Thanksgiving Glutton

By Mollycoddles

“Oof, why didn’t I wear sweatpants?” said Brandy to herself.  
Thanksgiving was always such a huge deal to her family!  For most of the year, Brandy went to the gym every week and counted calories religiously. The shapely black girl prided herself on her slim physique, thick in just the right places, but she worked hard to keep herself in shape.  

But suddenly all her hard work went out the door come November. Because there was no way that she could get out of going home for Thanksgiving, her parents would just never forgive her. For them, Thanksgiving was the biggest day of the year for family togetherness, comraderie, and, above all else, food.

Brandy hated that.  Thanksgiving! What a joke!  She loved her parents but their dedication to this holiday was embarrassing. They only thought about it as an excuse to have a giant meal, they didn’t stop to consider what the holiday really represented.  Brandy knew the real history of Thanksgiving, the story of conquest and subjugation of native peoples and the brutal tyranny and oppression that followed.
Plus, worst of all, her parents always forgot the one thing that Brandy actually DID like about Thanksgiving: the cranberry sauce.

Not that she told her parents about that.  She was a dutiful daughter and she put up with her parents’ foibles for their sake.

There was simply way too much food. Thanksgiving dinner had been going on for hours, yet the table was STILL loaded and her mother kept bring out NEW courses.  Half of her relatives had already drifted away from the table, heading to the living room to watch Football on TV or out to the backyard to gossip and watch the autumn leaves fall.  But Brandy didn’t such an easy out.  Her mother was the hostess after all, and the hostess’ attention seemed laser focused on her daughter.

“Another helping? You can’t be done yet!” said Brandy’s mother. “Did you eat before you got here? I told you to arrive hungry!”
“I did, Mom!” protested Brandy, patting her swollen tummy defensively. “But I already had two helpings of turkey AND mashed potatoes AND string beans. I couldn’t eat another bite!”

Brandy could feel the waistband of her skinny jeans cutting into her stuffed tummy, which pooched out over her bling-bling belt like a big water balloon filled with squishy dough.  For once, Brandy’s stylish fashion choices couldn’t disguise the flaws in her figure.  The mocha-colored black girl rarely had trouble turning heads.  Her toned physique always caught men’s attention, and her striking features and big poofy frizzy hair were exotically striking. Her chunky plastic hipster glasses gave her a sultry intellectual look that nicely complimented her hipster skinny jeans, denim jacket, cable-knit sweater, and infinity scarf. But today, that carefully crafted look was completely wasted, since her puffed up gut commanded all attention.

“Mom. Really. That’s it.”  She stood up from the table, nearly losing her balance under the heavy gravity of her bloated gut. “I’d love to eat more, I really would, but I just… I’m absolutely stuffed, Mom. Any more stuffing and I’ll burst.”

Her mother opened her mouth to protest, but Brandy held up her hands defensively. 

“Mom. I’m going to go lie down for a bit and digest, okay? Look, just feed someone else for a few.  I’m sure Dad would love some more turkey.”

Brandy’s father still sat at the table, dutifully working his way through his plate. “Actually, I would!” he beamed brightly.

Maybe her mother preferred an unwilling victim, because she only frowned at him.
“Harold, you know you’re not supposed to eat too much meat. You remember what the doctor said about your cholesterol!”  Brandy’s mother turned back to continue cajoling her daughter, but Brandy had already taken advantage of the momentary distraction and escaped to the living room.

“But you will be back for dessert?” her mother called after her. “We have pie! Three kinds!”

“Ugh, no pie, please,” moaned Brandy under her breath as she staggered toward the couch, holding her overloaded gut with both hands. “Naturally Mom makes three kinds of pie but forgets the cranberry sauce!”

“Out of the way!”  She shoosed a few of her younger cousins off the couch, sending them scurrying.

Brandy flopped down, her full belly jostling painfully as her fluffy bottom hit the cushions.  Ooooof! She’d really eaten waaay too much! But it was Thanksgiving, after all, and that only came once a year, so hopefully she’d be able to survive this visit without too much permanent damage to her waistline.

“Ugh, why do I let them do this to me every year?” groaned Brandy. Her belly looked simply enormous, a big round caramel dome that stretched out the pleats in her cable-knit sweater and strained the big oversized buttons.

Brandy rubbed her middle thoughtfully, running her hands over the smooth puffed-out arc of her belly.  Brandy’s uncles whooped and hollered in response to the football game playing on the television, bouncing excitedly in their easy chairs. With a hefty helping of tryptophan in her stomach and the sounds of the Thanksgiving football game playing in the background, Brandy felt her head begin to nod.  She just couldn’t keep her eyes open.  
“Wake up, Brandy! Brandy, wake up!”

Brandy blinked her eyes open. “Whuzzat? Oh Gawd, don’t tell me it’s time for dessert.. I.. wait…”

Something was different. The house seemed dark and subdued. The television was off and the room was empty. In fact, her whole family was gone, other than herself and… this giant turkey.
Brandy bolted upright. “Who are you?!?” 

“I’m the Spirit of Thanksgiving!” said the turkey, “And I’ve come to visit you, Brandy, because I feel like you’ve lost the spirit of the holiday!”

“What are you talking about?”

The turkey poked Brandy’s chubby gut with his feathered wing. “Isn’t it true that you gave up after only two helpings tonight?”

“Hey!” Brandy swatted the turkey’s wing away from her stomach and held her hands over her middle defensively.  “I’m trying to keep my figure! Did my mom send you?”
“Brandy, your mother understands the true spirit of Thanksgiving! You need to get into the spirit of the season and remember what Thanksgiving is all about!”
“What are you even talking about? I know exactly what Thanksgiving is about!” She narrowed her eyes. “It’s an imperialistic celebration of cultural genocide against the Native Americans.”

“Oh good golly gosh, no!” clucked the turkey, “It’s about food!”

Brandy rolled her eyes. “It’s ironic that YOU would be celebrating a holiday about genocide. If anyone should be aware of the history of Thanksgiving massacres, I would think it would be a turkey.”

The turkey didn’t seem to understand or appreciate the irony.  He put a feathery wing around Brandy’s shoulders and gently led her back from the living room into the dining room.

“Brandy, wasn’t there a time when you enjoyed Thanksgiving as an excuse to eat? Wasn’t that just the best thing in the world? To just eat and forget? To lose yourself in the beauty of a full belly? Isn’t that what Thanksgiving is really all about?”

“I…I…No, that’s ridiculous! That’s not what it’s about at all!” Brandy tried to push the turkey away, but then her eyes fell on the table.  No, it wasn’t possible!  The entire Thanksgiving feast was back!  The table groaned under the collective weight of full platters of buttery mashed potatoes, green bean casseroles, endless piping-hot pies of every variety, and there, at the head of the table, an enormous roast turkey, bigger than any turkey Brandy had ever seen, the size of an ostrich, its crispy skin a rich golden brown. And it was intact! Not a single slice yet made, not a single bite taken! It just wasn’t possible!  Brandy was certain that she must have eaten enough to satisfy an army, but all the food was still here!
“Sit down, Brandy. Sit and eat! Enjoy!”

“O..okay,” murmured Brandy, allowing the turkey to push her down into the nearest chair and tuck a napkin into the collar of her sweater.  She stared, her eyes wide. She was nervous, almost fearful, of this strange feast that had appeared unbidden on the table, but she was also… entranced.  There was so much! And somehow Brandy, in defiance of all logic, was starting to feel hungry…

“Thanksgiving food bring family and friends together, Brandy, isn’t that right?” said the turkey, “You’ll see why when you’ve had a little to eat.  Eating makes all your cares just disappear!”

“Yes, eating makes your cares disappear,” repeated Brandy as if in a trance.  She reached forward and ladled a heaping helping of mashed potatoes onto her plate, then followed it with a big dollop of ambrosia yams.  Then spinach, then sweet corn, then mac and cheese.  Brandy was on auto-pilot, filling her plate as the giant turkey continued to whisper encouragements in her ear.

“That’s right, Brandy. How about another helping of stuffing? Why don’t you take a few more ears of corn? A little gravy on that would be nice?”

“Yes, oh yes,” said Brandy, raising the first bite to her lips.  Mmmm! She rolled her eyes.  Gawd, it was good! It was way better than anything she’d ever eaten! 
“Oh my Gawd, this is good! I…I’m sorry I doubted you, er… giant turkey?”

“Just call me the Spirit of Thanksgiving!”

“But you don’t expect me to eat everything on this table, do you? This is way too much food! I’ve got a figure to maintain! I’ll be as big as a house if I eat all this!”

“Nonsense! It’s good home-style cooking! That never hurt anyone!”

“Hmm, yeah,” said Brandy, her voice suddenly dreamy as a wave of good will crashed over her, “I guess it’s okay to indulge a little..”

“That’s the spirit, Brandy! After all, it’s Thanksgiving! And indulging is all in the spirit of Thanksgiving!”

Brandy! Snap out of it! What are you doing? Think of your waistline! cried a little voice deep in Brandy’s subconscious.

But Brandy was under the spell of Thanksgiving and all she could think of was getting more of that delicious food into her hungry stomach!

In minutes, the hungry girl cleaned her plate and started on her second.  The turkey clucked happily, lavishing her with praise: “Oh what a good girl! Look at her eat like a true Thanksgiving glutton! You’re getting into the spirit of the season and I’m so proud of you!”

“Mmm,” Brandy sighed. The Spirit of Thanksgiving’s soothing words helped the delicious food go down even smoother, even though her stomach was beginning to hurt after the second plate.

Brandy’s chubby belly started off soft, but soon she was starting to firm up as her belly filled.  The overweight black girl could feel her tummy slowly pushing out further and further, settling on her thighs as it advanced, inexorably, toward her knees.  If she kept eating like this, her belly would soon fill her entire lap.  And it wasn’t just her belly that was rounding out! Her figure was filling out, rapidly, almost magically. Her formerly slender legs thickened, growing soft and fleshy.  Her toned arms grew flabby as she poured another boat of gravy over a tall stack of sliced turkey.  Her face grew rounder, the first hints of a double chin appeared, as Brandy’s slim physique morphed into a chunky butterball.
“Oh no, no, no,” said Brandy, shaking her head in a futile attempt to clear the fog. “I really shouldn’t. I’ve already eaten way too much.  Look at how big I’m getting!”

“Don’t forget dessert!” said the Spirit of Thanksgiving, “We have pie!”

Brandy groaned.  The chubby black girl motioned at her plump, pie-filled belly, pushing against the pleats of her sweater.  Warm chocolate-colored skin was visible through the straining threads when she breathed.

“It’s Thanksgiving, it’s a time to indulge!” said the turkey soothingly. “Besides, you know you want to.   You’ve still got so many flavors to try!”

“Mmmm,” mumbled Brandy, her eyes falling on the table laden with delicious pies.  That was true!  The table seemed to go on forever, groaning under the weight of so many tasty, tempting desserts, but Brandy didn’t see any possible way that she could get all that food inside her!  She was only one woman, after all.  She would burst before she made it even halfway through these desserts!

“Here, just try a slice of peach cobbler, you’ll love it.”  The turkey slid another plate in front of Brandy.  Despite her own misgivings, Brandy’s mouth started to water.

“I guess I COULD eat just a little more…”

“That’s the spirit!”

She balanced her pie plate on the shelf of her growing gut, giggling to herself at the sight.  She couldn’t believe how big she was getting!  

“Jeez, Brandy, get a hold of yourself,” she muttered, “You’re acting like a drunk college kid. This is serious! There’s no way that you’re going to be able to eat all this pie! You’re gonna explode!”

Despite her grim warnings, Brandy couldn’t suppress a strange feeling of excitement.  She was almost giddy with it.  She really shouldn’t eat any more pie, but the idea of eating everything on the table, of filling herself to the very max, was making her a little light-headed.  Why would such an idea excite her? What was wrong with her?

“Pecan pie?”

“Ooo, yes, please!” said Brandy, quickly pushing the last bite of her peach cobbler between her plump lips and dropping the clean plate onto the floor next to her with a clatter.  The pile of broken dishes was growing; Brandy was too wrapped up in the euphoria of eating to care that she was making a huge mess.  Her cheeks were covered in crumbs, her frizzy hair was sticky with pie filling.
“Pumpkin pie?”

“Yes! More!”

Brandy was too busy stuffing her face to even think about the ominous sounds coming from the chair beneath her.  Her rump was swelling like the rest of her, slowly spreading further and further until a good two inches of fat tushie hung over both sides of the chair.  Meanwhile, her ass cheeks were growing rounder as well as wider, so her swelling booty pushed against the back of the chair, forcing Brandy to slide forward.  Unfortunately, with her swollen belly in front pushing against the table, Brandy didn’t have anywhere to go. She was wedged between a chair being slowly pushed backwards by her butt and a table slowly being pushed forwards by her belly.  Her position was growing more precarious by the second, as more and more of her growing bulk was left unsupported by the creaking, groaning wooden chair.

Creeeeeaaaaaakkkk… The chair groaned loudly, wobbling and quivering under the hippo girl’s weight.

Brandy was lost in a fugue of eating.  She didn’t care about anything now except getting more and more pie into her belly. She didn’t even flinch when the first button on her sweater gave up, busting from its thread with a soft ping! And flying across the room.  Her tubby tummy puffed out through the wider opening left by the defeated button, revealing her soft chubby belly blubber around her deep dark navel.  Smothered in fresh blubber, Brandy’s belly button looked like a long, fat crease on her lower pot belly. And that pot belly was just growing bigger and bigger and BIGGER as Brandy shoveled pies into her greedy gullet.

“Mmm, they’re so good!” bubbled Brandy through a mouthful of delicious apple pie. “I wish I could just eat like this forever!”

“Oh you will,” chortled the turkey, giggling to himself as another button tore loose from Brandy’s sweater.

In short order, Brandy’s gluttony blew the remaining buttons from her sweater as her gut spilled out bigger and bigger.  By now, the gluttonous piggy looked like she had swallowed a pumpkin… and it looked like that pumpkin was still growing! Only the top three buttons on her blouse were holding over her bosom, but her brown belly was now completely bare.
Miraculously, her jeans were still intact, fastened beneath the swell of her gut, her belt and fly pinching her more and more as she swelled.  Brandy grunted and shifted in her seat.  Ugh! 

“These fucking jeans are too goddamn tight,” she muttered, reaching beneath the bulbous balloon of her belly to fiddle with the buckle on her belt. “I gotta get these tight son-of-a-bitches off or I won’t be able to eat another bite.”

That was easier said than done! After her massive meal, Brandy’s belt was stretched so tightly around her tick waist that it barely had any give at all, making it near impossible to unbuckle.  She could feel the overstretched leather tensing and straining as she desperately worked the buckle but she just couldn’t get it to give.

“You’re never going to get it off that way!” giggled the turkey, “You need to think like a real Thanksgiving glutton!”

“Huh? What do you mean?”  Brandy furrowed her brow quizzically.  But when the turkey held a plate of blueberry pie up to her face, Brandy’s confusion was replaced with. hunger.  Only a moment ago, the bloated babe had been complaining that she couldn’t possibly force down another bite with her belt pinching her waist so cruelly, but that was completely forgotten in the face of food.  All thoughts left Brandy’s mind except for one simple command: Eat!

Brandy obediently took the plate, her eyes glazed and unfocused.  Her hands trembling in anticipation, she grabbed a fork, sliced off a sliver and plunged it into her mouth.  Heavenly!  Brandy nearly moaned out loud at the delightful sweet taste of ripe blueberries on her tongue, her eyes rolled back in her head, her tongue darted over her lips in sheer, shivering ecstacy and… pop!

Brandy’s gut wobbled and shook slightly as her belt gave up the ghost, the overstretched leather splitting and cracking under the pressure of her swollen gut.  The sudden release would normally have caused a whole cascade of jiggling, but Brandy was stuffed so full that her gut barely moved.  Beneath a layer of blubber, Brandy’s gut was stuffed as tight as a drum.  
“Oof, thank Gawd,” mumbled Brandy, a smile dancing across her lips as she surveyed the damage. The two halves of her ruined belt hung limply at her burgeoning sides, dangling from her voluminous waist.  She wasn’t done yet; the metal button of her jeans was still pressing tightly into her lower gut and she could feel her blubbery fupa straining against the teeth of her zipper.  

“I gotta get these jeans open,” said Brandy, “Or they’re gonna cut me in half!  Jeez, why didn’t I just wear sweats today!  What a dope I was!”

The bloated, overstuffed bunny didn’t bother to reach for her crotch this time, simply plowing her way through another slice of pie.  The turkey nodded approvingly.  Brandy had learned well!  The only way out of her pants was to eat her way out.

Brandy’s quivering belly looked like a balloon hooked up to a helium tank – Brandy was swelling up as she ate, her pillowy tummy growing bigger and rounder. And always pushing harder and harder against the restricting seams and rivets of Brandy’s tight jeans.

Until finally…

CRACK!

Unable to withstand Brandy’s ballooning weight anymore, the flimsy wooden chair legs splintered and the chair collapsed.  Brandy was startled out of her mechanical eating.

“Oh no! Help!”  Brandy squealed as the chair finally buckled under her burgeoning bulk, sending the overstuffed cutie tumbling to the floor.  

The turkey cackled with excitement as Brandy lay on the floor in a bloated, bruised heap.

“Owww, I’m so full I can’t move,” she groaned, barely able to muster the energy to rub her poor, overstuffed belly.

“You’ve proven yourself the biggest Thanksgiving glutton of all time!” crowed the turkey. “You’re a Thanksgiving hero!”
“I feel like a beached whale,” moaned Brandy.  From her vantage point on the floor, all she could see was her own towering belly, rising like a brown dome above her.  She was huge!  And she was soooo full!  Finally cognizant of her own size, Brandy winced in pain.  

“Oh Gawd, I’m so… full!  Can’t… breathe. Oh Gawd… it hurts… ooof, I’m gonna… I’m gonna pop.”

“You sure you don’t want anymore, fat girl?”

“No, please… I can’t!”

“Aw, looks like the little piggy’s finally had her full! Too bad the fun’s just beginning!”

“What…what are you doing?” said Brandy, her eyes bulging in fear as the turkey wheeled in a massive metal canister.

“This time, we didn’t forget the cranberry sauce!” he said as he plunged the hose into Brandy’s mouth.  Brandy wanted to spit it out, but, somehow, she just couldn’t.  When the gravy started to flow, Brandy swallowed.  So rich, so sweet, so smooth, just the perfect topping.
Sweat broke out on Brandy’s forehead.  She knew she was done for!  There was no way that she was going to survive this without exploding!  She was just waaaay too full!
But… oh it felt so good to eat and grow and she was so deliciously full! She never knew such ecstacy! And cranberry sauce just tasted sooo good!

Brandy didn’t think that she could possibly stretch anymore, but she had to believe her own eyes.  Her already overloaded body was now filling up even faster, her thick juicy curves billowing outwards and losing form as her entire body rapidly swelled into one big sphere.  Her clothes ripped and tore as her body expanded.  Her blimping torso overcame her chubby arms and plump legs, until they began to disappear into her flesh.  Her head, too, was beginning to sink into herself as her ballooning body puffed up around her.
Just when she was sure that she was going to burst, the turkey pulled the hose from her mouth.  Brandy belched a loud cranberry-flavored burp and gasped in relief.

“What have you… what have you done to me? You turned me into… into a butterball! Literally! I’m nothing but a big ball of blubber!”

She was so huge now that she couldn’t see over herself.  She could barely pivot her head, sunken as it was into her new flesh, but no matter where she turned her eyes, all she saw was the vast, brown expanse of her own corpulence.

“Oh Brandy, don’t worry so much! You’re about to be famous! You’re the greatest Thanksgiving glutton who ever chowed down on turkey, but we just thought you needed a little extra boost to go the distance. And besides, you love cranberry sauce, don’t you? But we’re not done with you yet!”

The door flew open and a gaggle of smaller turkeys waddled in, dragging ANOTHER large and sinister looking machine.

“What… oh Gawd no, I mean… okay, look, you were right, eating was great and I’ll even admit that getting stuffed with cranberry sauce was weirdly… pleasurable. But whatever you’re planning to do now, please don’t! I can’t take anymore!”

“Sorry, Brandy,” said the Spirit of Thanksgiving. “But you know what the second most important thing about Thanksgiving is? After eating?”

“Uh… family togetherness?”

“No! It’s the parade! You can’t have Thanksgiving without a Thanksgiving parade! And you know what they have in the Thanksgiving parade, right? Balloons!”

“You can’t be serious!” cried Brandy, but the turkeys were already strapping a mask around her face, covering her nose and mouth.  Her eyes widened in horror as she saw that the mask was attached via hose to a giant canister of helium.

“No! Please! I’m getting too big!” whined Brandy. “What are you doing?”

“You’re going to be the main attraction! Don’t you just love a parade?”

“I don’t want to be a parade balloon!” yelped Brandy, “Isn’t it bad enough that you’ve turned me into a butterball, now you want to turn me into a blimp too?”

“People want to see you! Everyone wants to catch a glimpse of the biggest Thanksgiving glutton in the parade! What good would the parade be without you? Besides, don’t worry! We’re professionals!”

Brandy wasn’t sure if that really made her feel any better.

“I…okay… if you’re sure… you guys promise that you won’t over do it, though? I’m already feeling pretty tight…”

“Don’t worry so much! We know what we’re doing.  We won’t let you pop, that would just spoil the parade! Just relax and enjoy it.  I bet you already like what you feel.”

“Mmm,” murmured Brandy. She had to admit that the turkey was right.  Besides, what did she really have to worry about? The turkeys had so far been nothing but completely gracious to her – introducing her to the pleasures of unrestrained Thanksgiving gluttony, treating her like a fat overstuffed queen, and now they just wanted to show her off to everyone.  The swirling gallons of air inside her body actually did feel great!  She felt like she was being tickled from within and Brandy had to fight to keep herself from falling into yet another euphoric stupor.

“Mmm, but why fight it?” murmured Brandy, a slight drunken smile crossing her lips as she finally succumbed to the pleasure of inflation.  Her eyes closed and her lips parted as she lost herself in a hazy bliss.  The pleasures of inflation were almost… why, they were almost sexual, Brandy realized with some surprise.  Nothing mattered except the delightful sensations pouring through her body; every pump of helium was like another jolt of sexual electricity, making her skin tingle and her heart flutter. She imagined herself having sex with her boyfriend Ramone, with every pump of helium into her body reminding her of another thrust by Ramone.  It was electrifying!  Brandy never dreamed that something could feel even better than the feast of pies, but now it looked like being inflated might just take the cake!
“Ooooo…. That feels so good… but… I’m getting too big, guys! Don’t you think I’m getting too full?”

“Nonsense, you’ve got plenty of give!” said the lead turkey, pressing his wing into Brandy’s bulging side.  He had to push hard to make even a small indent; Brandy’s internal pressure really was getting pretty high up there!  But she still had a ways to go before she burst.
“Okay, if you say so…” Brandy wasn’t so sure at all!  But what could she do?

Brandy felt her body expanding bigger and bigger, filling up with more helium than she ever dreamt could be possible.  She was nothing more than a massive, overinflated balloon now.  She was certain that she should have long since popped, but she just kept swelling bigger and bigger as more and more air was pumped into her, stretching out her skin beyond belief.  
“Uh, guys? I’m…I’m really beginning to feel pretty tight. I think you could… maybe cut me off?”  Brandy blinked her eyes and shook her head – as much as she could shake her head, after all, considering that her neck had long since sunk into her swollen balloon body – to try and clear away the mental cobwebs.  She was having sooo much trouble thinking straight! It just felt soooo good to grow and expand and inflate that Brandy was having trouble remembering why she would ever want to stop.  A tiny part of her brain was shouting at her, screaming through the haze of euphoria, to remind her that her skin had finite stretch to it.  She couldn’t keep on growing forever, as much as she would want to.

“Oh, are you sure? Are you really sure that you want to stop?”

“Hmmm,” Brandy bit her lip, her inner struggle written on her face.  Yes. Yes, she really needed them to stop.  But want? She wasn’t so sure of that.

“You’re going to be the prettiest balloon in the parade. Don’t you want that, Brandy? Don’t you want everyone to see how perfectly round and full you are?”

“Yesss… I want to… keep growing,” murmured Brandy. She could hear the squeaking and creaking of her over-inflated body, growing louder and louder as she continued to expand, her flanks pressing against the walls of the room as the apex of her belly pressed against the ceiling.  Oh Gawd, she was so big that the very room itself was becoming too small! It was beginning to uncomfortably squeeze her, and the high-pitched squeals coming from her overstretched skin were so loud and constant that they drowned out the steady hiss of helium.

“But… I can’t… I’m getting… too big… too tight… guys?  I think…. I think we’d better stop… I’m gonna…”

“But Brandy, we’re so close to finished! We just want to make sure that everyone is as impressed with your big debut as we are!”

“That’s great… but… I think.. we’re cutting it too close… I just can’t…”

“Oh fiddlesticks! You can hold a little more! We believe in you, Brandy!”

“No…I just… I can’t… too full…” Brandy sighed, her protests becoming softer and softer as the overwhelming euphoria of inflation clouded her mind.  Bright red stretch marks slowly blossomed over the expanse of her monumental, grandiloquent form. Brandy was bigger than an elephant, bigger than a zeppelin, but she was still, miraculously, growing and stretching! Maybe… maybe these turkeys were right? Maybe she really could grow as big as they thought she could?  Brandy was so impossibly full and tight that she could not even move a muscle.  Even her fingers and toes were paralyzed, smothered by the vast orb of her over-inflated body, and she could barely even turn her head or move her lips now. Not that she even wanted to. All she wanted to do was relax and grow and grow and grow…

“One more pump outta do it!” called the lead turkey.

“No… one more pump… that’s one pump too much,” said Brandy.
And it was! Brandy knew the moment that she felt that last pump enter her lungs. It was just too much!

“Oh no—“ she muttered, but Brandy didn’t get a chance to complete the thought.

KABOOM! The poor overinflated zeppelin blew into a thousand pieces, blasting the room apart and throwing all those turkeys across the yard with the force of her explosion.

At that very moment, Brandy sat bolt upright, panting and sweating.  She quickly scanned the room.  It was light and sunny, her uncles were still watching TV and yelling curses at the referee’s calls, her cousins were still running around, her parents were still at the dining room table. Everything was back to normal!

“Oh thank Gawd, it was all just a dream!” sighed Brandy, wiping the sweat from her brow. “What a nightmare!”

Of course, her stomach was still swollen from the big Thanksgiving dinner, still sagging over her belt like a great brown fleshy avalanche.  She was still going to have to work extra hard at the gym to get rid of that!

“Oh good, you’re awake!” called her mother, noticing that Brandy was sitting up. “You’re just in time for dessert! We have so many different pies, you’ll just have to try them all! Oh, and course, we all know how much you like cranberry sauce. You’ll be happy to know that, this time, we didn’t forget the cranberry sauce!”
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