called him “Smalls” since he was the smallest in the family. Douglas wanted to grow as big as everyone else, just so he could fit in and stop being made fun of. 

But as he grew older and more mature, he learned that he developed a fetish for large bellies, whether they be a male or female—though at 13, Douglas had confirmed he was gay, and only had a preference for female pregnant bellies. He then developed a need to make his own belly as large and round as possible, and within a few years that became his only source of arousal. He was no longer interested in any other man, he was only interested in Belly.

One of the microwaves beeped that it was finished, and Belly gurgled. Douglas lovingly stroked Him and smiled. “Almost there, Love. Almost. Just a few more minutes.” He flipped the food over and put another few minutes on the microwave and restarted it. 

Douglas had only been awake a few hours and yawned deeply. He stretched his arms in the air and his shirt pulled over Belly, exposing Him fully to the morning sun shining through the windows. 

The chilled air tickled Douglas’ flabby skin and gave him goosepimples. Both he and Belly shivered, which quickly translated to the flabs of fat covering his body. 

Douglas’ 300 pounds of fat jiggled, which his empty stomach flutter and he smiled. He felt like a flower bloom opening with the sun. He loved being like this, and felt absolutely beautiful. 

Belly was enjoying the warmth of the sun, which fought off the chilly air. He loved being naked but He hated being cold!

Douglas cradled his hands underneath Belly, gently rubbing his skin warm. He lifted the heavy dome and let the skin slip over his arms, which made Belly and his body jiggle even more and warmed him up a bit. The sounds of the heavy Belly slapping against his lower fat pad and soft skin was music to Douglas’ ears. 

The coffee pot jingled and Douglas snapped to attention like a hunting dog. “About fucking time!”

He poured himself a cup and reveled as the warmth oozed down his throat, warming him up from within. The coffee splashed into the large and empty Belly and warmed Him as well, for which He was grateful. 

As Douglas was drinking, he admired his reflection in the stainless-steel refrigerator. Just his torso alone took up the entire fridge, and his bulbous and bouncy butt and Belly were cut off. Just looking at this fraction of a reflection made Douglas hard, and his 10-inch manhood grew to full length in seconds. 

Douglas’ already tight underwear tightened as his manhood silently screamed to be released from its Fruit Of The Loom prison. A smile carved onto Douglas’ face as he tickled himself through the underwear while he downed his coffee cup. 

He loved being in tight clothes and ill-fitting places, and he was constantly chasing the tight feeling of Belly after eating a massive meal. Having his dick strain within his underwear was only a precursor to the greatness that was to come with the rest of the day. 

Douglas finished his coffee as the food finally finished cooking in the microwaves. He begrudgingly quit tickling himself and set up the table, which took a full 15 minutes. While he understood that all of this pleasure took a lot of prep time, he was getting anxious and just wanted to get right to things, but the bigger he got, the longer prep time took. 

Belly realized that He was really getting all of the attention in the relationship and could tell that Douglas was feeling left out. Douglas was too proud to say anything, but Belly knew His love, and wanted to give back in some way. But His options were severely limited, and while Douglas was setting up the first feast, He was thinking about what He could do. 

When Douglas finished, he grasped Belly and beheld the sight before them: Four dozen blueberry waffles, four dozen blueberry pancakes, and two dozen Hot Pockets. From the fridge were three whole boxes of cereal and 18 strawberry yogurt cups, along with two gallons of drinking milk and orange juice each. From the pantry were two dozen donuts and six bagels with jalapeno cream cheese. 

Belly gurgled at the sight while Douglas licked his lips….and this was just the first course! 

Douglas cradled Belly as though He were pregnant and slowly sat down, taking it all in. He rubbed Belly in anticipation. “What should we start with?”

His eyes looked over the spread, and Douglas he could feel Belly reach forward toward the table. He then bent down and kissed Belly and reached for the food. 

First was the first box of cereal. The cold milk and the Cap’N Crunch flowed down his throat and made Douglas and Belly shiver again, invigorating them to eat more. Douglas then made some waffle and Hot-Pocket sandwiches to counteract the chill. The warmth oozed into Belly and comforted the two of them. 

Douglas continued to the yogurt. He enjoyed variety with each bite, not wanting to eat too much of the same thing all at once. He liked to follow with opposites, cold with hot, sweet with savory, spicy with non. It made the eating experience even more enjoyable than it already was. 

With each bite Douglas took, both he and Belly were growing more aroused and sexually stimulated. In between his legs, Douglas’ dick pulsated as it screamed and begged to be released from the tight underwear, which only grew tighter as the feast continued. 

After every few bites, Douglas would jiggle Belly to make room and to feel his whole-body jiggle. At the beginning of the feast his body shook wildly, but with each passing bite his jiggles grew stiffer and stiffer. He pressed against Belly and the skin grew tighter and tauter, resembling a hard basketball. 

Douglas could feel his skin struggle to keep up with his eating, growing tighter and tighter. His shirt felt like it was strangling his arms and he took it off, but not without a struggle. He then caressed his body with his greasy and syrupy hands, slobbering himself and Belly in his favorite thing in the Universe. 

The stretchmarks on Belly and Douglas’ hips grew wider and deeper, being the markings of their love. To Douglas, the stretchmarks were their kids and each one was loved and deeply adored individually. 

As the feast continued, Douglas’ underwear waistband expanded with each bite, keeping time like a conductor. Singing harmony was his massive 10-inch dick, which was pulsating so much that it was ready to cum by itself. Relenting, Douglas pulled it out of its Fruit Of The Loom prison and gently stroked it with one hand while he kept eating with the other. 

Belly was feeling left out and gurgled loudly. Douglas took the message and stopped massaging himself and started fingering his belly button. The pleasure and ecstasy surged through Him. 

As Belly expanded, He rubbed against Douglas’ dick and Douglas cooed with pleasure. Suddenly Belly was inspired, that was it!

Enjoying the sudden burst of ecstasy, Douglas grasped Belly with both hands and jiggled Him. Belly rubbed along his pulsating penis and he could feel the cum surge into the shaft, but he stopped when the oven dinged. 

Good thing, too! The table is already cleared and the two were still very hungry
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The second course were two large platters of breakfast casserole; eggs, bacon, sausage, hashbrowns, chili, and globs of cheese. Douglas took a moment to behold the beautiful sight and then dug in. 

After a few bites, Douglas burped and his entire body rumbled. He suddenly felt relieved and a few pounds lighter, with Belly having more room to fill. The warm cheese dripped down his arms and onto his chest, and Douglas rubbed some of it around Belly. The both of them felt warm, and sweat poured down their skins. 

A long and piercing fart ripped through the air, shaking Douglas’ legs and crotch. Belly rubbed against the pulsating dick a little bit and a surge of pleasure flowed through Douglas again.

He gently jiggled Belly and the pleasure once again welled between his legs. Belly was stretched to His limits and touched the table without needing Douglas to lean forward. The burps and farts continued ripping through his body, making his fat flabs jiggle. 

Pure pleasure flowed through Douglas as he continued jiggling Belly. Pure pleasure flowed through Belly as He could finally give back to Douglas what He has enjoyed so much. 

But suddenly Belly was taken by surprise when Douglas stopped jiggling Him and instead lifted Him up. 

Douglas gripped his dick with one hand while he held Belly up with the other, and rubbed himself out. He moaned and whimpered with pleasure as he imagined his most-wanted fantasy—which was the exact thing that Belly wanted to give him!

Douglas’ greasy hand stroked his soft and tender skin, self-lubricating and giving the scene an interestingly appetizing smell. He was taking it slow, but his other arm was cramping at holding up the massive girth of Belly. All Douglas wanted to do was to take his time, but he just wasn’t strong enough. 

But if he were to get strong enough, he would lose some of what he treasured most. It was truly a Catch-22. 

If only Belly could comfort me like I do for Him!

Belly was getting cold again and also uncomfortable. He wasn’t used to hanging up.

Sighing, Douglas sped up and within the minute he expelled his load. His arm couldn’t take it any more and he released Belly who slammed down onto his lap, loudly slapping his skin. His seed coated the upper part of his fat fold, which provided Belly with a loving and soothing coating of warmth. 

Douglas leaned back in the chair, completely relaxed and full of food. He could feel his stretch marks multiplying and he swore he could hear his skin screaming at being so tight. But this was the best feeling in the universe. He closed his eyes and smiled as he gently rubbed Belly, and he hummed a happy melody as he drifted off into the sea of peaceful sleep. 

Even when Douglas was sleeping, he dreamt about eating and getting bigger. And his dreams, Belly was able to talk!

Belly was growing, expanding, getting wider with each mouthful Steve ate. The syrup oozed down his naked chest and trickled down Belly, creating a sticky river of pleasure all the way to the belly button.

More! Give me More!

Douglas was eating as fast as he could, but he somehow shoved more food into his mouth. The crumbs showered over him. He inhaled some, choking a little which only added to his arousal.

He grasped Belly as he coughed, enjoying the intense jiggling. Belly was bouncing between his legs, rubbing along his ten-inch manhood. 

Then he came, expelling a gallon full of his seed, which made a loud splashing on the floor.

The coughing stopped with a loud burp, and Douglas sighed in delight.

Douglas and Belly were floating in exquisite ecstasy.

“That was amazing!” Douglas moaned.

Yes! That was amazing! 

Douglas emerged from his nap, having slept a whole hour in the uncomfortable kitchen chair. But in fact he was quite comfy because he was once again hard and pulsating from his dream. 

He squeezed his legs together and felt the tightness squeeze around his bulge, which made him feel amazing, but not completely satisfied. Douglas then jiggled Belly, who rubbed over his massiveness and gave him what he was missing. 

Douglas cooed with pleasure, and Belly developed goosebumps

“That’s it, Douglas! C’mon!”

Douglas’ eyes popped open with fright at the new voice. He looked around the tiny kitchen for the source, but it was empty. 

He stopped jiggling Belly and grasped Him protectively. “Who’s there?”

The tiny apartment was silent, but then the voice returned. 

“It’s me, Douglas! Belly!”

Douglas jumped out of his chair in fright, and slammed down to the floor. He let go of Belly and looked at Him in fright. “The fuck! No it isn’t!”

“Don’t be afraid, Douglas! I’ve always been able to talk. You just haven’t been able to hear me, apparently, until now.”

Slowly, Douglas’ heart slowed down and he came to his senses. He gingerly touched Belly. “Really? You can talk?”

“Yeah! How do you think you get all those cravings, or know when you’re hungry, or full.”

“We’re never full!” They both said in unison. 

Douglas broke out in laughter, instantly comfortable. He lovingly stroked Belly. “Wow, this is wonderful!”

“It sure is, Babe! It sure is!”

For several minutes the two just sat on the floor in silence, comforting each other. Douglas was on a new level of ecstasy that he didn’t know exist before. 

“Hey, Douglas. I’d like to do something for you.”

“And what’s that! You’ve already done more than enough,” Douglas said lovingly.“And now we can fucking talk to each other!” 

“Right, but I’d like to give you back a little comfort that you’ve given me. Like a little thank you gift.”

“Aww, you don’t have to do that!”

“I know,” Belly said. “But I want to show you
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