Office Embarrassment

By Mollycoddles

“Oh my Gawd, have you seen Linda’s butt? It just keeps growing bigger and bigger!”  Tiffany giggled, clutching her morning latter in her manicured fingers, her pink pastel-colored nails tapping against the mug.

“Oh my Gawd, I know! Remember that one time when she caught you, like, gossiping instead of working and she got soooo mad that she was yelling at you and, like, she totally busted a button off her work blouse?” Brittany snickered, sipping from her own mug.
“Oh my Gawd, totally! That was soooo funny!”

“Ha ha! Oh shit, hold it down, Tiffany, here she comes now.”

The two rail thin blonde secretaries fell silent as the elevator doors opened and their behemoth-sized boss wobbled into view.  Linda Kline was enormous; clad in her demure gray business jacket and skirt, she resembled an elephant lumbering across the savannah.  Her short dark hair bobbed as she waddled, the floor shaking slightly with her every heavy footfall. She was so wide that her hips barely cleared the doors of the elevator as she exited and began her trip across the floor to her office.  But even at her enormous size, there was no denying that Linda carried herself with a certain style and grace.  Linda’s perfectly coifed hair and immaculately pressed dress suit must have required hours of work, as did her expertly applied lipstick and blush.  The secretaries assumed that she must have an assistant at home to help her with those tasks, because how could a woman of Linda’s substantial girth ever do it alone?  Not that anyone would ever dare ask.  Linda’s sharp tongue and arrogant attitude were almost as legendary as her inflating rear and oversized hips. 
Linda groaned in annoyance as she trudged across the floor.  It felt like this trip got harder everyday! A big part of that, of course, was that Linda herself was growing bigger everyday.  

Brittany and Tiffany exchanged amused glances as they noticed the greasy paper bag clutched in Linda’s chubby hands.
Linda arched a perfectly lined eyebrow as she approached the secretaries’ desks, noticing immediately that Tiffany was staring at her rolling hips.  

“Get back to work, honey,” snapped Linda as she waddled past. “I’m not paying you to stare.”  Tiffany blushed red, embarrassed to be caught staring, and turned back to her computer.  
“Miss Kline, you’re scheduled to speak at the shareholder meeting this morning,” piped up Brittany.

Linda nodded. Shit, she had completely forgotten about that. 
“Good,” she said, careful not to let her inner turmoil show.  “I just need to… prepare first.  Don’t bother me, I’m going to be very busy.”

“Yeah, I’ll bet you’ll be busy,” mumbled Tiffany, still bristling that Linda had chastised her.  Her eyes fell on Linda’s elephantine bottom as the overweight executive squeezed through the doors into her office.  She caught Brittany’s eyes and mimed eating a giant burrito.
Brittany nodded knowingly.  She could guess what Linda was carrying inside that paper bag.

Linda closed the door behind her with a sigh.  Safe inside her office, she could finally relax just a little.  She dropped the paper bag on her desk and flopped heavily into her reinforced office swivel chair.  The chair creaked ominously and Linda’s breath caught in her throat.  For a split second, she panicked.  Was the chair about to buckle under her weight?  It wouldn’t be the first time.  

Linda couldn’t believe how big she was. How had it come to this situation? She stared at her own reflection in the mirror across the office, barely recognizing the massive reflection as her own.  Linda was tottering at the edge of 500 pounds and it showed.  She was as fat as a cow.

She couldn’t believe that she had to put up with those two bitchy secretaries mocking her weight constantly!  Despite herself, Linda felt a hot blush spread through her chubby cheeks.  She tried hard to put on a good show of confidence, using her massive size to intimidate her underlings and impress her bosses, but she couldn’t help but feel just a tinge of embarrassment, deep down, whenever she felt someone staring at her impossibly round belly, monumental thighs, or bodaciously bulging buttocks.  

The chair creaked and pinged, but it didn’t break.  It looked like it might just hold. Linda relaxed again, heaving a huge sigh.  As her body relaxed, Linda surprised herself with a small burst of escaping gas.  The brief but loud sound – Ffrrt! – jolted her out of her introspection and brought her back to the present.  Thank Gawd she was alone here in the office and no one heard that!  Linda shifted in her chair, struggling to sit up straight.  She planted her chubby hands on the armrests and pushed herself up, her beach ball-sized belly settling between her tree-trunk thighs.  
How did she get this big?

It started innocently. When she first started working at the office, she just didn’t have time to go to the gym anymore like she did back in college. And there were always donuts and crullers free for the taking in the break room.  It started small – a little extra softness around the middle, a couple extra inches on her rear.  She first noticed it when her size 2 skirts pinched around her waist, but she just ignored it. Sure, she had to expect to fill out a little as she aged.

But at first, Linda was able to ignore the extra pounds as her career began to rise.  It turned out that she had a flare for cut-throat corporate politics and it wasn’t long before she earned her first raise and promotion.  The older men who dominated the higher echelons of the company always underestimated the stunning young woman from sales to their own detriment, so Linda quickly rose through the ranks.  But being a corporate head had its perks, and Linda was soon privy to the executive lunch room with its better snacks.  Between high calorie business lunches and corporate-sponsored buffet retreats, Linda’s waistline was growing as fast as her career.  Sometimes the two seemed to be inextricably linked.  The fatter she grew, the more powerful she became.  Linda’s confidence turned to arrogance as her earnings rose through the roof and her sides expanded to outgrow her office chairs.  But she even turned her rising poundage to her advantage, threatening to sue the company for inadequate accommodations once her buttocks ballooned into monumental orbs that overwhelmed the flimsy standard office chairs and her bulk puffed up to overfill her cubicle.  The company quickly gave in, moving her to her own private office and providing her with a special reinforced chair to support her massive backside.
Linda smirked.  She still couldn’t believe that those suckers had given in. It was like they were paying her to get fat! And if they were paying for it, she was going to take full advantage.

Even so, this was ridiculous.  She had absolutely blimped.  Linda’s round face was swaddled in fat, giving her a double chin and chubby cheeks – one benefit of her weight was that her filled-out face actually made her look somewhat younger. Otherwise, though, her weight was a constant hassle. Linda’s gargantuan belly arced a good several feet in front of her, advancing before her like a wobbling beach ball shoved under her blouse.  Her breasts, massive quivering orbs that made it a constant challenge to find bras that fit, rested heavily against her gut; sometimes she almost felt relief that her belly had grown so monstrous simply because it provided a shelf that helped support her bosom.  Her elephantine thighs rubbed together when moved with her distinctive slow, thick, ponderous waddle, the effort of lugging her obese body leaving her panting and exhausted after only a few steps.  Her bottom bulged behind her like two pumpkins straining against the seams of her favorite mega-sized pencil skirts.  

She was always testing the limits of her clothes.  Buttons would pop when she breathed too deeply, seams would split when she moved too suddenly.  Even when Linda heard her secretaries tittering away like a pair of lazy bimbos, she had to maintain her cool – simply because any huffy display of emotion might lead to a dangerous wardrobe malfunction.  She still heard those two bimbo secretaries giggling about that one time when she got so angry that she started to hyperventilate in the middle of one of her characteristic yelling fits – eventually inhaling so deep that her bosom had blown a button off her blouse, flinging it across the room to hit Brittany right smack in the forehead.
Linda tried her best to dress nicely.  Despite her embarrassment at her giant bulk, she still had a fierce pride in her appearance.  She thought that her demure gray business jacket and skirt helped to minimize her size, but there was no way that anyone could mistake Linda for anything other than enormous.  Her monumental ass was like two fully inflated beach balls shoved down the back of her skirt, rolling and wobbling with her every step and always stretching the gray fabric to its limits.  She could barely button her gray jacket around her protruding gut, but Linda preferred not to leave it open because the buttons on her white blouse beneath strained even more.  She needed to go up a size, she knew.  Maybe two sizes.  But she had long since outgrown even the largest sizes at the local Lane Bryant, so the corpulent executive needed to get her clothing custom sized.  That took time and Linda had just been so busy lately preparing this big report that she hadn’t had a chance.  She prayed that her clothes would hold together till the end of the day.

Even worse, Linda was growing gassier as she grew fatter.  Her intestines seemed to be fighting against the increasingly heavy meals Linda forced down her gullet, reacting with louder and longer bouts of flatulence.  Luckily, Linda always managed to wiggle waddle her way into the private executive restroom before letting go, so no one in the office had yet heard the fart symphony that was Linda’s post-meal release.  In the rare instances that she couldn’t get to the bathroom immediately, Linda was forced to hold in her gas. That was torture!  She could feel the gas building and building until she thought she would surely explode.

Sometimes she wondered if she might avoid her problems with gas if she changed her eating habits a little.  What a joke! That didn’t matter, because Linda knew that she wasn’t able to change her eating habits. Unless by change, you meant ‘eat more.’  Linda was always a greedy little girl who wanted the most out of life, no matter the circumstances, and food was one area where she never skimped.  If anything, she had only become greedier and greedier as she adapted to life as a pampered executive.

Even knowing that every bite would only add more inches of flab to her already inflated figure.
Resigned to her gluttony, Linda dumped her breakfast out onto her desk: a massive loaded breakfast burrito, stuffed with scrambled eggs, hash browns, and bacon.  It was the worst possible thing that she could eat for breakfast, but, as much as she promised herself that she would start eating only oatmeal and low-fat yogurt to start her days, she could never pass up the lure of a giant, belly-filling breakfast burrito.  She was such a frequent customer that the staff at the corner tacqueria knew her by sight. Of course, that was hardly an impressive feat considering that Linda’s enormous size made her stand out in any crowd.  But they’d seen her grow from a typical petite business woman into the over-bloated heifer of an executive that she was today.

She couldn’t resist any longer!  Linda grabbed the massive burrito with both chubby hands and raised it to her lips, shoving it into her mouth and tearing off a huge bite.  The greasy, savory meat and eggs hit her tongue and the fat greedy executive was immediately in hog heaven.  Oh, Gawd, this was soooo good!  She shoved another heaping bite into her mouth and another, tearing through the over-sized burrito like it was a mere snack.  Only when she started to eat did Linda remember how ravenously hungry she was, her titanic tummy grumbling loudly as it realized food was imminent.  

Outside her office, Brittany and Tiffany were probably giggling and tittering, imagining the scene that their piggish boss was making inside her office.  Who cares? Let them laugh.  Linda was so lost in the ecstasy of gorging that for once she didn’t care what those two twig-thin bimbos thought of her.  She would eat and eat and eat to her heart’s content. And if she got fatter and fatter…well fuck it, she would just get fatter and fatter.

Linda shoved the heel of the burrito into her mouth.
Her stomach gradually grew quiet, the urgent rumblings of hunger slowly being replaced by the soft, complacent gurgles of digestion.  Linda groaned in relief.  Thank Gawd she was finally full!  At her size, it was getting harder and harder to get enough food to satisfy her ravenous appetite.  Sometimes she worried that, one of these days, she would start to eat and never stop until she had devoured the entire world.

Her overloaded stomach gurgled urgently.

“Christ, I need to get to the bathroom,” mumbled Linda to herself, placing a chubby hand against the rounded surface of her stuffed gut.  She quickly checked her watch.  Good. She still had a few minutes before she was due at that meeting.  Just enough time to visit the restroom.
The secretaries tittered as Linda waddled by. She shot the two slender women a poisonous look and they immediately turned away, pretending to be busy typing.  Linda knew that they were gossiping about her. They were probably laughing about how their boss was still growing wider.

Linda leaned forward, forgetting her own desperate situation. A sudden gassy blast from her backside quickly reminded her.  Linda straightened up, her face blank. Shit.  She needed to be more careful.  She reclenched her buttocks as she sensed another fart brewing, but she had more immediate problems now.  Her fart hadn’t been super loud, but it had been audible.  And Tiffany and Brittany were right there…

The secretaries stared, barely believing that their billowing bloated boss had just farted in front of them.

Linda spun around as fast as she dared to fix the two twiggy women with her famous death glare, daring them to giggle about their boss’s etiquette breach.

“Something funny?” snarled Linda.

“No, ma’am,” said Brittany, straining to keep a straight face.  She looked like a ghost, all color drained from her face.  Clearly Brittany knew that laughing now would be the death knell for her career at this office, but she just couldn’t get over just how seriously, deathly, frighteningly FUNNY it all was.

“That’s right,” said Linda, sauntering over to her desk with a serious, business-like waddle. The room was silent; you could hear a pin drop.  The only sound was the faint tensing and straining sounds of the overburdened seams on Linda’s business skirt.  Brittany bit her lip, wincing slightly at the rancid odor that hung briefly in the air before dissipating.

Linda’s guts gurgled.  Something wasn’t right in there.  Shit, shit, shit. Why did she eat that giant burrito? She really shouldn’t have stuffed her face with so much fat and grease – especially not today, not before she had that big meeting with the board – but Linda just couldn’t help herself.  Now her angry intestines were punishing her for her greed!
“Something wrong? You smell something?” demanded Linda, still glaring at the tiny woman, still daring, double daring her, to speak truth to power.  But Brittany didn’t have the spine for that.  She just shook her head desperately, hoping against hope that Linda would leave her alone.

“Good.  Good job, honey. Make sure you keep it that way.”  Linda spun around again and smartly click clacked her way toward the restroom, her wide load derriere bobbing within the confines of her skirt.  Her thick waddle began to speed up as Linda got closer to the restroom doors, the little symbol on the doorway promising her relief from the rising urgency in her guts.  Gawd, she really had to go!

Linda wobbled toward the bathroom, her enormously bloated rear end undulating wildly with every step.  Linda was so big these days that just walking required a lot more care and precision just so that she wasn’t overwhelmed by the quivering of her own lard.  Every footstep was deliberate and planned, like an elephant slowly navigating its way across the Savannah.  The secretaries struggled to contain their giggles as they watched Linda’s retreating backside pressing against the seat of her struggling skirt.
But they were professional enough that they were able to hold it together until Linda actually passed through the bathroom door.  Once out of sight – and hearing – they burst into gales of laughter.

Inside the bathroom, Linda could faintly hear the muffled guffaws of her dumbass bimbo secretaries.  Whatever.  She didn’t have time to worry about them right now!  She needed to get to the toilet before she exploded!

She made a beeline for the nearest stall and shoved the door aside.  Her eyes fell upon her goal: the gleaming white porcelain toilet. Linda inhaled deeply, nervously, and mopped her sweaty brow with the back of her hand. She wasn’t out of the woods yet.  Because there was just one last obstacle between her and safety. The stall.

The bathroom stalls were NOT built to accommodate a woman of Linda’s… ample proportions.  She already knew that.  Everyday, using the bathroom was becoming harder and harder as Linda grew both wider and thicker.  Last week, her hips barely cleared the sides of the doorframe. Once she was inside the stall, turning around was also a hurdle.  Pretty soon, she would have to give up on even trying to maneuver her giant hips and enormous ass around in the stall, and she’d have to just start backing in, butt first, like a semi truck approaching a loading dock.  Wide load, indeed.

 She was so close to her next promotion, the promotion that would give her the key to the executive restroom.  Oh, how Linda dreamed about it!  The wide doorways, the luxury seats!  And the privacy! She would never have to worry about some underling walking in on her and finding her struggling to shove her bodacious badonkadonk into an undersized stall!
Linda felt a painful clench ripple through her full stomach and a renewed quiver in her guts, as if her bloated belly was releasing more of its payload into her bowels.  Oh shiiiiit, this was it!

Without thinking, Linda barreled forward as fast as her chubby little legs would carry her.  But then—oooof!

Linda stopped short as she felt her hips painfully strike the sides of the door. Urgh, no time to stop!  She’d have to power through.  She took another step, grunting as she pushed her feet against the floor, willing herself forward with all her might. Her hips scraped against the cold metal of the stall walls, pushing her thighs together until she could barely even waddle forward.
She wasn’t moving.

She was stuck.

The color drained from her face. Oh no.

Linda placed her hands against the sides of the stall and shoved, but no good came of it.  She was wedged tight, trapped by her own enormous ass.  She knew that this day was coming. She knew that, with all her indulgences and gluttony, that one day she would simply grow too fat to fit into the bathroom stalls.  Why couldn’t she control her eating? She just couldn’t say no! She knew that she should have stopped stuffing herself like a pig long ago, but she lacked the willpower to stop.  All she could do was watch herself inflate bigger and bigger and now… Now she was stuck!
She couldn’t just stay here!  She was due in the big meeting!  She couldn’t miss that.
“Shit shit shit,” muttered Linda.  In response, her belly gurgled again.  Linda bit her lip, her face going pale.  Oh Gawd, she really had to fart soooo badly!  

Linda squirmed like a fat pig stuck in a mud hole.  Her giant badonk shook and jiggled, but she couldn’t quite get enough leverage to pop herself free.

The only bright spot in this predicament was that the tight squeeze of the stall helped to pinch her ass shut, but even then she refused to relax the tightly controlled grip of her anal muscles.  She wasn’t going to risk it.

What was she going to do?

Jesus Christ.  This was the LAST thing that she needed!  She was hopelessly stuck when she needed to be upstairs at that meeting!

She should probably shout for help, but Linda couldn’t stand the idea that anyone might see her in this moment of weakness.  Oh Gawd, why did she let herself get this fat? It served her right to get trapped like this! 

Linda had squared her ample shoulders against the stall walls and started to wriggle backwards one last time when she heard the restroom door open. Oh shit! The noise lit a proverbial fire beneath Linda’s massive behind and she squirmed and writhed with all her might – until finally she burst out of the stall and fell backwards onto her plush, cushioned backside like a cork flying from a bottle of wine.

It was Tiffany.

“Um, like, are you okay, Miss Klein?” 

“I’m fine,” snapped Linda, quickly picking herself up of the floor. Thank goodness she still had the presence of mind to keep her cheeks clenched even when her bottom hit the floor!  

“Were you trying to use—“

“I’m just in here to fix my hair before the meeting,” growled Linda, turning and very intently staring into the mirror above the sink.  She plucked at her hair, pretending to rearrange a few stray strands in hopes that it would be enough to distract Tiffany from the truth.

Tiffany, as dumb as she was, wasn’t about to forget that she’d just watched her boss fight her way out of a bathroom stall.
“Don’t you, like, still have to go?” asked Tiffany.

“No,” snapped Linda. “I didn’t have to go! I just came in here to fix my face!”  Of course she still had to go – she had to go worse than ever! Her bowels were screaming at her and the fact that she was so close to the toilet and yet unable to find relief was making it all the worse!
She glanced at her watch. Shit.  She was out of time.  She NEEDED to be upstairs now. She needed to be at that meeting.  Linda was out of options.

She would have to power through.  She would have to clench her ass shut with all her strength and just hope that she didn’t burst.  The meeting was only scheduled for one hour.  Just one hour.  She could do this.  She would HAVE to do this.  There was no other choice.

“Get back to work, Tiffany.”

“But—“

“Get back to work. I’m not going to tell you again, honey.”

Tiffany gulped and nodded.  Linda glowered.  She was really pissed now; the last thing that she needed was any more guff from her ditzy secretaries.  She couldn’t think of anything that would be more annoying than listening to Tiffany’s stupid blather and high-pitched giggling right now.

She had bigger things to worry about.

Linda clenched her teeth and took off at a brisk wobble.
***

All eyes turned to look at Linda as she burst into the room, gasping for breath.
“Good morning,” said Linda curtly.

She scanned the room quickly, noting immediately that every senior board member in the company was in the room.  Great.  A room full of wrinkled old bald white men, all staring at Linda’s enormous and undeniably feminine body, with undisguised shock.  

She wondered whether some of these codgers had even ever seen a woman before.  And now they were confronted with a behemoth babe with curves that needed their own zip codes; Linda’s tightly straining skirt did nothing to hide the swell of her womanly buttocks and her snug blouse emphasized her large bosom – which heaved like the rolling ocean as she struggled to catch her breath after the quick jog up here.

“Miss Klein, are you okay?” asked Mr. Simmons.
“I’m fine,” snapped Linda.  As uncomfortable as she was, she couldn’t stand to be questioned.  Who did these people think they were? She was totally in control here! No one should even be able to detect the barest crack in Linda’s expert composure.

Even so, Linda’s pale skin was blanching even paler as her over-loaded belly gurgled loudly.  The dome of her filled gut shivered and quivered ever so slightly, signaling Linda’s growing distress.

Linda cleared her throat.  She strode to the front of the room, placed her hands flat on the table and leaned forward.  She used this pose a lot. It helped establish control, make her look like she was in charge.  It also didn’t hurt that it let gravity tug at her bustline enough to draw some extra attention there.  Good.  Just one more thing to help distract all these old geezers from her problem areas.  Hopefully, if her guts started gurgling too loudly, everyone would be too busy wondering whether Linda’s bra-busting boobs were going to explode out of her top to notice.
“Gentlemen, I know why you’re here,” said Linda, pulling a short stack of index cards out of her pocket. She knew this patter by heart, but holding some index cards looked good to the bosses.  Made them think that she was organized, real executive material.  “I know why we’re all here.  We’re here to review third quarter profits. And the news, I am glad to say, is good. We have a whole new paradigm. And now we’re circling back to touch base.”

It was the usual corporate blather.  A lot of jargon that didn’t mean anything but made the suits feel important.  She knew how to play the game.  All she had to do was keep up the patter and no one would be the wiser about her inner desperation.

“Mmm, but Miss Klein, what about synergy?  How is the company doing on synergy?”

“Our synergy is electric,” said Linda without missing a beat.  “It’s incandescent.  We’re going to be….synergetic….”

Linda floundered for just one second as a sudden spasm shot through her middle, forcing her to wince slightly and lose her train of thought.  Ohhhhh Gawwwd…. Here it comes…. Linda bit her lip and willed herself back into control.

“Yes, but I heard that synergy was down this quarter.”

Linda looked up to catch the speaker’s eye.  Mr. Simmons, that old zombie from Accounting.  Who did he think he was, contradicting her? She was Linda Klein! She was in control here!

“Mr. Simmons, I think, if you’ll consult the papers in front of you, that you’ll see that I’m very much correct. Synergy is up. Synergy is electric.”  She glared at him, her eyes shooting icy daggers.  Simmons gulped and nodded, cowed into submission.

Linda glared around the room, silently daring anyone else to contradict her.

Another spasm, another wince.  But Linda couldn’t stop now!

“As I said, synergy is the wave of the future! And we’re going to be riding that wave into a brand new way of thinking outside the box.”

Sweat poured down Linda’s chubby cheeks as she struggled to maintain her composure.  Her guts were roiling and churning; she could feel herself losing control.  No, no, no! She couldn’t! She needed to get through this!  Linda clenched her asshole with all her might, tightening her buttocks in response to the increasingly urgent growls and groans from her desperate bowels.
“I’ve already helped build this company into a synergy powerhouse and I think you’ll see that I’m the one person who can keep it going.”

Linda shifted from one plump foot to the other, wishing that she was back in her own office in her own plush comfy chair.  Standing up was soooo hard for a woman of her prodigious size! And her poor tender tootsies were aching as they were forced to support the full weight of Linda’s blubbery body.

Despite her initial confidence, Linda was beginning to falter now.  Shooting pain arced through her feet.

“So, uh, as you can see, fourth quarter earnings are up…” Linda shuffled her index cards awkwardly. Whoops! The next card slipped from her chubby fingers and drifted down to the floor. Linda stared. For a thinner woman, this would be no big deal.  But Linda was over 400 pounds of jiggling, wobbling lard.  Bending over to reach that card would be a nightmare!  She’d be lucky if she didn’t split her skirt and reveal her gigantic granny-panties to the crowd.  But Linda was also acutely aware that, given her recent growth, she was equally likely to burst her underwear too and just end up mooning everyone!

“Could you… turn on the projector, please!”

In the back of the room, someone flipped on the projector, projecting a pie chart onto the white board behind her.  Okay.  She could do this.  Just concentrate on explaining the graph and you’ll be fine.  Don’t think about how much you need to let out a massive fart. It’ll be fine.
Linda turned to the screen to point out a detail on her power point presentation, swinging around to aim her big round ass at her audience. The movement was too sudden and she couldn’t stop a small but noisy fart from squeaking out of her bottom.  Her cheeks instantly went beet red at the response: several quiet giggles broke out behind her

Linda’s breathing quickened, her voluminous bosom heaving.  Her chubby face pale as a ghost.  She couldn’t hold it anymore! She felt like she was going to explode.

She couldn’t go on.  She was at the end of her rope!

She spun around again, facing her audience. She fixed them with that steely glare, that glare that dared anyone to laugh.  The glare that told everyone: Laugh and you die.

But, unlike her secretaries, these men had no reason to fear her.  What could Linda do to them? Sure, she was arrogant and smug and she could bluster them into submission, but, at the end of the day, they were still her superiors.   

The laughter was small but there, rippling through the room quietly at first, but growing louder and more sustained as the assembled men became bolder, more confident in the company of their giggling comrades.

Linda stared at the audience, blear-eyed, unable to focus on anything through the intense pain shooting through her guts.  Oh no. Oh no. Oh no. She had lost control of the situation.

One executive raised an eyebrow in concern; another frowned. They were starting to notice that something was wrong with Linda as the giggles died down.  How could they not notice? Linda was sweating buckets. Big damp spots appeared on her jacket under her armpits, growing as the enormous woman continued to sweat.  Her round face was flushed as red as a tomato.

“Miss Klein, are you okay?” asked Simmons. “Do you need to sit down? Do you need a doctor?”

“No…I’m fine…” huffed Linda. But she was far from fine.  She couldn’t hold it anymore. Her insides were screaming, churning, roiling. This was it!  Her asshole twitched and clenched, her butt cheeks wobbled. 

She shifted slightly from one foot to the other, like a child waiting to use the restroom, but the slight movement was too much – distracted, she momentarily relinquished control of her butthole for long enough to let another fart escape.  This one was louder, ruder, echoing through the room like a sudden trumpet blast.  Once again, everyone’s eyes shot to Linda.  She could feel all those eyes on her!  Oh Gawd, now she was really in trouble!  Could she possibly play this one off too?  Linda could feel the rising flush in her cheeks.  She was soaked in sweat, it felt like her entire blouse must be drenched by this point.  She almost felt like she was in a wet T-shirt contest and pretty soon her front would be so completely soaked in sweat that everyone would be able to see her nipples through the clingy fabric.

No! She had to keep things together just a little bit longer!  Linda cleared her throat nervously.  It sounded like a toilet plunger in her ears, but she forced herself to keep calm.

“As you can see, estimated projections for the projected future are still steady…”

Linda’s wide rump quivered briefly and her skirt billowed behind her as her words were interrupted by another loud toot.  Oh Gawd, she was out of control!  She was still fighting her flatulence with all her might, but they just kept slipping out!  How could she stop them?  She just had to keep going, had to keep pretending that nothing was wrong, and maybe, just maybe, she could bullshit her way through this entire meeting without having anyone question her gassy explosions.

“And…and, of course, none of our competitors have entered into the future stocks markehhhhhhhhhhhghhhh—“  Linda’s talk degenerated into a long, drawn-out groan as her overloaded stomach twinged in pain again.  She clenched her hands into fists, resisting the urge to grab her stomach.  That would have alerted everyone in the room that something was wrong, that Linda was dying of the world’s most painful case of gassy build-up!  And showing weakness right now was the last thing that she wanted to do.

Pphhhrrt!  Oh Gawd, no! Not another one!  Linda was completely lost now, the farts were too strong!  Her butt blasts were coming hard and fast in spite of her best efforts to keep everything under control.  By now, everyone in the room was tittering.
Linda redoubled her efforts.  Her knuckles were white with the strain and she was biting her lip so hard that she was beginning to draw blood.  Her face was ghostly white under her expertly-applied rouge make-up, making the single drop of blood welling on her lower lip a striking crimson contrast.  Beads of perspiration slid down her face.  She clenched her ass as hard as she could.  She would hold them in! Not one more fart, no matter what!  She didn’t know what this would mean for her body.  She had a sudden frightening image of herself blowing up like a balloon as her body produced more and more gas but Linda refused to allow it release.  In her mind’s eye, she grew bigger and bigger, swelling with methane, until the buttons popped from her blouse, one by one, firing across the room like bullets, until the seams of her skirt began to split, until her pantyhose tore to shreds, until she was as round as a globe but still growing, still filling up up up, still expanding, until she was so filled with gas that she simply rose up in the air like a helium balloon, until she bobbed to the ceiling, helpless and humiliated and round and still growing rounder and rounder until KABOOM! She burst like a bomb in a cloud of rancid methane gas.

Linda shook her head. No, no, no! She was not going to let her imagination run away with her like that! She was in control! She was---

“Miss Klein, do you have some sort of digestive problem? Would you like to reschedule this meeting?”

“No!” snarled Linda, “I’m fine! I’m not having any problem!”

Her claim was belied by another loud eruption from her behind.  And another! Oh Gawd, she was farting up a storm and that wasn’t even the worst of it…

She could sense something else was coming. Something much, much worse.

It wasn’t all just farts brewing in her gut.  She could sense she was nearing the end and she was powerless to stop it! 

Even though she knew it was futile, Linda prayed that it was all just gas.  Sure, it would be horribly embarrassing to let out a huge fart (or rather, a HUGER fart) in front of all the company executives, but the alternative was so much worse.  Maybe she could explain away a burst of flatulence. But there was no way that she could explain it away if she shit herself in public, in front of everyone. That would be a career-ending incident!  But she couldn’t stand it any longer – if she didn’t let go, she was going to blow out her asshole.
And here it came!

Linda groaned in embarrassment and relief as her bowels released the biggest, loudest fart ever, a metric ton of methane spewing out her asshole.

Linda groaned with relief as the first wave exited her body, a cacophony of burbling flatulence.  Her relief was short-lived, though, because the briefest moment of relief, the tiny glimmer of euphoria that came over her as the pain in her bowels subsided, brought with it enormous, terrifying consequences.

Everyone stared.  The smell permeated through the room slowly.  Rheumy-eyed old men wrinkled their noses and scooted their seats away as the realization dawned upon them, one by one, what had actually transpired here.
Linda could only stare, her chest heaving with her ragged breathing, her mouth agape, her enormous ass burning from release.  There was no way to play this off.  No way to pretend that things were still okay.  She was exposed.  

Everything was lost now.

Having her secretaries laugh at her was the least of her worries now.

* * *
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