Coke and Mentos
By Mollycoddles

“Jen! What are you doing?”

Jen lowered her red cup of Coca Cola to fix her friend Alice with a quizzical look.  In her other hand, she clutched a roll of mint Mentos tablets.  Surely she wasn’t about to actually eat Mentos after drinking Coca Cola?  Alice knew that Jen wasn’t the brightest bulb, but even a ditz like Jen would surely know what a dangerous combination that was!

“Um, like I’m just having some coke and Mentos!” said Jen, rolling her eyes as if the question was just completely ridiculous.  A bottom-heavy brunette bimbo, Jen was almost as famous for her airheaded antics as for her massive rounded rump – even sitting on the living room sofa, it was hard to miss Jen’s most obvious feature, as her hips flared around below her chubby waist into enormous thunder thighs and a bodacious booty that strained against the limits of her khaki short shorts.

Alice shook her head.  Alice was a shy chubby blonde, more apple than pear like her bubble-headed friend, but she was also a little more sensible than Jen.  For one thing, while Jen was happy to parade around in a snug baby doll T-shirt that exposed the ring of pudge around her middle and tight cut booty shorts that left the bottom quarter of her thick buttocks exposed, Alice was dressed in a much more modest cargo pants and striped polo shirt combination.  You could still tell that Alice was a big girl – there was no hiding those rounded curves or that hefty gut – but at least she wasn’t making a spectacle of herself.
“Jen! That’s dangerous. Haven’t you seen those videos on the Internet—“

“Yeah, I totally did! I saw on the Internet that, like, Mentos will react with, like, the fizz in Coke and give you a totally awesome high!”

“No, Jen, Coke reacts with Mentos to create a giant fizzy reaction that’ll….”

“Like, what? That’s blow up?  That’s, like, totally ridiculous.”

Alice paused. Now that Jen said it out loud, it really DID sound ridiculous.

“Besides, I’m, like, not even drinking that much.  Just like a little bit, it’s totally harmless.”

Before Alice could say another word, Jen popped a tablet into her mouth and washed it down with a chug of soda.

“Jen! Please, be careful!” cried a horrified Alice, clutching her chest in shock.

“Like, don’t worry so much, Alice! It’s totally safe!” Jen lowered her empty cup, smacking her lips. “It’s totally… whoooooa!!!”

Alice gasped as Jen flopped backwards onto the couch, giggling.

“Jen! Are you okay? What’s wrong?”

“Like, they weren’t kidding! This toooootally gives you such a rush!”

“Really?”  
“Yeah! Ohmygawd, Alice, you haaave to try this!”
“Hmm, well, if you say it’s safe…”  Alice picked up the plastic liter bottle of Coke on the coffee table and squinted at the label. Jen giggled and moaned on the couch, rolling her eyes back into her head.  Wow, she really did seem to be having a good time!  Alice bit her lip in concern.  She didn’t want to miss out on the fun, although she had a hard time not thinking about some of the ominous rumors that she’d read about the dreaded Coke and Mentos combination on the Internet.
“C’mon, Alice, don’t be such a ninny! It’s totally awesome! Wooo, I can feel the bubbles rushing up my nose!”  Jen howled with hysterical laughter, clutching at her chubby tummy. “Oh my Gawd, I can feel the bubbles tickling in my tummy too!”

“Alright, I guess you’re right. Scoot over!”

Jen shifted her wide butt to the side to allow Alice to plop her own corpulent form down on the couch next to her.  The fat blonde poured herself a cup of soda as Jen held out a single Mentos tablet.

“Bottoms up!” Alice swigged her cup before grabbing the Mentos and popping it into her own mouth.  The effect was immediate.

“Oh wow!”

“See? I totally told you!”

“This feels soooo strange!” said Alice. Already, she could feel the rush of fizzy bubbles inside her, filling her up and making her feel light-headed and dizzy.  It was almost like being tipsy and Alice had to restrain herself to keep from giggling like her ditzy friend.
“Wow, this really is amazing! I’ve never felt so… so light!” As a big girl, Alice always felt weighed down by her extra pounds.  But with all those bubbles fizzing inside her, she almost felt lighter than air.  If she didn’t know better, she might think that she was about to float away like a cloud on the breeze.

“Isn’t it the best?  I don’t know why people are, like, so worried about this!” laughed Jen. Before she could say another word, a sudden belch exploded from her mouth.  Both girls broke into hysterical giggles in response.

“Jen! You burped!” laughed Alice before a similar burp burst from her own lips.  

“Ha ha! I can’t help it! This fizz is making me all, like, gassy! And … oh!”

Jen stopped laughing, a concerned looking crossing her normally pallid, cow-like face.

“What’s wrong, Jen?”

“Umm….like, I dunno? Something feels weird all of a sudden.”

“What do you mean? I…oh.”  Alice stopped laughing, as her stomach twinged painfully.  Oh no. That felt like a major gas cramp starting.

“Ugh, oh no, that’s too much gas,” mumbled Alice, gritting her teeth.  “Oh, that kinda hurts!”

“Oh Jeez! You’re not kidding! I, like, suddenly feel all bloated! Wait! Ohmygawd, look!”

Jen pointed at her midsection.  Her stomach looked slightly rounder than usual, pressing against the fabric of her snug baby doll enough that Alice could see the slight depression of Jen’s deep navel.  

“Jen… are you… are you getting bigger?”

“I, like, I…” Jen stuttered in confusion.  Her stomach, a tiny mound pressing against her shorts, gurgled ominously and began to push out further.

“OhmyGawd! Alice! It’s, like, totally happening to you too!”

“Oh no!” Alice cried out, clutching her own middle.  Her plump tummy was indeed feeling strangely full and bloated; all that fizz was building up, stretching the poor girl’s stomach and making her bloat up!  The stitches in her polo shirt whined as Alice’s gut pushed forward.  She was inflating just as surely as if someone had jammed the hose of a bicycle pump into her belly button and started to pump her up like a balloon. Already a thin strip of burgeoning pink flesh peeked out from beneath the hem of her polo shirt as the garment began to ride up the swell of her gut.
“My belly! My belly! I’m, like, blowing up!” cried Jen in surprise.  She stared at herself in confusion, watching as her soft, pillowy tummy pushed harder and harder against the metal snap on her booty shorts.  The snap quivered and shook, the fabric puckering around it as her stomach continued to bloat.  She was mesmerized, even as her tight shorts began to pinch her uncomfortably, so shocked by her own growth that she didn’t even think to unsnap her shorts herself to give her tummy some relief.  In moments, that became a moot point, though, when the snap busted open on its own accord and the zipper slipped down with a soft grating sound, allowing her thickening, plumping potbelly to billow outwards.

“Oops, I popped my shorts,” said Jen sheepishly.

“Jen, you’re getting huge!” cried Alice.  Almost on cute, she felt a release around her own waist as her basketball-sized belly busted the button on her cargo pants.  Poor Alice had chosen pants that buttoned rather than snapped, so the lost button flew across the room.  Damnit! Jen would be able to resnap her shorts when – or if? – she ever deflated again, but now Alice had completely ruined her pants.  She would need to get Abida to resew the button when this was all over.  Or – Alice shuddered to think – she might need to get Abida to let out her all her pants if this swelling didn’t go down on its own! 
“Help! Like, help!” cried Jen, rocking back and forth on the couch. “I’m totally stuck! Ugh, and, like, I’m still growing! Ooooo, still, like, feels pretty good, though!”

“Yeah, it’s weird, but… it kinda does!” Alice nodded.  Despite some of the initial pain of her skin stretching to accommodate her newly expanded belly, the bubbly euphoria hadn’t subsided.  If she wasn’t so panicked, she might be lulled right back into a dreamy stupor!

The sound of a door opening drew the two inflated balloon-girls’ attention away from their own expanding predicament for a moment as their mutual friend Laurie walked into the room.

“Hey, what’s going on in…”  Laurie’s words trailed off as she stopped at the threshold of the room, staring in shock.  Like Alice and Jen, Laurie was a pudgy teen.  But while Alice carried her extra pounds in her thick rolling hips and sagging belly and Jen carried hers in thunder thighs and massive buttocks, Laurie distributed her weight into a perfect hourglass that gave her soft luscious curves that filled out her skin-tight jeans to perfection and enormous swinging breasts that filled out her fuzzy sweater to bursting. Her long straight jet-black hair swung behind her like a shimmering raven waterfall.
“Oh. My. Gawd.  What did you two dumbasses do?” asked Laurie, an amused smile playing on her glossy lips as she drank in the scene before her.  Her two best friends, their shirts rolled up under their boobs, their pants busted open, their tight, quivering bellies swollen to the size of overinflated basketballs.

“Laurie! Please! You have to help us!” cried Alice, leaning back to give her swollen middle more room to expand.  Both she and Jen were breathing quick, shallow breaths as their gas-filled guts pressed against their diaphragms with increasing pressure.
“You two look like a pair of overinflated bullfrogs,” said Laurie, whipping out her cellphone. “I gotta document this.”

“Laurieeeee, no!” whined Jen. “Please, help!”

“Oh don’t worry, sweetie, I’m not gonna post it. I just want something to remember this hilarious moment.”  The busty bitch chuckled to herself, sauntering between her two spherical friends to plop between them on the couch.  She held her cellphone at arm’s length and made a pouty duckface before snapping another photo, this time a selfie with the two bloated bunnies.  This will be a great comparison pic, thought Laurie smugly.

“Laurie…we’re still… growing! What if it doesn’t stop?”

“Well, what did you two gasbags do to start this?”

“We just had some Coke and Mentos!”

Laurie clicked her tongue.  “Sweeties, why would you do that? Haven’t you ever seen those videos on the Internet? That’s not a good combination.”

“But… Jen said… Jen said it felt good…”

“And when was listening to Jen ever a good idea?”

“But it did!” protested Jen, cradling her bloated belly with both hands.  The vast orb was as big as a globe now, tight and round and straining t o the touch.  “It felt awesome! I mean, it was kind of weird… but it did feel really good!”

“Well, not much to do now, you two will just have to wait until your fizz runs its course.”

Alice burped loudly, startling Laurie enough that the fashionable diva whipped around in her seat.

“Sorry!” said Alice, blushing.  “That’s the only way I can get any of the gas out.”

On cue, Jen farted loudly, the thundering blast escaping her rear with enough force that she was nearly propelled off the couch.

“Um, like, sorry?” said Jen, shrugging her shoulders.  “All this gas is, like, kinda making me farty.”
“Ugh, well, I hope that it was all worth it for you two.  Because look what you’ve done.  You’ve gone and turned yourselves into a pair of bloated blimping balloons.  And now you’re all gassy too.  You both look ridiculous.”

Alice whimpered miserably.  Laurie’s admonishment wasn’t making her feel any better, but at least the inflation seemed to be slowing down.  The bloated blonde experimentally pressed her fingertips against the mottled pink surface of her inflated belly, testing her fullness.  Her fingers sank slightly into her abundant flesh.  Not a lot but enough.  There was still some give in her skin, so she wasn’t filled to the limit. Thank goodness!  Alice sighed in relief.  She looked like she was nine months pregnant, but at least she wasn’t going to explode!
“Oof! Jen, Laurie, I think… I think it stopped!”

“Oh, like, thank Gawd!” sighed Jen, patting her own bulging bump.  She also looked like a massive preggo.  Hopefully they wouldn’t have to go out in public before they managed to expel all the gas, because everyone would think they were pregnant. “I think I’m done too.  Wow! That was, like, totally such a weird rush!  It, like, kinda felt good, though, so, like, it’s too bad that it, like, totally makes you get all bloated!”

“Feels good?” asked Laurie, raising a perfectly plucked eyebrow.

“Yeah,” agreed Alice. “It was..I dunno…it gave you such a cool bubbly feeling.”

“Ya know, I don’t even know why people get so freaked out about this,” said Jen.  Now that she wasn’t blowing up anymore, she felt a lot more in control. “It’s totally safe! Like, I totally have lots more give in my gut!”

“Oh really?” Laurie smirked.  She couldn’t help but find it amusing how quickly these two plumpers went from panicked that they were about to pop to rationalizing away all the danger.  She picked up the roll of Mentos that Jen had dropped onto the couch cushions next to her.  “Care for another tab then?”

“Um….” Jen’s expression betrayed her ambivalence.  She clearly did miss the bubbly, tickling feeling of inflating with soda fizz, but even she wasn’t a big enough bimbette to think that risking a second round of inflation was a good idea.  “I dunno about that, Laurie.”

“Yeah, I think maybe we’ve had enough,” agreed Alice.

Laurie shrugged and popped a tablet into her own mouth.  Before her friends could protest, the raven-haired beauty queen snatched the liter of Coke off the table.  Jen and Alice stared, horrified, as Laurie wrapped her lips around the nozzle and chugged the entire body.  
“Laurie! No! You don’t know what you’re doing!” cried Alice.

Laurie didn’t answer, her cheeks bulging with liquid as she struggled to guzzle the fizzy drink as fast as possible.  A trickle of soda dribbled down her chin as more and more of the sweet liquid disappeared down her throat.  With one loud labored final slurp, the last of the soda disappeared and Laurie pulled the bottle from her lips with a loud sigh.

“Like, you prolly shouldn’t have done that,” mumbled Jen, uncertainly staring at Laurie’s pudgy tummy, already hanging over her shiny bling bling belt like a doughy avalanche, and waiting to see it begin growing.

Laurie shrugged, before tossing the empty bottle behind the couch.  “Whatever.  You two look like you’re doing fine to me.”

“Um… we only had like a couple sips.”

Laurie turned, her eyes flashing. “What?”

“We had, maybe, like half a cup each?” said Jen, grinning nervously and shrugging her shoulders. “You had, like, a whole liter.”

Laurie’s belly gurgled ominously.

“And look how big we got!” said Alice, motioning to her bloated belly. “You’re gonna get huge, Laurie!”

“Oh come on, it can’t—oh!”
Laurie jerked her head as she felt the first wave of bubbly bliss hit her hard.  Whoa! Wow! Oh shit!  Jen and Alice might have talked up the rush, but she still wasn’t prepared for anything like this!

“Whoa, you two weren’t kidding! This feels amaaaaazing!”  Laurie snorted, putting a hand to her forehead to steady herself.  Wow, she was having trouble thinking this felt so good!  She almost didn’t even care when the inevitable swelling began.  Slowly at first.  She probably wouldn’t have even noticed if Alice didn’t start nattering as soon as Laurie’s gut began pushing out.  Laurie could feel the bubbles inside, filling her up, bloating her out.  

“Ohhh, Laurie, you’re…you’re blowing up!” cried Alice.
“You’re, totally, getting way bigger way faster than we did!” agreed Jen.

“Eh, you two ninnies need to stop worrying so much,” muttered Laurie.  She ran her hands over her burgeoning middle, admiring how tight and full it already felt, a warm comforting mass beneath the stretching wool of her fuzzy angora sweater.  She couldn’t yet see her belly beyond the swell of her titanic tits, but she could feel it growing.  Bigger and bigger, rounder and rounder.  And, wow, she really was growing fast!  Already her jeans were strangling her, cutting into the distended flesh of her ballooning paunch.  Her belt felt like it was going to cut her in half!  But the bubbly bliss in her head made her feel mellow and lethargic, so she couldn’t bring herself to care enough to unbuckle.

“Laurie, you need to get that gas out of you fast before you burst!” said Alice.  “Try forcing yourself to burp!”

“Or fart,” added Jen helpfully.

“Er…burping might be preferable,” said Alice, blushing at Jen’s bluntness.

“I don’t need to do either,” sniffed Laurie.  She had far too much dignity to either belch or fart in front of her friends!

“You might not have a choice soon. Look at how big you’re getting!  Laurie, I think… I’m afraid that you’re gonna blow!”

“Ughhhh, mama can handle anything,” growled Laurie through gritted teeth.  She ran her manicured hands over the swell of her enormous belly, her breathing short and shallow as she massaged the massive orb in hopes that she could reduce the uncomfortable feeling of tightness.  It did no good.  Jen and Alice watched in horror as their friend’s titanic tummy continued to grow and grow, pulsing and throbbing as it ballooned.  Laurie’s sweater creaked and groaned as it stretched, tiny splits appearing down the side seams as threads popped under the pressure of her blimping middle.

Laurie squirmed in her seat, sliding her butt down and leaning back as her enormous belly demanded more room to expand.  It was beginning to impede her breathing as her overloading, gas-filled gut pressed against her lungs and forced her enormous tits up into her face.

“Laurie, this is really, like, getting out of control!” said Jen, “You’re, like, getting way bigger than either of us!”

“Yeah,” agreed Alice, “We only drank half a bottle each and look how big we got!”  The chubby blonde pointed at her own gas-filled gut, which, inflated so round that it filled her lap and stretched nearly to her knees, certainly looked big but was positively dwarfed by Laurie’s still expanding mid-section. “You’re already twice as big!”

“She’s, like, almost THREE times as big!” countered Jen.

“Jeez, will you two ditzes knock it off?” snapped Laurie. “You’re just freaking out over nothing.  I just drank a liter of pop, what’s the worst that could fucking happen?”

Jen and Alice exchanged worried glances. Laurie’s use of the word “pop” brought to mind ominous possibilities.

Almost on cue, Laurie groaned out loud as the stretched leather of her bling bling belt finally gave up the ghost and busted in two, flinging her flashy belt buckle across the room.  Without the belt to help cinch her gut, the vast globe pressed against the crotch of Laurie’s skintight jeans with added ferocity.  Within seconds, her jeans button popped off with a loud PING!, following the lost buckle in its flight across the room.  Laurie’s swollen belly bounced out, celebrating its new freedom by ballooning even faster as it spilled over the defeated elastic waistband of Laurie’s low-cut pink panties and out of the split fly of her decimated jeans.

“Arghhh, these jeans are brand new!” whined Laurie.  Always fashionable, Laurie HATED it when she lost any of her fancy designer clothes.  At the moment, she might even be more upset about her ruined jeans than about her inexorably ballooning body.

Next to go was the sweater as the stitches failed with high-pitched pops, the tears growing longer and wider as more of Laurie’s blimping belly forced its way out.  Finally, the side seams split entirely and Laurie’s sweater ripped in half.  As she continued to grow, her sweater became nothing more than a bib, covering her boobs and a diminishing portion of her increasing potbelly.
“Um, like, maybe we should get out of here,” mumbled Jen.  Laurie’s stretched shirt was riding up the arc of her belly, revealing the stretched tight, rosy red flesh below.  Laurie’s skin was so stretched around her blimping belly that it was flushed red, criss-crossed by a growing spider’s web of jagged red stretch marks.  Her belly button, under enormous internal pressure, was nearly flush with the rest of her belly and, if she kept growing, it was certain to pop out like a turkey thermometer at any moment.  And Laurie wasn’t showing any sign of stopping.

“What do you guys think you’re doing?” said Laurie archly, a note of panic finally creeping into the bitchy diva’s voice as she watched her two best friends struggle to escape the couch.  Unfortunately for them, their own middles were already so large that they couldn’t find the leverage to stand up.

“I can’t move!” moaned Alice, cradling her own bloated gut. “My belly is too big!”

“Um, like, you just gotta try harder, Alice!” said Jen. The pear-shaped pixie rocked back and forth in her seat, but she had the added burden of a particularly low center of gravity thanks to her already ample bottom.  Between her rounded rump and her bloated belly, Jen wasn’t moving from her seat.

“Don’t move so much!” warned Alice, “You’ll angry up the fizz! If you keep struggling like that, you’re only going to make all that soda carbonation start fizzing again and you’ll blow up even more!”

“Oh shit,” muttered Jen, the light bulb of realization going off in her head.  Alice was right.  She glanced sidelong at Laurie next to her, her eyes falling on that ginormous round beach ball sized belly.  Laurie’s belly shuddered slightly as it grew.

“Um….Laurie? I think you’re really, like, getting big… maybe we should…”  Jen’s voice trailed off as the bloated bimbo realized that there really was nothing that they could do.  They were all trapped on the couch, incapable of getting away or calling for help, so all they could do was wait for the inflation to run its course and hope for the best. 

Laurie’s belly was bare now as the remnants of her sweater slid up to form a tight roll right below her bust.  This was beyond both Alice and Jen; those two girls had ballooned enough to bust the buttons on their pants but their shirts had managed to stretch enough to accommodate their growth.

 “Wow, Laurie, your belly is actually way bigger than your boobs now!”

Through her pain, Laurie still found the presence of mind to flash Alice a furious stare.  How dare she!  Laurie was so proud of her pendulous bosom that she couldn’t stand the thought that her belly might actually grow so large as to eclipse her pride and joy.  But it was true.  Laurie’s voluptuous, voluminous hooters were only as big as mature watermelons; her belly was way huger by now!  At least, she knew that her breasts would once again dominate her figure when her belly deflated… but she was still pissed that her titanic tits were taking the backseat even for a second!

“Ugh, Gawd, my belly is so…soooo…soooo tight!”  She grimaced, pain shooting through her enormous big fat balloon belly.  She was so swollen now that even touching her tummy was painful.

“Ooooohhhh… Gawd… I’m so full…I’m soooo tight!”  Laurie panted, her face flushing despite herself.  Neither Alice nor Jen knew about Laurie’s secret stuffing kink, so they had no idea how much Laurie loved the over-stuffed, over-crammed feeling of being “full up.”  They had no idea that gorging until she was stuffed to the gills and ready to split open made Laurie so wet that she could soak through her panties and jeans and leave a big wet spot on the couch.  And feeling herself fill with gas was just as pleasurable as filling herself with food.

“Oh Gawd… I’m gonna…I’m gonna…” Laurie was panting and wheezing, barely able to contain the pleasurable sensations coursing through her body.  

“Oh Gawd, she’s gonna blow!” gasped Alice, instinctively scooting back in her seat as far as she could and clutching her own swollen belly as if she was afraid that the kick-back from Laurie’s inevitable detonation might damage her own balloon belly.

“Laurie! Like, stay strong! Hold it together! You can’t let yourself pop!” said Jen. The bloated bimbo was trying her best to be encouraging, even though she too was inching away from her over-filled friend.

“I’m…too big…I…I…oh my Gawd…I can feel it coming….”moaned Laurie, writhing in her seat and rubbing her legs together.  The overside of her huge swollen belly felt hot and tight against her crotch.  She was so horny now that she felt like her pussy was going to start inflating just like her belly! Oh Gawd, she just couldn’t hold it in!

Alice grabbed Laurie’s left hand and held it tight.  “It’s okay, Laurie! We’re here for you! Just stay with us! Don’t explode! Jen, help her!”  Alice looked at Jen and nodded toward Laurie’s right hand, curled up into a fist so tight that her knuckles were white.

Jen took the hint.  “Oh! Yeah, like, don’t worry, Laurie! We’re here for you! We’ll stay with you!”  She grabbed Laurie’s right hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze.

“Ughhh… I need…I need…” Laurie groaned.  

“What do you need, Laurie?” asked Alice.

Laurie needed a lot of things.  She was so turned on by her current predicament that she was pissed Alice and Jen were here instead of Frank. Oh what she would give to feel him slipping his big dick into her slick wet pussy as her belly grew bigger and bigger and tighter and tighter…  But even more than that, she NEEDED to grow bigger! She needed to grow bigger and bigger until she was as big as a blimp! As big as the moon! As big as a planet!  She needed to grow into a giant, gas-filled behemoth bigger than the universe and even that wouldn’t be enough! 
“Oh Gawd, I’m..I’m…I’m gonna –POP!”

As Laurie yelled the word “pop,” her overburdened belly button finally popped from an innie to an outie with a loud bang.  Laurie squeezed her friends’ hands so tightly that both Jen and Alice were certain that she was going to rip their arms out.

“Laurie! Laurie! Did you see? You didn’t pop! You’re still here! It was just your belly button!”

Laurie gave Alice a venomous slide-glance but she didn’t respond.  Sweat poured down her glistening face, pooling in the canyon of her ponderously voluptuous cleavage.  Her breathing cam in staccato bursts, like a pregnant woman in labor practicing Lamaze breathing.
“Yeah, but…like, I don’t think she’s done, Alice.” Jen pointed nervously at Laurie’s overfull belly.  It was still growing.  She was bigger than a beach ball now, but so round and red that her belly looked like a ripe tomato ready to burst.  Absolutely engorged to her limits with gas, Laurie’s trembling blimp of a belly shuddered and quivered as it grow.  It was like there wasn’t any give left in her.  She was like a balloon that was pumped up to its utmost limit, a balloon that should have popped long ago, but by sheer force of will she was holding herself together.  Yet the inflation didn’t stop.  She kept pumping up and up and up, filling with more and more gas.
She couldn’t stop growing!  She felt so full that she was sure that she must be nothing more than a human balloon, just an enormous billowing zeppelin of a girl.  Laurie gripped her friends’ hands with all her might.  Alice and Jen were terrified watching Laurie balloon out of control.  But what could they do? All they could do was watch helplessly, hoping that the pompous Laurie would give up on maintaining her ridiculous dignity and actually try to force some of that gas out.  But she was inflating so fast now that even if she did start farting and burping, it probably still wouldn’t be enough to stem the tide of inflation. Bigger, bigger, bigger… Rounder, rounder, rounder… until…

“Laurie! Burp it out! You have to!”

“I’m gonna…”

“Or, like, just fart it out. That works too!”

“I’m gonna…”
“What are you gonna do, Laurie?”

“I’m gonna… I’m gonna… I’m gonna…. EXPLODE!”

Alice and Jen barely heard that last word because, at that exact second, Laurie’s overburdened body finally pumped beyond its utmost limits. The raven-haired beauty burst into ribbons with a thunderous KABOOM just as the word “explode” escaped her plump, glossy lips.  Jen and Alice were each thrown back against their respective ends of the couch by the blast.

Silence hung heavily in the room following Laurie’s detonation.

Alice blinked.

Jen gawked.

The two inflated honeys stared at each other, then at the shredded clothes that were all that remained of their former friend Laurie.

“Um, maybe we should cut back on the soda,” said Jen.

“Yeah,” agreed Alice, “Just for a little while, at least.  Too much soda is definitely NOT good for you.”
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