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Act I: Silent Encourager
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The wooden chair groans, occupied by the increasing weight of a full-figured woman whose stomach knew no bounds. They called her “Lalia” and from the back view of the peeping tom, it appeared the redheaded belly stuffer was doing what she did best. The person behind the slightly ajar door was stuck in this position since the second they had quietly cracked the entryway to their bedroom. There was an inch of viewing space and even with the limited perspective, she knew every groove and curve of the plump roommate. Her name was “Emma Madris” and at this moment, she was debating whether this was her greatest accomplishment or biggest mistake. Essentially, the closet feeder was in the utmost polarizing box she could be in. The sensory overload of her obsession becoming a reality was making her struggle to form coherent thoughts, reduced to the most monkey-brained of mental states. All the young pervert could do was take in the quintessential example of the gainer lifestyle, studying her tempting, bulging anatomy from head to toe.

-...Lesson learned. Never drunk shop on Amazon ever again. I’m such an idiot! This is the worst-case scenario for a feederist. ...I need to go out there and explain myself before it gets any worse...but, I...can’t...look...away...- she lustily thought. Five minutes had lapsed and even her subconscious was telling her skinny body to hold tight. She wasn’t going anywhere and was too belly-entranced to realize it. Her hastily drying eyes were admiring where it all began, watching the vibrant beautiful face of Lalia in the mirror, sucking in her tenth cookie. Specifically, she was eating the “chocolate brownie” variation of Grandma's Cookies, a one hundred and twenty-count of the treat situated directly in front of the greedy female. Emma could see her taking two with one hand, expertly snatching them in a snap-like movement. The yellow fingernail polish gleamed off the natural light coming from the glass patio doors, her spindly fingers fanning the disks out like a hand of cards, subsequently popping them into her mouth. The sheeny skin of her cheeks expanded and then instantly contracted, the sweet food chewed up and swallowed with an inhuman swiftness. -...I’ll stand here for just five more minutes.-

“Hmmm, so soft, chocolatey, and warm... It slides down so nice and easy...” the overeater purred, taking one more and repeating the sultry ingestion. The purchaser agreed, noticing a few dark crumbs on one of the long curly strands of her delicious red hair. Emma noted that a portion of the shoulder-length mane was uncurled, indicating that she hadn’t finished styling it. By and large, Lalia and her current appearance matched her personality, best described as a “hot yet comfortable mess”. As the imperfect dollface made quick work of an additional eight, her one-person audience let their affixed gaze droop to the yielding, booming chest of wonders. The chest portion of the pastel-striped dress she was clothed in was filled to the brim with the ever-growing breasts. Even the indentation of her ravishing cleavage looked as though it was going to split the fabric apart, the spheres bouncing with the back-to-back pulsation of ten more cookies. They had been roommates for four months and their civil acquaintance had grown in accordance with the gorger’s thick frame.

-...And, now it’s all about to fall apart. ...I’m going to kill Logan the next time I see him. When he told me that a ‘Lalia’ needed a roommate, I didn’t think it would be THE Lalia. ...I’m an All-Round feeder and she’s a belly stuffing goddess. That’s like pairing up fire and gasoline.- the dark-haired kinkster vented. Even the internal rant didn’t stop her from noting that two-thirds of the treats had been merged with the pumping midsection of her friend. The notion of forty of them in her belly made the fiend kneel as seamlessly as possible. Her field of vision was now level with the reflection of the doughy but sensually round distention. The surface she was seated at was a thin-top farm table, affording her an unobstructed look at the inviting lower proportions. While Emma was a fan of long legs, nothing could compare to the “cream of the crop”, the unchecked gut of guts itself. At its base state, she consistently sported a well-formed ball of flesh. They had met in early January and the brunette had to pinch her nose immediately once Lalia said, -Don’t mind the belly. I’m still working off an epic X-Mas dinner. ...I’m thinking of keeping it, though. ...What do you think? Should I?-

At the time, she wished she was brave enough to say this in response: -Not only do I think you should but I will also personally ensure that it stays.- Although they were on differing ends of the fat-loving spectrum, the fiends definitely met in the “middle”. The result equally had both caught in a neuron-locked haze, and that was a big overwhelming belly. In real-time, she had the extreme pleasure of observing her tum, broadening and bulging with the rapid ingestion of the final third of the baked goods. A scant two minutes had passed and just when the fun seemed like it was over, she would understand the frightening extent of her online spending spree. The neatly stacked baking trays were pushed forward and in smooth succession, Lalia went to the unseen foyer and came back with another pack of the soft slices of calorie-filled goodness. This prompted her to tiptoe to the nightstand and retrieve her phone, having to remove her face mask from on top of it. She felt a great amount of embarrassment, intending on waking up and catching the delivery person before the lush would catch a whiff of her blunder. Emma peeked at her, a surge of titillation causing the smartphone to drop to the carpet.

-...HALF?! Already?!- She nearly blurted it out loud, the rough calculation evidenced from the growing pile of two-pack wrappers. Judging by the previous setup, Lalia must have warmed the initial case in the convection oven. Sometime during their first day as housemates, she had no choice but to reveal she was a work-from-home designer cookie chef. When the pandemic hit, she was forced to switch her small business from a brick-and-mortar establishment to a homemade delivery service. The changeover killed her savings so she rented out a room in her house. Her step-brother Logan recommended the glutton herself, and feeling the urgency to alleviate the financial situation, she decided to trust his reference. The blindside culminated with Madris opening her door to the ginger bombshell. There was no mistaking the towering height, bulbous measurements, or her carefree manner of speech. All doubts were cleared after Emma suggested warming up the plate of store-bought muffins she had brought. Being a true foodie, the voracious adult practically inhaled the fresh heaps of quickbread in seconds, remembering the dollop of melted chocolate rolling down from the corner of her ruby red lips.

“...Might as well finish what I started,” Lalia remarked, patting a belly that now contained two hundred and forty of the delicious servings. In three minutes flat, sixty dollars worth of wholesale items had funneled into her burgeoning stomach and was lusciously accentuated by the pure tightness of her short-sleeved outfit. The hem had steadily climbed up her powerfully toned thighs, the fabric holding in the bottom curve of her newly expanded mound. She couldn’t help distinguishing the disunion of pale Spring colors enwrapping the wonky paunch seeking to destroy it. Once again, the tall marvel stood up and this time, returned with a third pack cradled in her right arm and pushing a large cardboard box with her foot. Emma briskly unlocked her device and touched the notification for the huge shipment. A few taps later, she was looking at the order details with a thunderstruck facial expression, her square-frame glasses sliding forward slightly. She pushed back the bridge of the eyewear and felt a strong mixture of sentiments. One was an extraordinary shame for the ridiculousness of the quantity and the other was an enormous charge of arousal from the realization of what was about to occur.

“...She’s going all in,” Emma whispered, her pupils dilating to the size of the wide butt plopping down onto the chair. As the sounds of indulgent snarfing and packaging ripping ensued, she glanced at the three “Office Duo Packs” she had ordered, scrolling up and down to see the parentheses that stated a “three month” supply of each had been bought. Regret was making the blue long-sleeved pullover she was wearing feel stuffy, gulping from reading the text listing the contents of the first ODP. Punctually, Lalia concluded consuming the first half of it, currently swallowing the very last cookie. It then entered her swelling belly, joining the other three
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