Sweet Stacy, Rotund Realtor
By Mollycoddles

Oh great.   Stacy sighed.  Jeff and Mandy McTaggert.  This couple never liked anything!  She’d been showing them houses for over a year and every house had something wrong with it.

Stacy hated showing houses these days.  That was ironic, considering it was a big part of her job as a real estate agent.  She hadn’t always hated this part of the job.  There was a time that she had enjoyed getting out to see new parts of the city, chatting with clients, exploring new houses.

But that was before she’d… grown.  She caught a glimpse of her reflection in the rear view mirror as she pulled the car up to the curb.   For a woman of 40, Stacy still looked pretty good.  Her mousy brown hair framed a smooth round face with a cute little bow-like mouth and big blue eyes.  You could tell from her chipmunk cheeks and slight double chin that she was a big girl, but this reflection didn’t show just how big.  A few years ago, when Stacy had first started with the company, she had been a chubby housewife, recently divorced and desperate for any job that would help her stay on her feet.  She’d discovered a natural affinity for real estate work, where her gregarious personality and easy laugh helped soothe clients and close deals.  

But there was something else that she hadn’t counted on.  The office was always filled with pastries and donuts, meant to make clients feel at home in the waiting room but in reality often snatched by sneaky staff.  Stacy was the sneakiest.  She couldn’t help it.  At first, she justified it by telling herself that she deserved a treat to help her through her post-divorce depression.  But then it never ended.  And since Stacy’s new job mostly consisted of sitting on her growing behind and doing paperwork, so her behind simply grew and grew and grew.  When she started the job, she was, okay, she was kind of hefty.  But free muffins in the break room and free cookies at the model home show had added inches to her curves.  Over the past year, Stacy had absolutely ballooned.
How big was she now?  She had to be cresting at least 450 pounds.  Stacy was massive.   She was so wide now that she could barely fit into her car anymore, her left hip pressing tightly against the door and her right hip spilling over to sag over the gear shift.  She had to lean slightly to her left so that she could reach under her mammoth ass cheek to grab the shift and put it in park.  Then she popped the door open and tried to lurch to her feet (Stacy knew that she shouldn’t drive without her safety belt, but she was so big now that the belt simply wouldn’t stretch around her bulk anymore).  Oof.  She sagged back down, feeling the entire car settle beneath her poundage.  How could she have let herself get this big?  It was ridiculous.  She was so fat that her car could barely carry her around. Soon she’d be forced to buy a truck just to accommodate her vast rump. 

Because Stacy’s ass was huge.  When she finally managed to get to her feet, you could see that she stored most of her flab in her buttocks and haunches, giving her a dangerously pear-shaped physique.  Sure, she was chubby all over, but her bum looked like two fully inflated beach balls shoved under her skirt.

Too broad to walk normally, Stacy was forced to wobble back and forth as she moved, each ponderous step sending ripples through the gelatinous flab of her mega-sized rear and tree-trunk thighs.  It was a miracle that she could still find work clothes big enough; Stacy didn’t tell anyone but she had given up on buying clothes off the rack and instead now had to get all her clothes tailored or she would simply burst out of them.

Jeff and Mandy were already here, waiting patiently on the front lawn. This young hipster couple were the pickiest clients that Stacy had ever worked with. Her long association with the couple made her current predicament even more embarrassing, since they oculd remember her when she was only half the size she was now.

“Hi Jeff, hi Mandy!”  Stacy tried her best to remain perky, a big smile on her round chubby face.  “Are you ready to fall in love?  The moment this house came on the market, I thought of you two.  It’s really got that special something going for it.”

“I guess the yard is good,” said Mandy, kicking at a clump of dirt. “Looks okay.”

“Let’s get you inside! You’ll like that a lot better, I think!” beamed Stacy.  She didn’t say the real reason that she liked this house.  The previous owner had, by all accounts, been even bigger than Stacy and he’d had the hallways and entryways altered to accommodate his massive bulk.  Stacy honestly didn’t think that would be a selling point for these two wispy things, but she was looking forward to a house showing that wouldn’t leave her wedged between two counters or stuck in a doorframe for once.

Jeff and Mandy watched Stacy’s enormous backside wiggle back and forth in front of them as the elephant-sized real estate agent waddled along.  Stacy was thick all over, but the rotund realtor had concentrated most of her new bulk in her wide, jiggling rear.  Stacy’s butt was like a mammoth shelf that stuck out behind her, like two inflated exercise balls forced into a protesting pencil skirt.  Her ass, so wide that she now too up the whole sidewalk when she walked, was supported by enormous upper thighs and fleshy calves, making Stacy look absolutely gigantic from the waist down.  Not that she was small upstairs; she had ample breasts resting on an increasingly flabby shelf of a belly, but none of that compared to her explosive downstairs growth.  It was a miracle that Stacy still found skirts that fit; she had long ago given up hope of ever again squeezing her blubber buns into any pants.  Her panties were the size of circus tents and her pantyhose –well, she never would have guessed that hose could stretch so far.
Poor Stacy was trapped in a vicious circle.  After her divorce, she felt so ugly and unlovable that she couldn’t help but turn to food for solace.  But every pound she gained made her feel that much worse.  The worse she felt, the more she ate.  And it wasn’t long before Stacy had turned herself into a giant, bottom-heavy blimp. 

Now she dreaded showing homes.  Not just because it was physically exhausting to do any amount of walking, but because she’d blown up to the point that she was actually having trouble squeezing through doorways and up stairwells.  It was embarrassing to have to suck in her gut and turn sideways just to get inside some of these tiny model homes.  Stacy was certain that she’d heard clients snickering a few times when she had to wiggle her way through a particularly tight entryway.
Huffing, Stacy waddled up the walkway to the front door, her massive backside wobbling to and fro inside the straining confines of her skirt.

“I think you…will really like this house,” Stacy puffed, turning to flash them a practices real estate agent smile.  Behind the smile, they could clearly see that this tubby woman was in physical pain – sweat was beading on her brow and pouring down her face just from the short walk up the front path.
She reminded herself that the former owner had been an obese shut-in, who had modified the house to fit his own massive size.  As much as it pained her to admit, Stacy knew that she would soon be forced to do the same to her own home if she kept expanding at this rate.  But at least that meant that she could show off this one house without having to worry about squeezing her enormous bulk into any confined spaces.

But first she had to unlock the door.  She looked down, noting that the lockbox containing the house key was chained to the outdoor faucet, almost at ground level.  She’d have to bend all the way down there to get it.

Okay. Focus.  You can do this. 

Stacy spread her thick legs apart and slowly leaned over, knees popping and creaking, to reach the lock box.  Jeff and Mandy both stared, transfixed, at Stacy’s ass.  It was huge.  Stacy was massively fat all over, but the bulk of her new weight had been added below the waist, giving her enormous saddlebag hips, tree trunk-sized thighs, and a great big butt that stuck out several feet behind her and several feet to either side.  Her ass was literally as wide as two big rig truck tires.  They could see it straining hard against the material of Stacy’s skirt, pulling the seams until they were screaming.

Poor Stacy!  Jeff and Mandy couldn’t see, standing behind her with their eyes fixed on her tubby tushie, that Stacy’s round fat was flushing bright red with the exertion of leaning forward.  Stacy could feel her skirt fighting her, the seams pulling tighter and tighter, her hem rising up higher and higher.  She just had to…reach…just a little…further.  Her chubby fingers were nearly there!  She just prayed that her skirt could hold a little while longer before it finally split, just enough to get her palsifed fingers around the lockbox release.

There!  Stacy strained just a little harder, her plump, sausage-like fingers finally connecting with the lockbox.  Breathing heavily, the porcine woman jammed her key into the lockbox.  She sighed audibly as she felt the box click open, revealing the hidden house key inside.  Thank God!  Stacy snatched it up and then began the equally slow, laborious process of standing up again.  She could feel her joints creaking and popping as she rose, protesting at this (for her) extreme exercise.  It had been years since Stacy had done any real exercise and, even when she was slimmer, she had never been particularly good at touching her toes.  These days, she could barely touch her knees, barely bend at all without acres of soft blubber bunching up and blocking her way.  Finally, Stacy was upright, but she was panting so heavily that she felt like her lungs would explode.  
She turned back to Jeff and Mandy, forcing herself to smile.

“I think you’ll really really like this house,” Stacy repeated desperately.  Sweat poured down her bright red face, somewhat marring the effect of her radiant smile.  “It’s actually pretty spacious, just right for a couple looking for their first house.”

“Hmmm,” said Mandy, chewing on a hangnail.  “We’ll see.”

Stacy forced herself to keep smiling.  Nothing made these two happy.  It was almost like they just liked forcing Stacy to show them these houses to torture her.  Stacy sighed and pushed the key into the lock, opening the door and wriggling her way inside.

Almost immediately, Stacy realized her mistake.  Stacy’s explosive rear barely fit through the doorway – her hips wedged against the doorframe as she attempted to pass through.  Oh shit.  Was she stuck?  No no no, she just needed to heave a bit.  

Gawd, this was so embarrassing.  Didn’t the owner get the front door widened?  How could it possibly be tight around her bum?  Even a woman with an ass as wide as Stacy’s shouldn’t be having trouble with a double wide door.

Or had she actually ballooned up THAT much?

Stacy rocked back and forth, desperate to dislodge herself fast before the McTaggerts figured out that there was something wrong.  But despite all her best efforts, she was already too late.  Behind her, Jeff and Mandy exchanged knowing glances.  Stacy’s enormous rear was quaking like a giant gelatin mold as she strained, her too-tight skirt slowly slipping up her thighs to reveal even more of her expansive, pantyhose-clad legs.  If it kept rising, soon the bottom quarter of her bulging booty would also be on display.  

“Do you need a hand?” asked Jeff.

“No no, I just wanted to take a moment to admire the craftsmanship in this doorway,”  bluffed Stacy, “You can tell that the previous owner wasn’t satisfied with standard door, he wanted to put his own imprint on his home, see?”

“Yeah, I can see what you mean,” said Mandy, “It doesn’t look like it’s the usual size for a doorway.  In fact, I think it’s a bit wider.”

“W-w-wider?” Stacy gulped. “Er, perhaps, I hadn’t noticed. I meant..uh…look at the quality wood choice here in the door jam.”  With that, Stacy finally got enough leverage that she was able to pop herself out from the doorway, like a watermelon seed squeezed between two fingers, and she stumbled forward into the atrium.  Jeff and Mandy followed as Stacy launched into her realtor spiel.
Jeff walked up behind Mandy, putting his arms around her and whispering into her ear: “She’s even bigger today.”

Mandy leaned back and nibbled at her husband’s earlobe.  “No way.  No way could she be any bigger.  I could have sworn this pudgy porker was about to pop last time we saw her, and now you’re telling me you think she’s even bigger now.  What has she been eating, pure lard?”

“And it looks like it all goes straight to her ass,” said Jeff, watching Stacy’s monumental rear sway back and forth with every labored, waddling step.

“Stop staring at her ass, you pervert,” said Mandy, swatting at him playfully. “You know I only want you looking at mine.” 

“Yeah, but you don’t have an ass like that.”

“No one has an ass like that,” said Mandy, “Her butt is so huge that she actually got stuck in the doorway coming in. Did you see that?  I thought I was going to die.”

“Me too.  How much longer are we gonna drag this out?”

Mandy watched as Stacy came to a halt in the center of the room, turning her vast, ponderous bulk to face her clients.

“Not much longer,” said Mandy quietly through a gritted tooth smile.

“Now… this is… authentic black walnut,” said Stacy, tapping one foot against the hardwood floor.  Jeff and Mandy both nodded, but they cared less about the floor than about Stacy’s elephantine leg.  Stacy’s calf was as wide around as most womens’ waists. It tapered down to a chubby foot that looked positively tiny in comparison.  It was almost cute how those tiny little feet managed to hold all Stacy’s weight without simply buckling.  Stacy looked like she would be more at home floating down the Nile than showing off real estate.  How did this whale ever get that big?  It must have taken some real dedication.
“I’m going to check out the garage,” said Jeff, “I wonder how easily I could set up a work shop in a space like that.”  

“Okay, Jeff, you do that.  I’ll stay here; I think Stacy and I need to discuss some business.”

Stacy tried to play it cool, but inside she was beaming.  Had she finally done it?  Had she finally made a sale?  It was too much to hope!
“So what do you think?”

“It’s pretty good,” said Mandy, “But just one question.  What is that fireplace made of?  Is it real marble?”  She gestured to the fireplace in the corner of the living room.

Stacy grunted as she plodded over to the fireplace to get a look, squatting down slightly on her haunches to come to eye level with the mantle.    

Mandy bit her tongue as Stacy’s ass bulged toward her.  It must be five feet wide.  Possibly more.

“I can’t take this any longer,” mumbled Mandy, walking up behind Stacy.

“Sorry? What was that? Oh!”

Stacy’s question was cut off as Mandy’s arms wrapped around her and squeezed her tight, sinking into her soft, squishy blubber.

“Mandy! What are you doing?”

“Shhh, just be quiet. I just want to feel you.”

“Uh…”

“I’ve wanted to feel you for so long.  And I can’t wait anymore.”

Stacy stuttered awkwardly. This was unexpected!

“Ohhhh Stacy, you’re so warm and soft,” said Mandy, burying her face into Stacy’s back and grinding her crotch into the twin hemispheres of Stacy’s enormous, doughy rump. “I knew you would be.”

“Um…uh…”  Stacy was too shocked to respond.  What was going on?

“You’ve really turned into a big girl since we’ve known you,” continued Mandy. “And what a tease!  But you didn’t know at all, did you?  You had no idea that this whole time we were just sizing you up, waiting for the right moment?”

“The…right moment?”

“The right moment to pounce.  Stacy, do you know why Jeff and I wanted to find a bigger house?”

“You…you…”  Stacy was too shocked to form a coherent sentence. Plus, the way that Mandy roughly manhandled her folds of blubber was distracting! Not unpleasant, but distracting.  Not to mention unprofessional!  Stacy had no clue how to react.  “Were you…starting a family?”

“No,” said Mandy. “Not yet, at least.  It’s because we’re swingers.  We need a big house to have big parties.”

“Oh…”  Stacy felt her face going red, partly from embarrassment but partly from… something else.

“You’ve certainly plumped up into a fat little piggy,” hissed Mandy as she squeezed a hefty handful of lard around Stacy’s waist.  Stacy was so shocked that she could only stammer out an apology.

“Uh…s-s-s-sorry?”

“Why are you apologizing?” murmured Mandy as she kneaded Stacy’s soft, doughy flab, reaching her hand up under Stacy’s snug blouse. “We like our fat little piggy.  Do you think we still come to you to see houses?  No, we come to see our favorite piglet.  We love to see our little porker growing.  Oh my, Stacy, tell me. Last time you were telling me about your divorce.  How long has it been since you were with a man?”

“Two…two years,” said Stacy, blushing furiously.  She couldn’t believe that Mandy was asking her such personal questions!  What was more, she couldn’t believe that she was answering them! This was highly inappropriate! And Jeff was just in the next room! What would he think if he came in and saw them like this?   He could get her fired!

“Oh so long,” said Mandy, “I bet you miss that.  Is that why you’ve been getting so nice and plump and tubby, Stacy?  Do you miss a man’s touch so much that you’ve just got to fill the void with something?  I bet you’ve been filling it with food, all those yummy tasty cookies and brownies you’ve been baking.  I bet all the ones that no one takes find their way into that big hungry tummy of yours. And that’s why you’ve been getting bigger and bigger and bigger. And you can’t stop either.  Poor Stacy.  Poor fat Stacy can’t stop eating because she’s just soooo lonely.”

“S-stop it,” said Stacy but her heart wasn’t into it and her voice wavered just enough to betray her ambivalence.  Mandy grinned wickedly.  She could tell that Stacy was so starved for affection, for touch, that she would even accept it from another woman.  Was Stacy a lesbian? Probably not.  Was she bi? Eh, who knew?  The important thing was that Stacy hadn’t felt another pair of hands touch her in two years and she was so hungry for anything.

“I bet you think that you’ll never get another man to touch you at your size, don’t you, Stacy?  You know that the fatter you get, the more men will be disgusted by your big fat ass and giant fat thighs.  They’ll see you waddling past in your tight little jacket and skirt and wonder how you can even walk when you’re so fat, how you can move without busting a seam or popping a button.  But you’re just so lonely that you’re addicted to food now and you can’t stop.  Poor poor pudgy piggy.”
“Ohhh,” moaned Stacy, “Oh Gawd, it’s all true.”

“I knew it,” said Mandy, still grabbing handfuls of doughy blubber and pinching cruelly.  “Fat piggy Stacy eats way too much, doesn’t she?”

“I do…but…I can’t stop…”

“And fat piggy Stacy just keeps getting fatter and fatter and fatter…”

“Ohhh.” Stacy didn’t like the cruel words, but she couldn’t help but feel stimulated by Mandy’s touch.  “Mandy, p-p-please.  Jeff is going to see us!”

“Oh is he? Well, we wouldn’t want that, would we?” Mandy chuckled as if she knew something that Stacy didn’t.  Her busy hands never stopped grabbing and squeezing, and poor fat Stacy couldn’t do anything to stop her.  Maybe, just maybe, if Stacy mustered what little strength remained in her flabby, out-of-shape body, she could manage to break out of Mandy’s grip and waddle away, but how far could this fat cow get before Mandy caught up to her?  But it didn’t matter. It was all a moot point, because, despite her inner turmoil, Stacy realized that she didn’t really want to resist.  She was like jelly – literally and figuratively – in Mandy’s hands.

Mandy ran one hand over the arc of Stacy’s belly, slowly, smoothly moving it down to the bulge in Stacy’s skirt that marked her blubbery pubic mound.  Stacy gasped sharply as Mandy’s fingers squeezed into that little pocket of pudge, stimulating feelings inside Stacy that had been dormant for too long.

“But…but…Jeff…”

“Oh are you starting without me?” Stacy didn’t need to turn her head to know that Jeff was in the room now.  But his voice wasn’t angry or upset; he punctuated his statement with a knowing chuckle, and Stacy realized that the two of them had planned this together.  How long had they been planning this?  Weeks? Months?  Since they first met her?  They’d watched her as she slowly, steadily inflated like a blimp over the last year, taking delight in her expansion, waiting for the perfect opening.  It was clear from Mandy’s words that she must have some sort of attraction to fat girls, and now it looked like Jeff might share her fascination.

Stacy felt a second pair of hands reach around her and begin stroking and kneading her belly, a second crotch bump into her billowing butt cheeks.  Yes, it was confirmed; Jeff liked her too.  She could feel his erection pressing into the soft, pliable flesh of her titanic tushie.

“Stacy, do you want this?  All you have to do is say no and we’ll stop.”
Stacy knew she should say no. But she couldn’t find the words.

Mandy hooked her arms under Stacy’s armpits and gently tugged her backward toward the couch, while Jeff planted his hands against her soft shoulders and pushed.  Together they maneauvered the manatee-sized realtor to the couch, pulling her down.

“How long did you say it’s been, Stacy?”

“Two years.”

“Do you want that to end?”

“Y-yes!”

“Do you want that to end right now?”

“Oh God, yes!”

Mandy and Jeff grinned at each other.

Mandy crawled over Stacy, scaling her obese, porky body as expertly as a mountain goat scaling a rocky hillside.  She scooted forward over so that she was sitting on her knees, her legs on the couch cushions to either side of Stacy’s surprised face, her crotch in Stacy’s face. Stacy was shocked to see that Mandy was not wearing any underwear under her skirt.

Jeff pulled down Stacy’s pantyhose, tugging the clingy material down her thick, chunky thighs with some difficulty.  Stacy could hear it tearing in Jeff’s grasp.  No matter.  Stacy was so fat and growing so quickly that she could hardly expect to wear the same panty hose more than two or three times before she would simply outgrow it anyway.  Jeff slid his hands between Stacy’s legs, his fingers smoothing the soft skin on her porky inner thighs, making Stacy gasp and quiver.  Her entire body was shaking, her blubber wobbling like a water balloon filled with gelatin.

“Shhh, Stacy, don’t be scared,” he breathed, his mouth so close to her crotch now that she could feel his warm breath against her skin.  Stacy shivered; goose pimples popped out along her tree-trunk-like legs.   
“I’m…I’m not scared,” she said, her voice husky.  But of course, she was.  This was unexplored territory for her.  Two partners at once… and one of them a woman?  This was beyond anything that Stacy had ever imagined.  She could scarcely believe this was really happening.  Even back when she was thin…well, relatively thin…Stacy wouldn’t have dreamed of doing something this daring.  But now that she was an obese whale, she was even more shocked!
“Are you ready, Stacy?” asked Mandy.

“Eat me, you fat piggy,” whispered Mandy.  “Eat me like one of those donuts you love so much.”

Stacy didn’t need to be told twice.  She buried her face into Mandy’s crotch and began licking like her life depended on her, her tongue moving in time to Jeff’s tongue in her own crotch.

“Ohhhh yessss,” gasped Mandy, grinding her crotch into Stacy’s eager mouth. “Hmmm, oh Stacy, I knew when I first saw you that you would be natural pussy licker.  You know how I knew, Stacy?”
Stacy couldn’t reply other than to mumble in confusion.

“I could tell because fat girls are always naturals when it comes to eating.  When I saw you the first time, I just knew I had to have this chubby little bunny.  And then you started growing, bigger and bigger and rounder and rounder.  Everytime that we saw you, you were just even bigger.  We almost didn’t think it was possible for one girl to get so fat so fast, but you showed us, Stacy.  You were just too greedy, weren’t you?  Every donut, every cookie, you had to have them all.  And now you’ve eaten yourself round.  Oo, don’t stop, keep going.  Keep eating my pussy til you explode, you fat piggy.”
This is crazy, thought Stacy, but she couldn’t stop herself.  She ached to touch, to be touched.  She had never considered doing it with woman before, but, somehow, it seemed so right.  Stacy knew exactly what to do, and every subtle little gasp that escaped Mandy’s lips just made Stacy want to tease her clit that much more.  Suddenly, she was seized with the desire to drive Mandy to new heights of ecstasy.  Mandy knew that a fat girl would be a natural pussy licker?  Just wait.  Mandy had no idea.

“I want you to feel that fat ass shake,” hissed Mandy, “I want you to feel your fat fat cottage cheese thighs jiggle. I want you to remember every donut you ate, every éclair you scarfed down, every time you stuffed your chubby face like a fat greedy hog, how it’s all come together to make you into this giant hippo.”

The cruel words only made Stacy more excited.  She could already barely think straight because of the intense pleasure that Jeff was giving her, but Mandy’s insults strangely only made her wetter.  How could that be possible?  Maybe she was just excited because it showed that they truly had been watching her all this time, biding their time as she slowly grew wider and thicker, waiting until Stacy was big and plump and ripe like a pumpkin ready to burst on the vine, before they finally made their move.  Maybe she was excited because they really wanted her, fat bloated body and all.

Mandy’s moans grew louder, prompting Stacy to flick her tongue faster.  It was just like licking an ice cream cone, something that Stacy had a lot of practice at.  Mmmm ice cream.  Her ample belly gurgled quietly at the thought, but luckily Jeff and Mandy were each so caught up in the sex that they didn’t notice… right?

“Ohhh Stacy, I heard that,” said Mandy, squeezing her legs tightly together to sandwich Stacy’s face.  “Are you hungry already? Didn’t have enough breakfast?  It must be so hard to fill that big fat tummy, hmmm? Keep licking, fatty.”

She squeezed her thighs tighter and Stacy kept licking as she felt Mandy tensing for climax.  Stacy felt her own body tensing, her pussy throbbing and pulsing as Jeff’s tongue kept steady pace.  Stacy’s entire body was shaking and quivering, her fat wobbling so wildly that she felt like she was going to blow to pieces.
“Ohhh!” Mandy cried out loud, climaxing at the same time as Stacy felt herself explode as well under Jeff’s tongue.   Stacy had to restrain herself from biting Mandy’s clit as she came, her pussy exploding in ecstasy.  All three of them collapsed into a heaving, sweating heap.

“That was amazing, Stacy,” purred Mandy, running her hands over Stacy’s acres of flab. “I think this could be the beginning of a beautiful friendship. What do you think, Jeff?”

“I think you’d be the perfect addition to our piggy harem. If you want to join us, that is.”

“Oh my yes,” gasped Stacy.  The idea that once again, someone wanted her, would touch her, pleasure her… oh my!
She paused.

“What do you think of the house?” asked Stacy, out of breath.  Her chest was heaving and her limbs felt like jelly.  The bulging bunny was completely exhausted by her orgasm, unable to find the strength to even get dressed, so she lay in a naked sweaty pile on the couch, watching as Jeff and Mandy hovered around her like plovers hovering around a beached hippopotamus.  
Mandy and Jeff exchanged glances.

“I think it might work,” said Mandy.
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